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PREFACE 

This  book  is  a  revision  of  Junior  High  School  Literature, 
Book  One ,  edition  of  1928,  and  The  Elson  Readers,  Book  Seven . 
It  contains  a  choice  collection  of  literature  from  the  works  of 
the  best  authors,  both  classic  and  contemporary,  and  includes 
both  recreational  and  informational  material.  Not  only  should 
pupils  have  their  taste  and  judgment  cultivated  by  familiarity 
with  the  literary  heritage  that  has  won  recognition  by  its  endur¬ 
ing  worth,  but  they  should,  also,  have  their  experience  enriched 
by  selections  of  undoubted  value  from  contemporary  authors 
who  are  recognized  interpreters  of  our  present-day  life.  Such 
wide  and  extensive  reading  will  not  only  inspire  the  pupil  now 
and  throughout  life,  but  it  will  also  train  him  in  the  wholesome 
use  of  his  leisure  hours. 

The  primary  aim  of  instruction  in  reading  is  to  make  pupils 
life-readers,  not  merely  school  readers.  This  means  that  life¬ 
reading  interests  must  be  developed  in  pupils.  Permanent  read¬ 
ing  interests  cannot  be  aroused  by  the  use  of  miscellaneous, 
unrelated,  haphazard  material.  The  literature  must  be  pur¬ 
posefully  organized  if  it  is  to  establish  effective  reading  habits. 
Sound  organization  brings  together  into  related  units  the  selec¬ 
tions  that  center  about  a  common  theme. 

This  book  is  so  organized  as  to  fulfill  these  purposes.  In  the 
Table  of  Contents  you  will  notice  that  there  are  four  main 
Parts,  each  distinguished  by  unity  of  theme.  Part  One  aims 
to  inspire  a  wholesome  appreciation  of  nature  and  a  desire  to 
conserve  her  resources;  Part  Two  deals  with  the  magic  world 
of  adventure  (including  the  great  deeds  of  King  Arthur  and 
his  knights)  ;  Part  Three  makes  clear  the  heroic  foundation  of 
our  inheritance  of  freedom  and  points  the  way  to  peace  and 
good  citizenship ;  and  Part  Four  presents  some  phases  of  life 
in  our  homeland  that  will  make  America  mean  more  to  boys 
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and  girls.  Through  these  grouped  selections  permanent  read¬ 
ing  interests  may  be  aroused,  and  fundamental  ideals  in 
the  development  of  personal  character  and  good  citizenship 
established. 

An  outstanding  value  of  such  organization  in  this  book  lies 
in  its  tendency  to  weld  together  the  school  and  the  library.  A 
school  text  that  would  train  a  pupil  in  the  effective  use  of  books, 
magazines,  and  newspapers  must  connect  directly  with  the 
library,  thus  forming  the  core  or  center  about  which  his  gen¬ 
eral  reading  is  organized.  This  book  aims  not  only  to  increase 
the  pupiPs  knowledge  of  a  subject,  but  also  to  intensify  his  inter¬ 
est  and  direct  him  to  related  material — in  short  to  cultivate  the 
extensive  reading  habit  and  the  library  method  of  study.  It 
seeks  to  direct  and  make  purposeful  the  pupil’s  outside  use  of 
books,  magazines,  and  newspapers,  bringing  to  bear  upon  his 
school  reading  the  experiences  gained  from  these  sources,  thus 
welding  together  the  school,  the  library,  and  the  home  in  the 
service  of  right  habits  of  reading  and  study. 

In  this  book  carefully  chosen  lists  of  especially  apt  library 
reading,  designed  to  broaden  and  deepen  the  pupil’s  knowledge 
and  sympathy,  may  be  found  at  the  ends  of  the  selections. 
These  lists  are  chosen  for  their  specific  fitness,  their  abundant 
interest,  and  their  excellent  literary  quality.  Some  of  the 
stories  are  suitable  to  be  reported  upon  in  class  by  individuals 
or  committees — an  excellent  basis  for  supervised  study  and 
the  socialized  recitation ;  other  stories  are  suitable  for  individual 
reading  in  leisure  moments;  while  still  others  are  suitable  for 
the  teacher  to  present — particularly  those  that  bulk  large  and 
require  interpretation. 
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THE  THREE  JOYS  OF  READING 


Men  do  brave  deeds  on  the  sea,  in  far-off  lands,  or  in  the 
air,  and  these  deeds  are  celebrated  in  story  and  song.  A 
thrilling  story  or  a  beautiful  poem  opens  the  doors  to  a  new 
pleasure  in  living. 

Aladdin,  you  know,  had  a  wonderful  lamp.  By  rubbing  it 
he  could  be  anywhere  he  chose  or  could  possess  anything  he 
wished.  Such  a  lamp  you,  as  the  reader  of  good  books, 
possess.  You  come  in  from  your  work  or  play,  curl  your¬ 
self  up  in  a  big  chair  before  the  fire,  open  your  book,  and 
in  a  twinkling  you  are  whisked  away  to  a  new  world.  In 
imagination  you  are  with  Colonel  Lindbergh,  or  Commander 
Byrd,  or  on  a  ship  sailing  the  Polar  Seas.  You  have  it  in 
your  power  to  take  these  wonderful  trips  instantly.  What 
is  still  more  wonderful,  you  may  go  back  a  century,  or  ten 
centuries;  through  this  Aladdin’s  lamp  of  reading  you  are 
master  not  only  of  space,  but  also  of  time.  The  first  joy  of 
reading ,  then ,  is  the  privilege  of  taking  part  in  the  experi¬ 
ences  of  men  of  every  time  and  from  every  portion  of  the 
world. 

The  second  joy  of  reading  is  the  gathering  of  wisdom 
handed  down  to  us  by  the  thousand  poets  and  historians. 

There  was  once  a  boy  in  a  frontier  cabin  who  was  eager 
to  know  all  that  could  be  learned  about  life.  His  days  were 
long  and  hard,  but  he  was  dreaming  of  things  to  come.  At 
night  by  the  light  of  the  pine  logs  blazing  in  the  fireplace, 
this  boy  read  and  studied.  Books  were  scarce ;  sometimes  he 
would  tramp  for  miles  to  borrow  one  that  a  distant  farmer 
owned.  Thus,  Abraham  Lincoln  found  the  second  of  the 
joys  of  reading ,  the  stored-up  wisdom  of  the  race ,  which  he 
made  his  own  in  preparation  for  the  day  when  he  was  to  be 
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not  merely  a  student  of  history,  but  a  maker  of  history 
as  well. 

Through  books  our  eyes  are  opened  to  the  beauties  of  the 
world  in  which  we  live.  This  is  the  third  joy  of  reading. 
There  is  a  famous  painting  called  “The  Song  of  the  Lark,” 
which  shows  a  peasant  girl  on  her  way  to  work  in  the  fields, 
sickle  in  hand,  in  the  early  morning.  She  has  stopped  to 
listen  to  the  flood  of  melody  that  pours  from  the  sky  above 
her  and  is  trying  in  vain  to  see  the  bird  which  is  singing 
the  glorious  song.  Her  face  is  lighted  up  for  the  moment 
in  the  presence  of  a  beauty  that  she  feels,  but  does  not  under¬ 
stand.  The  painter  interprets  for  us  the  effect  of  beauty  upon 
this  simple  peasant  girl.  The  poet,  on  the  other  hand,  trans¬ 
lates  the  song  into  beautiful  language ;  we  read  and  are 
made  happy. 

These,  then,  are  the  three  joys  of  reading:  First ,  to  be 
able  to  travel  at  will  in  any  country  and  in  any  period  of 
time  and  to  enjoy  the  thrill  of  adventure;  to  hear  the  great 
stories  that  the  human  race  has  gathered  through  centuries 
of  living;  to  know  earth’s  heroes  and  to  become  a  part  of 
the  company  that  surrounds  them.  Second,  to  enter  into 
the  inheritance  of  wisdom  that  has  come  down  from  the  past 
or  that  inspires  those  who  are  the  builders  of  our  present 
world.  Third,  to  have  our  eyes  opened  to  the  beauty  of  the 
world  in  which  we  live.  All  about  us  is  a  world  of  wonder 
as  interesting  as  that  fairy  world  which  so  delighted  you 
when  you  read  your  fairy  books.  Poems  and  stories  of 
nature  are  the  gateway  to  this  new  magic  world. 

This  book  is  planned  in  such  a  way  as  to  help  you  find 
these  three  joys  of  reading.  It  is  an  Aladdin’s  lamp. 


PART  ONE 

THE  WORLD  OF  NATURE 


I  MEANT  TO  DO  MY  WORK  TODAY 

RICHARD  LE  GALLIENNE 

I  meant  to  do  my  work  today; 

But  a  brown  bird  sang  in  the  apple-tree, 
And  a  butterfly  flitted  across  the  field, 

And  all  the  leaves  were  calling  to  me. 

And  the  wind  went  sighing  over  the  land, 
Tossing  the  grasses  to  and  fro; 

And  a  rainbow  held  out  its  shining  hand — 
So  what  could  I  do  but  laugh  and  go? 
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NATURE’S  FOUR-LEAF  CLOVERS 


Did  you  ever  find  a  four-leaf  clover?  Whether  you 
really  believe  it  does  bring  you  good  luck  or  not,  it’s 
exciting  and  pleasant  to  find  one,  isn’t  it  ?  But  the  trouble 
with  the  four -leaf  clovers  that  grow  in  the  meadow  or 
by  the  roadside  is  that  they  are  only  in  season  part  of  the 
year,  and  even  then  they  are  sometimes  difficult  to  find. 

But  fortunately  nature  has  a  supply  of  four -leaf  clovers 
of  a  different  sort  that  are  in  season  all  the  year  around 
and  may  be  had  for  the  asking.  These  are  the  four -leaf 
clovers  of  happy  experience  in  the  World  of  Nature.  Such 
clovers  can  be  found  even  in  a  city  street  if  you  have  your 
eyes  open  for  the  beauties  of  the  sky,  or  the  trees,  or  the 
wayside  flowers.  Wherever  we  find  these  happy  moments 
with  nature,  they  are  certain  to  bring  us  good  luck  in 
the  shape  of  increased  joy  in  our  daily  life. 

You  can  look  at  nature  through  at  least  three  pairs  of 
eyes,  as  you  read  the  selections  in  this  part  of  your  book. 
One  pair  of  eyes  will  be  the  scientist’s,  the  man  who,  like 
Thoreau  or  Mills  or  Baynes,  reports  very  accurately  just 
what  he  has  observed.  Another  pair  of  eyes  will  be  those 
through  which  the  conservationist  looks ;  Thoreau  and 
Baynes  speak  as  conservationists,  as  well  as  scientists; 
that  is,  they  long  to  see  nature’s  beauties  and  resources 
preserved  for  future  generations. 

Finally,  there  are  the  poet’s  eyes;  and  perhaps  they  are 
the  wisest  of  all,  for  they  see  all  the  beauty  in  nature. 
Try  to  borrow  the  poet’s  eyes  while  you  are  reading;  then 
perhaps  you  will  be  able  to  see  on  your  way  to  school 
beautiful  things  in  nature  that  you  have  never  seen  before. 
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THE  BLIND  SETTEE 

Samuel  A.  Derieux 

Samuel  A.  Derieux  of  Virginia  wrote  two  books  of  delightful  stories 
of  animals  and  birds,  Frank  of  Freedom  Hill  and  Animal  Personalities. 
In  his  childhood  the  boy  did  not  study  animals,  but  he  loved  and 
watched  and  understood  them.  He  liked  nothing  better  than  to  ramble 
about  the  woods  and  fields,  always  with  his  dog. 

All  puppies  are  afraid  of  thunder,  and  most  grown  dogs  for 
that  matter;  but,  Mac’s  fear,  according  to  Tom  Jennings,  his 
master,  was  more  than  that  of  the  ordinary  dog.  That  is,  until 
the  blow  came ;  after  that  it  was  different  with  Mac. 

Maybe  he  thought  that  lightning,  having  smitten  him  once, 
would  smite  him  no  more.  Let  this  be  as  it  may,  the  fact  is 
that  Mac,  after  his  second  year,  feared  thunder  no  more.  Tom 
Jennings,  his  wife,  and  three  children  had  just  driven  home  from 
church  at  Breton  Junction,  and  Tom,  assisted  by  Frank,  his  boy 
of  sixteen,  had  put  up  his  horses.  Then,  as  the  cloud  was  an 
unusually  threatening  one,  they  all  gathered  in  the  living-room. 

When  the  storm  burst  on  this  household,  Mac  scratched  at 
the  door.  Tom  Jennings,  a  tall,  rawboned,  sunburnt  man,  at 
once  rose  and  let  the  dog  in  with  some  good-humored  remark. 
Mac  was  a  young  setter,  with  white,  silken,  curly  coat  and  black, 
silken,  curly  ears.  He  looked  self-consciously  into  the  faces  of 
the  family,  w7ho  were  smiling  at  his  fears;  then,  with  a  queer 
expression  on  his  face,  as  if  he,  too,  knew  it  was  funny,  he 
went  and  lay  down  under  the  table.  He  always  did  this  in  a 
thunderstorm. 

Just  before  the  blow  came,  they  heard  him  tap  the  floor  with 
his  tail.  Immediately  there  was  the  shiver  of  broken  glass,  a 
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crash,  a  child’s  scream,  and  for  a  moment,  as  the  lamp  went  out, 
blackness.  There  was  no  very  clear  recollection  of  what  hap¬ 
pened  afterwards.  Having  assured  himself  that  his  wife  and 
children  were  safe,  Tom  Jennings,  followed  by  the  boy  Frank, 
ran  out  into  the  yard  by  the  side  door,  which  they  left  open, 
and  looked  at  the  roof  of  the  house.  If  any  fire  had  started,  it 
had  been  drowned  at  once  by  deluges  of  rain.  When  father  and 
son  returned,  Mrs.  Jennings  had  lighted  another  lamp.  Here 
they  all  were,  with  white  faces.  Only  Mac  was  gone. 

For  three  days  they  searched  for  him — in  the  attic,  in  the 
cellar,  in  the  barns,  and  in  the  woods  near  by.  On  the  afternoon 
of  the  third  day  Jennings  stooped  down  and  peered  underneath 
the  corncrib.  It  was  set  low  to  the  ground,  and  two  sides  were 
boarded  up.  On  the  unboarded  side  weeds  had  grown.  It  was 
quite  dark  underneath. 

At  first  Jennings  could  not  be  sure  what  that  dim  suggestion 
of  white  could  be.  Then  he  pushed  aside  the  weeds  and  peered 
more  closely,  his  eyes  growing  accustomed  to  the  dark.  Finally 
he  straightened  up  and  called  loudly :  “Here  he  is,  folks !” 

They  all  came  running,  Mrs.  Jennings  leaving  her  supper  to 
burn  if  need  be,  Frank  dropping  his  ax  at  the  woodpile.  When 
they  reached  him,  Tom  Jennings  was  stooping  down  and  plead¬ 
ing  :  “Come,  Mac!  Come,  old  man!  We  are  all  here.” 

But  the  white  figure  did  not  stir. 

At  last  Frank  wormed  his  long  body  toward  the  setter  and 
gently  pulled  him  forth.  They  examined  him  all  over,  but  at 
first  could  find  no  sign  of  injury.  It  was  Frank  who  saw  and 
understood.  Frank  had  always  had  a  way  of  knowing  what  was 
the  matter  with  animals.  “He’s  blind,”  said  the  youth. 

Some  of  the  neighbors,  when  they  heard,  said  that  Jennings 
ought  to  put  the  dog  out  of  his  misery.  But  no  such  thought 
ever  entered  the  head  of  any  member  of  the  Jennings  family. 
They  built  him  a  kennel  underneath  the  bedroom  window.  They 
taught  him  where  to  find  his  plate  of  food  on  the  kitchen  steps. 
Soon  he  learned  to  find  his  way  about  the  yard. 
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At  first,  Mac  ran  into  things — into  the  corner  of  the  house, 
into  the  woodpile,  or  into  the  chicken-coops.  He  never  whim¬ 
pered  when  he  did  so,  but  looked  humbled  and  ashamed.  At 
last  he  located  each  object  and  calculated  distances;  and  before 
the  summer  was  over,  he  avoided  objects  as  if  he  had  eyes. 

You  would  not  have  known  the  dog  was  blind  but  for  the 
fact  that  when  he  drew  near  the  steps  or  near  a  door — he 
learned  to  open  screen  doors  with  his  paws — he  would  raise  his 
front  foot  and  feel  about  like  a  blind  man  with  a  stick. 

One  day  at  dinner  Jennings  spoke  to  his  family.  “I  don’t 
want  any  of  you  children  ever  to  leave  anything  about  the  yard 
that  Mac  can  stumble  over.  Mother,  whenever  you  move  a 
chicken-coop,  please  call  him  and  show  him  where  it  is.”  They 
all  agreed. 

Then  Mac  began  to  follow  his  master  to  the  field  and  to  the 
store  up  the  road.  Neighbors  said  they  had  often  heard  of  a 
blind  man  led  by  a  dog,  but  never  before  of  a  blind  dog  led 
by  a  man.  They  never  said  this,  though,  in  Tom  Jennings’s 
presence. 

As  summer  passed  and  hunting  season  approached,  Tom  Jen¬ 
nings,  a  great  hunter,  bought  a  pointer  to  take  the  place  of 
Mac  in  the  field. 

It  was  hard  to  have  to  leave  Mac  at  home  on  the  first  day 
of  the  winter’s  hunting.  Though  Tom  had  tried  to  keep  the 
matter  of  his  going  a  secret,  the  blind  dog  had  sensed  the  prepa¬ 
rations.  He  had  smelled  the  oiling  of  boots.  He  had  heard  the 
click  of  shells  dropped  into  hunting-coat  pockets.  And,  at  the 
end,  the  frantic  barking  of  the  pointer,  whom  Tom  had  tried  in 
vain  to  keep  silent,  told  him  as  plainly  as  a  shout.  Mac  tried  to 
follow,  and  they  had  to  tie  him  up. 

In  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  Mrs.  Jennings  turned  the  dog 
loose.  He  stayed  close  to  her  for  a  while,  following  her  in  and 
out  of  the  kitchen  and  about  the  yard.  But  as  the  time  drew 
near  for  the  return  of  the  hunters,  he  began  to  sniff  the  air  in 
every  direction,  his  nose  held  high. 
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At  last  Mac  smelled  them  coming  across  the  fields  and  made 
his  way  eagerly  through  the  yard  and  toward  them.  And  now 
it  was,  as  he  saw  the  blind  dog  coming,  that  a  happy  thought 
struck  Tom  Jennings.  Instead  of  coming  to  the  house,  he  waited 
at  the  edge  of  the  yard;  and  when  Mac  reached  him,  he  took 
out  of  his  hunting  coat  a  bird  and  handed  it  to  the  dog.  “Take 
it  to  the  missus,”  he  said. 

Straight  to  the  kitchen  and  up  the  steps  the  dog  went,  happy 
and  proud.  Mrs.  Jennings  opened  the  door,  face  beaming.  The 
children  all  ran  out  to  see.  And  though  it  consumed  time,  Tom 
remained  standing  where  he  was  and  handed  the  blind  dog 
bird  after  bird.  After  that,  this  procedure  came  to  be  a  regular 
part  of  Tom’s  hunts. 

Soon  Mac  learned  to  rear  gently  up  on  the  kitchen  table  and 
place  the  birds  on  the  top.  Each  bird  he  placed  near  the  pre¬ 
ceding  one,  rooting  them  gently  with  his  nose  into  a  pile. 
“Mac’s  pile”  it  came  to  be  called  by  the  children,  returning 
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from  school  and  hurrying  into  the  kitchen.  And  while  they 
talked  to  him  and  bragged  about  the  regular  pile  he  had  made, 
he  would  stand  with  wagging  tail,  his  sightless  eyes  raised  to 
their  faces  as  if  he  saw. 

Another  summer  passed,  a  summer  of  other  thunderstorms, 
of  which  Mac  was  afraid  no  more.  Another  bird  season  rolled 
around.  And  then,  one  day,  the  dog  begged  so  hard  with  his 
unseeing  eyes  that  Tom  allowed  him  to  go.  After  that  Tom 
always  let  him  go.  For  a  wonderful  thing  had  happened.  Blind 
Mac  was  no  longer  useless !  He  could  still  hunt ! 

First  he  seemed  to  be  “backstanding”  Nell,  the  pointer;  that 
is,  when  she  set,  he  advanced  slightly  in  front  of  Tom  and  set, 
too.  But  since  Mac  could  not  see,  it  was  plain  that  it  was  the 
birds  themselves  he  was  setting,  and  not  Nell.  Then,  a  little 
later  in  the  same  day,  and  while  Nell  was  nowhere  in  sight,  the 
dog  suddenly  trotted  ahead  and  came  to  a  beautiful  stand.  All 
excited,  Tom  advanced,  and  a  covey  of  birds  rose.  The  gun 
barked  twice,  and  two  birds  tumbled.  “Fetch,  Mac !”  cried  Tom. 
And  straight  to  the  birds  the  unerring  nose  took  him,  and  he 
retrieved  them  both,  trembling  with  joy. 

From  this  time  Mac  was  an  object  of  charity  no  more.  Had 
Tom  Jennings  not  been  a  man  of  tender  heart,  but  only  a  hunter 
out  after  meat,  he  still  would  have  taken  the  dog  along.  Just 
as  in  people,  when  one  sense  is  destroyed,  others  grow  more 
than  normally  keen,  so  it  was  with  Mac.  Never,  declared  Tom, 
could  a  dog  smell  birds  so  far;  never  did  bird-dog  have  a  nose 
that  told  him  so  exactly  where  they  were. 

Fortunately,  the  route  over  which  Tom  hunted  lay  in  exten¬ 
sive  river  bottoms,  cultivated  in  corn.  There  were  few  fences, 
and  Mac  soon  learned  where  they  were.  There  were  no  woods, 
and  only  an  occasional  thicket  that  Mac  could  circle  with  a  fair 
degree  of  safety.  Nell  did  all  the  wide  ranging.  Now  and  then 
Mac  fell  into  a  ditch  or  creek.  It  was  always  pitiful  to  Tom 
to  see  this.  But  each  time  the  dog  found  his  way  out  and  went 
on  undaunted,  head  high,  tail  wagging. 


18 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


“I’ve  seen  some  blind  folks,”  said  Tom  once  to  his  wife,  “who 
looked  happier  to  me  than  folks  with  eyes.  Mac  looks  happier 
to  me  than  dogs  that  can  see.  It’s  strange.” 

So  the  years  passed,  and  blind  Mac  came  to  be  a  familiar 
figure;  the  children  grew,  and  Tom  Jennings  worked  hard  to 
give  them  an  education. 

First  Frank,  the  lad,  outgrew  the  country  schools,  just  as 
he  outgrew  his  clothes.  He  was  a  hard-working,  serious-minded, 
intelligent  boy.  Then  the  girls,  both  bright,  reached  the  next 
to  the  last  grade  in  the  country  school.  And  Tom  Jennings  and 
Martha,  his  wife,  determined  that  each  of  them  should  have  a 
college  education.  So  Tom  worked  very  hard,  and  Martha  saved 
very  closely.  And  the  fall  day  came  when  Frank  left  home  to 
go  to  college  in  Greenville ;  then  another  day,  the  next  fall, 
when  the  girls  left  also.  Thus  Martha  and  Tom  and  Mac  were 
left  alone  on  the  farm. 

“You  know,”  said  Tom  once,  “I  sometimes  think  it’s  a  strange 
thing,  Mother,  that  that  poor  dog  should  have  been  struck  by 
lightning.  I  know  he  is  only  a  dog,  but  I  reckon  God  made  him.” 

“Maybe  there  was  purpose  in  it,  Tom,”  said  his  wife. 

Then  hard  luck  came  to  Tom  Jennings  just  at  the  time  when 
the  bills  for  the  children’s  college  fees  were  due.  First  the 
river  rose  and  drowned  some  of  his  cattle  and  ruined  a  good 
deal  of  corn  that  had  not  been  gathered.  He  worked  hard,  even 
desperately,  to  save  what  he  could  and  not  allow  the  children  to 
know.  Then  Tom  himself  was  taken  with  a  queer  feeling  in 
the  chest,  a  feeling  of  tightness  and  dull  pain  and  shortness  of 
breath.  Martha  pleaded  with  him  a  long  time  to  consult  a 
doctor  before  he  consented  to  do  so.  The  doctor  listened  with 
a  stethoscope  placed  on  the  farmer’s  chest.  “Sit  down,  Jen¬ 
nings,”  he  said  at  last.  “Jennings,  your  heart  leaks.  You’ve 
overstrained  it.  You  must  never  do  any  more  hard  work.” 

“But,  Doctor - ”  Tom  began. 

“No  buts  about  it.  You  are  too  good  a  man  to  drop  off.  You 
must  go  slow.  You  mustn’t  even  walk  fast.  You  must  never 
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run,  and  yon  must  not  lift  heavy  weights.  Why  don’t  you  sell 
your  farm  and  move  to  town?” 

“But  the  children,  Doctor.  I’m  trying  to  give  them  a  better 
chance  than  their  mother  or  I  have  had.” 

“That’s  all  right,  Jennings.  But  we  have  to  trim  our  sails  to 
meet  life  as  it  is.  Your  heart  leaks,  man!  You’ve  done  what 
you  could  for  your  children.  They’ll  have  to  shift  for  them¬ 
selves.” 

Tom  Jennings  drove  slowly  home.  Martha,  not  knowing  the 
purpose  of  his  visit  to  town  that  day,  had  gone  to  see  Mrs. 
Taylor,  a  neighbor.  Even  Mac  was  not  in  the  yard  to  welcome 
him.  He  put  up  his  horse,  then  sat  down  on  the  back  steps  to 
do  the  hardest  thinking  he  had  ever  done. 

At  first  it  seemed  to  him  like  Providence  that  just  recently 
John  Belcher  had  offered  to  buy  the  farm.  In  fact,  he  had 
called  him  up  every  day  about  it.  He  could  sell  it  tomorrow, 
and  then  he  could  move  to  Greenville.  The  children  were  paying 
part  of  their  expenses.  But  without  his  help,  two  of  them,  at 
least,  would  have  to  leave  college.  What  was  more,  they  would 
have  to  go  to  work  to  help  him  now.  The  interest  from  what 
he  could  get  for  the  farm  would  not  keep  him  going — and 
farming  was  the  only  thing  he  knew.  And  why  shouldn’t  they 
help  him?  He  had  already  done  for  them  more  than  any  neigh¬ 
bor  had  done  for  his  children.  True,  his  greatest  ambition 
would  be  unrealized.  But,  as  the  doctor  said,  you  have  to  trim 
your  sails  in  this  life.  God  did  not  expect  a  crippled  man  to 
run  a  race. 

Also,  he  was  frightened  for  his  life.  He  carried  within  his 
body  an  enemy  that  might  strike  him  down  at  any  moment. 
Then,  rather  pleasantly,  he  forecast  his  life  in  town.  He  had 
fought  hard ;  now  he  could  lay  his  armor  down,  and  no  one 
would  think  any  the  less  of  him. 

And  so  he  sat,  thinking  first  of  his  children,  for  whom  he 
had  such  high  ambitions,  then  of  himself,  who  would  like  to  live 
his  allotted  span,  when  across  the  pasture  he  saw  blind  Mac 
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coming.  It  was  a  hot  September  afternoon,  and  the  dog  had 
evidently  been  to  the  creek  to  cool  off.  He  came  steadily  along, 
and  though  nobody  was  near,  his  tail  was  gently  wagging. 

The  rear  gate  had  been  left  open  so  that  the  cattle  could  go 
to  pasture,  and  the  dog  came  through  the  gate  and  across  the 
barn  lot.  This  brought  him  to  the  fence  that  separated  the  lot 
from  the  yard,  and  before  this  fence  he  stopped  and  felt  about 
with  his  foot,  tail  still  wagging.  Tom  Jennings  did  not  speak, 
but  watched  him  with  queer  feelings. 

Having  located  the  fence,  the  blind  dog  backed  off,  looked 
up  as  if  trying  to  see,  started  to  spring,  hesitated,  started  again, 
and  finally  leaped.  His  front  paws  hooked  over  the  top  plank, 
and  he  pulled  himself  up,  remained  balanced  another  moment, 
then  jumped  into  the  yard.  It  was  as  neatly  done  as  if  he  were 
not  blind.  Tail  still  wagging,  he  came  across  the  yard. 

But  Martha  had  forgotten  at  last ;  in  the  middle  of  the  yard 
was  a  chicken-coop  she  had  recently  moved  there.  Tom  started 
to  call  out  a  warning ;  then  for  some  queer  reason  did  not.  Over 
the  unexpected  obstacle  the  dog  stumbled  and  came  near  falling. 
He  let  out  no  cry.  He  simply  went  to  the  coop,  felt  it,  as  if  to 
locate  it  for  the  future,  then  came  on  toward  the  house.  His 
head  was  bowed,  though,  as  if  with  that  shame  he  seemed  always 
to  feel  when,  because  of  his  affliction,  he  happened  to  have  an 
accident.  But  his  tail  was  still  wagging. 

“Mac !”  It  broke  from  the  man. 

The  blind  dog  raised  his  head  and  whiffed  the  air.  Then  he 
located  his  master  and  came  toward  him.  He  laid  his  head  on 
Tom  Jennings’s  knee,  and  Tom  Jennings  laid  his  big  hard  hand 
on  the  blind  dog’s  head. 

“God  put  out  your  eyes,  and  still  you  do  your  work.  And 
you’re  only  a  dumb  brute,  and  I  was  made  in  the  image  of  God !” 

The  rural  telephone  in  the  hall  suddenly  rang,  and  he  rose 
and  went  into  the  house.  “Yes — I’ve  decided,  John,”  he  said. 
“I’m  not  goin’  to  sell  the  farm.” 

After  that  there  came  a  change  in  Jennings’s  method  of  farm- 
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ing.  Years  ago  Frank  had  urged  him  to  diversify  his  crops,  to 
study  his  soil,  to  take  advantage  of  the  information  the  agri¬ 
cultural  college  and  the  Government  were  glad  to  send. 

But  to  Tom  Jennings  thinking  had  always  been  harder  than 
physical  toil.  Brought  up  right  after  the  Civil  War  in  a  sec¬ 
tion  left  poverty-stricken,  he  could  just  read  and  writer — that 
was  all;  for  when  he  was  twelve,  his  service  between  the  plow 
handles  had  begun,  and  there  he  had  served  ever  since. 

Now,  from  necessity,  he  began  to  think  and  plan.  He  asked 
the  agricultural  college  for  information.  That  institution  sent 
not  only  pamphlets,  but  a  man  from  an  experiment  station  to 
consult  with  him  and  advise  him.  He  sold  a  bit  of  land  and 
bought  farm  machinery.  He  built  a  tenant  house  and  installed 
help.  And  all  the  time  Frank,  who  did  not  know  of  the  leaking 
heart,  also  advised  him  by  letters,  and  when  he  came  home  in 
the  summer,  helped  wonderfully — both  by  hard  work  and  by 
helpful  advice. 

No  great  prosperity  followed.  But  Tom  Jennings  did  a  shade 
better  than  he  had  done  before,  and  the  children  stayed  at  col¬ 
lege.  Not  even  Martha  knew  all  the  doctor  had  told  him  that 
day.  Only  to  Mac  did  he  talk  freely. 

“When  your  eyes  were  put  out,  old  codger,  you  whetted  your 
nose,”  he  would  say;  “and  when  my  muscles  lost  their  engine 
power,  I  whetted  my  old  rusty  brain.” 

Tom’s  children  all  did  well  at  college.  Frank  finished  his 
college  course,  then  went  off  to  a  medical  school.  Mary,  the 
older  girl,  was  studying  library  work ;  the  younger  girl  had 
come  to  no  conclusion  yet.  The  three  of  them  came  home  in 
summer  for  at  least  part  of  the  season,  and  always  at  Christ¬ 
mas.  They  brought  with  them  a  different  atmosphere — the 
atmosphere  of  a  wider  world.  But  the  girls  helped  the  mother 
in  the  kitchen,  and  Frank  advised  with  the  father  about  the 
farm.  There  was  no  feeling  of  shame  on  one  side,  nor  of 
apology  on  the  other.  It  was  the  kind  of  thing  that  has  hap¬ 
pened  on  thousands  of  American  farms. 
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Sometimes  at  night  Tom  spoke  of  his  children  to  Martha : 
“They  are  going  to  pass  ns  by,  Mother.  They  are  going  to 
amount  to  more  than  we  have.”  And  then  he  would  go  to  the 
window  and  raise  the  sash.  “Old  man?”  he  would  say.  And 
from  the  kennel  would  come  a  tap-tap  that  told  he  was  heard. 

Tom  continued  to  hunt  with  Mac,  alone  now,  for  Nell  had 
died  of  pneumonia.  It  was  a  good  combination,  the  man  with 
the  damaged  heart  and  the  dog  with  the  sightless  eyes.  Tom 
had  to  go  slowly;  so  did  Mac. 

Gradually  Tom  worked  out  a  series  of  signals  which  the  dog 
understood.  If  there  was  a  ditch  ahead,  Tom  would  blow  once 
sharply  on  his  whistle ;  if  the  dog  was  to  turn  to  the  right,  he 
would  blow  twice ;  if  to  the  left,  three  times.  Sometimes,  of 
course,  the  signals  got  crossed,  and  Mac  tumbled  into  a  ditch 
or  ran  into  a  tree.  Then  there  would  be  a  choke  in  Tom’s  throat. 
But  these  things  didn’t  happen  often. 

It  got  to  be  a  familiar  sight  in  the  community.  Men  from 
the  Hunt  Club,  men  who  attended  the  field  trials  on  the  Earle 
plantation,  came  to  see  the  blind  dog  hunt.  Never  was  such  a 
nose,  sportsmen  said;  never  such  intelligence  and  sagacity. 

“Shake  hands  with  the  gentlemen,  Mac,”  the  proud  master 
would  say.  “They  speak  well  of  you.”  And  the  setter  would  go 
from  one  to  the  other  and  raise  his  paw,  his  head  held  high  after 
the  manner  of  the  blind. 

There  was  never  a  bright  fire  in  the  winter  that  Mac  did 
not  share ;  never  a  homecoming  of  the  children  that  he,  as  well 
as  Tom,  was  not  at  the  station  to  meet  them;  never  a  choice  bit 
on  the  table  after  Thanksgiving  and  Christmas,  but  that  a  por¬ 
tion  of  it  was  laid  aside  for  his  plate. 

And  so  his  days  and  years  passed,  and  Mac  grew  old — not 
feeble,  but  a  bit  slow,  as  old  setters  become.  He  would  lay  his 
head  on  Tom’s  knee  and,  unless  Tom  moved,  keep  it  there  for 
hours.  The  same  was  true  of  Martha;  sometimes  when  she  was 
churning,  he  would  stay  until  the  butter  came.  It  was  as  if  he 
knew  he  didn’t  have  very  much  longer  to  abide. 
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Then  Frank  Jennings  came  home,  a  doctor,  with  his  degree. 
That  was  in  the  fall,  just  before  bird  season.  Because  of  the 
incompleteness  of  his  early  education,  he  had  had  to  spend  the 
summer  making  up  certain  courses. 

Frank  was  now  a  fine,  tall,  grave  young  fellow  of  twenty- 
eight,  even  handsome  and  distinguished.  His  ambition,  he  told 
his  father,  was  to  be  a  surgeon  in  children’s  deformities.  To 
this  end  he  hoped  to  get  an  appointment  as  assistant  to  a 
certain  surgeon,  one  of  the  most  famous  children’s  surgeons  in 
the  world. 

Frank  was  a  quiet  fellow;  “hoped”  was  the  word  he  used, 
but  the  father  knew  it  was  more  than  hope — it  was  ardent 
desire.  He  thought  maybe  he  had  attracted  some  attention, 
Frank  said,  and  that  his  work  had  reached  the  ears  of  the 
surgeon.  If  he  could  get  the  appointment,  he  felt  that  his 
future  was  secure. 

“What  do  you  want  to  be  a  child’s  surgeon  for  ?  Is  it  to  make 
money?”  asked  the  father.  Frank  looked  at  him  quietly  and 
shook  his  head,  and  that  was  all  they  said. 

He  left  soon  after  that.  Tom  drove  him  to  the  station,  Mac 
sitting  in  the  foot  of  the  buggy.  “Don’t  you  and  Mother  let 
your  hopes  get  too  high,”  warned  the  young  man.  “There’ll  be 
a  hundred  applicants  besides  myself.  I’ll  telegraph  the  result.” 

A  few  days  afterwards  bird  season  opened,  and  Tom  and 
Mac  set  off  after  dinner.  There  had  been  three  or  four  days  of 
heavy  rains,  but  now  the  weather  had  cleared.  It  was  a  gor¬ 
geous  afternoon,  high  colors  everywhere,  gold  in  the  sky  and 
in  the  frosty  air. 

As  he  walked  along,  Tom  was  thinking  of  his  boy  and  of  his 
girls ;  for  if  Mac  was  growing  a  bit  doting,  so,  perhaps,  was  he. 
Before  him  old  Mac,  head  high,  circled  slowly,  with  ever- 
wagging  tail.  Suddenly,  not  far  from  the  river,  he  stopped, 
and  his  tail  stiffened.  “Coming,  old  boy,”  said  Tom. 

The  birds  rose,  and  the  gun  barked  twice.  One  bird  fell.  The 
other  recovered  itself  and,  fluttering  across  the  field,  came  down 
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near  the  bank  of  the  river.  Mac  brought  the  dead  bird,  and 
Tom  Jennings,  stooping  first  to  pat  the  dog’s  head,  dropped  it 
into  his  pocket.  Then  they  went  on  after  the  other  bird,  which 
had  come  down  near  the  water. 

The  river  made  a  sharp  curve  inward  near  the  point  where 
the  bird  had  gone  down.  Then,  forming  the  remainder  of  a 
letter  S,  it  swept  ont  again  and  around  a  curve.  Below  this 
curve  it  tumbled  over  extensive  and  dangerous  shoals  of  rock. 
The  rains  had  swollen  it,  and  now  the  roar  from  these  shoals 
filled  the  air. 

It  was  this  roar,  together  with  the  chance  feather  that  had 
got  into  the  whistle,  that  drowned  out  the  frantic  signal  Tom 
Jennings  tried  to  give.  For  ahead  of  him  a  terrible  thing  was 
about  to  happen.  The  bird  rose,  fluttered  along  the  ground 
toward  the  river,  and  stopped  near  the  shore.  And  old  Mac, 
his  nose  telling  him  exactly  where  to  go,  followed,  with  wagging 
tail  and  pricked  ears,  toward  that  sharp  inward  curve  of  the 
river,  where  the  banks  had  caved  in  and  were  very  steep,  and 
where  the  current  below  made  a  sudden  swerve,  then  swept 
outward  again. 

Again,  after  shaking  it,  Tom  tried  to  blow  his  whistle;  but 
the  feather  had  not  been  dislodged,  and  the  roar  drowned  out 
the  muffled  sound. 

“Mac !”  he  yelled.  “Mac !  Come  in !” 

But  the  old  fellow  must  not  have  heard;  for  Tom,  hurrying 
along,  his  face  crimson,  saw  the  bird  rise  once  more  and  flutter 
over  the  brink — and  then,  over  the  same  brink,  went  Mac. 

At  first,  when  the  man  reached  the  river,  he  gave  a  gasp  of 
relief.  Mac  was  swimming  smoothly  toward  the  bird,  which  had 
floated  into  an  eddy.  Maybe  he  would  recover  it  there  and 
would  not  get  caught  in  the  current. 

Only  for  a  moment,  though,  did  the  hope  last.  The  bird  began 
to  float  more  and  more  swiftly,  and  old  Mac  to  swim  more 
swiftly.  Then  the  current  caught  them,  swept  them  far  out,  and, 
with  ever-increasing  speed,  drew  them  around  the  curve. 
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Tom  Jennings’s  heart  must  have  improved  during  these  years 
of  rest.  Certainly  he  forgot  that  he  had  one  now.  By  cutting 
across  the  bottoms  he  could  reach  the  next  inward  bulge  of  the 
river,  where  it  tumbled  over  the  shoals.  Even  as  he  ran,  in  the 
hope  that  someone  would  hear,  he  shouted,  “Help !  Help  here ! 

But  the  roar  of  the  shoals  filled  the  air,  and  the  trees  rose 
above  him  as  in  scorn.  Out  of  breath,  he  reached  the  rocks  and 
looked  out  over  the  foaming  waters.  Then  he  made  Mac  out, 
trying  to  crawl  up  on  a  rock,  like  a  white  seal.  But  only  his 
paws  caught  hold.  Then  he  slipped.  Then  he  was  lost  from 
sight,  and  appeared  again,  and  was  lost  again. 

Below  the  shoals  was  a  deep  pool,  with  eddies;  and  here,  at 
last,  Tom,  standing  on  the  shore,  saw  him  right  himself  and 
come  swimming  slowly,  his  head  almost  submerged,  toward  the 
shore.  “Mac!”  cried  the  man.  “Here  I  am!  Here  I  am,  Mac!” 

The  dog  came  on,  and  at  last  Tom,  lying  flat  on  a  rock  and 
reaching  down,  caught  first  the  back  of  the  neck,  then  the  paws, 
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and  pulled  him  out.  As  he  did  so,  Mac  gave  a  little  cry  and, 
once  out,  staggered,  and  fell  on  his  side. 

Tom  Jennings  was  sitting  with  the  dog’s  head  in  his  lap  when 
the  boy  who  worked  around  the  railroad  station  at  Breton 
Junction  found  him. 

“Got  a  telegram  for  you,”  he  cried.  “I  went  by  the  house, 
and  there  wasn’t  anybody  home.  I  heard  you  shoot  just  now 
and  came  to  find  you.  Is  the  dog  hurt  much?” 

“Run  to  the  house,”  cried  Tom.  “Tell  one  of  the  men  to  bring 
a  wagon,  quick.  Tell  him  to  put  a  mattress  and  springs  on  it. 
Quick,  son — quick.  Tell  them  they  can  drive  across  the  fields. 
Bring  them  yourself.” 

The  wagon  came  in  a  short  time.  Old  Mac  was  lifted  and 
placed  on  the  mattress.  By  the  easiest  route  they  could  pick 
they  drove  him  home,  and  sent  in  haste  for  a  doctor.  But  one 
of  the  rocks  against  which  he  had  been  hurled  had  driven  a  rib 
into  old  Mac’s  side.  And  at  eleven  o’clock  that  night,  blind 
Mac,  at  a  call  of  his  name  by  his  master,  tapped  the  floor  with 
his  tail  for  the  last  time. 

It  was  an  hour  later  that  Martha  discovered  the  telegram  in 
the  pocket  of  her  husband’s  hunting  coat,  which  he  had  thrown 
over  a  chair.  They  opened  it  and  read:  “Got  the  appointment. 
Love  to  you  and  Mother  and  old  Mac.  (signed)  Frank.” 

It  was  Tom  Jennings  who  had  the  stone  put  up  where  it 
stands  now  at  the  head  of  the  grave,  in  the  edge  of  the  garden. 
It  was  Tom  who  had  the  words  put  on — with  the  help  of  a 
sympathetic  carver  who  knew  old  Mac’s  story,  as  nearly  every¬ 
body  in  the  country  knew  it : 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MAC, 

A  SETTER  DOG, 

WHO,  BLIND  FROM  AN  EARLY  AGE, 

YET  DID  HIS  WORK  IN  THE  WORLD 
FAITHFULLY  AND  CHEERFULLY. 

THE  WORLD  IS  BETTER  BECAUSE  HE  LIVED. 
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How  to  Gain  the  Full  Benefit  of  Your  Reading 

The  reading  of  “The  Blind  Setter,”  besides  giving  you  pleasure,  has 
no  doubt  brought  to  you  a  new  idea  of  the  faithfulness  of  dogs  and  a 
better  understanding  of  why  dogs  make  good  friends.  But  if  you  are 
to  get  the  full  benefit  from  this  or  any  other  selection  in  the  book,  you 
will  need  to  pause  long  enough  to  notice  certain  facts.  These  facts 
will  help  you  to  enjoy  more  keenly  and  to  understand  more  clearly 
what  you  read,  and  to  train  yourself  in  correct  habits  of  reading. 

First,  you  should  read  and  discuss  in  class  “The  Three  Joys  of  Read¬ 
ing”  (page  9)  and  examine  the  Table  of  Contents  (page  5)  to  gain 
a  general  understanding  of  the  aims  and  purposes  of  the  book  as  a 
whole.  As  you  look  through  the  Contents,  you  will  notice  that  each  of 
the  four  major  Parts  centers  about  some  one  main  idea,  such  as  Nature, 
Adventure,  etc.  Every  selection  in  the  Part,  whether  prose  or  poetry, 
will  mean  more  to  you  if  you  understand  how  it,  united  with  the  others, 
helps  to  bring  out  the  central  thought  of  the  unit.  Before  reading  the 
selections  in  any  group,  you  are  asked  to  read  and  discuss  in  class  the 
“Forward  Look”  that  precedes  the  group,  in  order  that  you  may  know 
in  a  general  way  what  to  expect.  For  example,  as  a  preparation  for  a 
full  appreciation  of  “The  Blind  Setter,”  read  “Nature’s  Four-Leaf 
Clovers”  (page  12).  After  you  have  read  all  of  the  selections  in  a 
group,  you  wTill  enjoy  a  class  period  discussing  the  summary  found  at 
the  close  of  each  unit — taking  stock,  as  it  were,  of  the  joy  and  benefit 
gained  from  your  reading.  (See  “A  Backward  Look,”  page  120.) 

In  addition  to  the  Forward  and  Backward  Looks,  this  book  provides 
other  helps  to  assist  you  in  getting  all  of  the  thought  from  the  printed 
page.  For  example,  you  will  notice  that  a  brief  paragraph  appears 
at  the  beginning  of  some  of  the  selections;  read  this  note  before  you 
begin  to  read  the  story,  for  it  contains  information  which  will  add  to 
your  interest. 

After  you  have  read  a  selection  through,  in  preparation  for  the  class 
period,  you  will  find  “Notes  and  Questions”  that  direct  your  attention 
to  important  points  in  the  story  and  to  topics  for  informal  class  dis¬ 
cussion.  These  “Notes  and  Questions”  will:  (1)  indicate  the  beauty 
or  effectiveness  of  the  author’s  language;  (2)  bring  out  the  connection 
between  the  thought  of  the  selection  and  the  central  idea  or  theme  of 
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the  group;  (3)  suggest  problems  through  which  you  may  apply  to  real- 
life  situations  the  knowledge  gained  through  your  reading. 

One  of  the  chief  benefits  you  should  gain  from  your  reading  is  the 
learning  of  new  words  and  the  ability  to  use  them.  Whenever  you 
meet  a  word  or  a  phrase  that  you  do  not  understand,  form  the  habit 
of  looking  it  up  in  the  Glossary,  page  485.  Lists  of  words  and  phrases 
are  given  for  study.  Look  these  up  in  the  Glossary,  for  you  will  often 
find  the  hardest  passage  of  the  reading  lesson  made  easy  by  the 
explanation  of  a  single  phrase. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Try  to  answer  each  one  of  these  questions  without  referring  to 
your  book.  If  you  have  read  the  story  carefully,  you  will  have  no 
difficulty  in  recalling  the  important  facts. 

(a)  Who  was  the  first  one  to  realize  that  Mac  was  blind? 

( b )  How  did  Mac  know  that  Tom  was  going  hunting? 

(c)  Why  was  Mac  a  good  hunting  dog,  though  blind? 

( d )  What  three  signals  did  Tom  use  when  hunting  with  Mac? 

2.  Find  at  least  three  instances  in  this  story  which  show  that  Mac 
understood  what  his  master  said  to  him. 

3.  Which  sentence  gives  the  best  summary  of  this  story? 

{a)  The  entire  Jennings  family  became  more  fond  and  more  thought¬ 
ful  of  Mac  after  he  lost  his  sight. 

(6)  Tom  learned  a  valuable  lesson  from  Mac’s  perseverance. 

(c)  Frank  was  appointed  assistant  to  a  famous  child  surgeon. 

4.  Which  word  best  describes  Mac :  playful ,  careless ,  patient  f 

Find  a  sentence  in  the  story  to  prove  that  you  are  right. 

5.  You  may  have  met  the  following  words  and  phrases  for  the  first 
time  in  your  reading  of  “The  Blind  Setter.”  If  you  do  not  know  their 
meaning,  look  them  up  in  the  Glossary: 

retrieved  (p.  17)  diversify  his  crops  (p.  21) 

stethoscope  (p.  18)  shoals  (p.  24) 

set  (p.  17)  field  trials  (p.  22) 

Other  dog  stories  are  Gulliver  the  Great ,  Dyer;  Frank  of  Freedom 
Hill ,  Derieux;  His  Hog ,  Terhune. 
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Library  Reading 

Your  interest  in  the  various  authors,  aroused  by  reading  their  stories 
or  poems  in  this  volume,  may  make  you  wish  to  know  more  of  their 
works;  or  your  interest  in  the  subjects  they  discuss  may  make  you  wish 
to  read  more  along  these  lines.  For  example,  your  interest  in  “The 
Blind  Setter”  may  lead  you  to  read  other  dog  stories,  particularly 
those  by  Derieux  in  Frank  of  Freedom  Fill. 

You  will  do  your  class  and  yourself  a  real  service  by  making  a  brief 
report,  giving  all  the  boys  and  girls  the  benefit  of  your  individual 
reading.  Your  classmates  will  enjoy  hearing  you  review  in  an  interest¬ 
ing  way  a  favorite  book  or  a  particular  story  in  a  book,  giving  the 
title,  the  author,  the  time  and  scene,  the  principal  characters,  and  a 
brief  outline  of  the  story.  An  excellent  ending  to  such  a  report  is  the 
reading  aloud  of  interesting  passages. 

The  public  library  is  the  place  to  which  you  will  go  for  additional 
reading  and  reference  material.  In  order  to  learn  how  to  use  the  library, 
ask  the  librarian  to  explain  to  you  the  card  catalogue  system  and  the 
arrangement  of  the  books  on  the  shelves.  Locate  in  the  library  the 
Readers’  Guide  to  Periodical  Literature ,  the  American  and  the  English 
Who’s  Who,  the  encyclopedias,  and  the  dictionaries,  so  that  you  may 
be  independent  in  looking  up  information. 

You  may  find  it  interesting  to  keep  an  individual  record  of  your 
reading  on  a  card  similar  to  the  one  shown  below.  The  result  will  fur¬ 
nish  valuable  information.  All  the  cards  should  be  so  filed  that  any 
pupil  may  consult  them,  from  time  to  time,  to  see  what  books  and 
magazine  articles  have  been  especially  enjoyed  by  his  classmates. 


Books  and  Magazines 

Title 

Author 

Date 

Comments 

i  i 

MOTI  GUJ— MUTINEER 

Rudyard  Kipling 

You  probably  know  the  author  of  this  story,  Rudyard  Kipling, 
through  having  read  his  Jungle  Books  and  Just  So  Stories.  His  father, 
an  Englishman,  lived  in  Bombay,  India,  and  it  was  there  that  Rudyard 
Kipling  was  born.  In  his  boyhood  he  collected  the  material  for  his 
many  interesting  books.  He  now  lives  in  England  and  continues  to 
write  both  stories  and  verse. 

deesa’s  plan  for  a  vacation 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  coffee-planter  in  India  who 
wished  to  clear  some  forest  land  for  coffee-planting.  When 
he  had  cut  down  all  the  trees  and  burned  the  underwood,  the 
stumps  still  remained.  Dynamite  is  expensive,  and  slow  fire 
slow.  The  happy  medium  for  stump-clearing  is  the  lord  of  all 
beasts,  who  is  the  elephant.  He  will  either  push  the  stump  out 
of  the  ground  with  his  tusks,  if  he  has  any,  or  drag  it  out  with 
ropes.  The  planter,  therefore,  hired  elephants  by  ones  and  twos 
and  threes,  and  fell  to  work.  The  very  best  of  all  the  elephants 
belonged  to  the  very  worst  of  all  the  drivers  or  mahouts;  and 
this  superior  beast’s  name  was  Moti  Guj.  He  was  the  property 
of  his  mahout,  which  would  never  have  been  the  case  under 
native  rule ;  for  Moti  Guj  was  a  creature  to  be  desired  by  kings, 
and  his  name,  being  translated,  meant  the  Pearl  Elephant. 
Because  the  British  government  ruled  in  the  land,  Deesa,  the 
mahout,  enjoyed  his  property  undisturbed.  He  was  dissipated. 
When  he  had  made  much  money  through  the  strength  of  his 
elephant,  he  would  get  extremely  drunk  and  give  Moti  Guj  a 
beating  with  a  tent-peg  over  the  tender  nails  of  the  forefeet.  Moti 
Guj  never  trampled  the  life  out  of  Deesa  on  these  occasions,  for 
he  knew  that  after  the  beating  was  over,  Deesa  would  embrace 
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his  trunk  and  weep  and  call  him  his  love  and  his  life  and  the 
liver  of  his  soul,  and  give  him  some  liquor.  Moti  Guj  was  very 
fond  of  liquor — arrack  for  choice,  through  he  would  drink 
palm-tree  toddy  if  nothing  better  offered.  Then  Deesa  would 
go  to  sleep  between  Moti  Guj’s  forefeet,  and  as  Deesa  generally 
chose  the  middle  of  the  public  road,  and  as  Moti  Guj  mounted 
guard  over  him,  and  would  not  permit  horse,  foot,  or  cart  to 
pass  by,  traffic  was  congested  till  Deesa  saw  fit  to  wTake  up. 

There  was  no  sleeping  in  the  daytime  on  the  planter’s  clear¬ 
ing;  the  wages  were  too  high  to  risk.  Deesa  sat  on  Moti  Guj’s 
neck  and  gave  him  orders,  while  Moti  Guj  rooted  up  the  stumps 
— for  he  owned  a  magnificent  pair  of  tusks;  or  pulled  at  the 
end  of  a  rope — for  he  had  a  magnificent  pair  of  shoulders — 
while  Deesa  kicked  him  behind  the  ears  and  said  he  was  the 
king  of  elephants.  At  evening  time  Moti  Guj  would  wash  down 
his  three  hundred  pounds’  weight  of  green  food  with  a  quart 
of  arrack,  and  Deesa  would  take  a  share,  and  sing  songs  between 
Moti  Guj’s  legs  till  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed.  Once  a  week  Deesa 
led  Moti  Guj  down  to  the  river,  and  Moti  Guj  lay  on  his  side 
luxuriously  in  the  shallows,  while  Deesa  went  over  him  with 
a  sponge  and  a  brick.  Moti  Guj  never  mistook  the  pounding 
blow  of  the  latter  for  the  smack  of  the  former,  that  warned  him 
to  get  up  and  turn  over  on  the  other  side.  Then  Deesa  would 
look  at  his  feet  and  examine  his  eyes,  and  turn  up  the  fringes 
of  his  mighty  ears  in  case  of  sores.  After  inspection  the  two 
would  “come  up  with  a  song  from  the  sea,”  Moti  Guj,  all  black 
and  shining,  waving  a  torn  tree  branch  twelve  feet  long  in  his 
trunk,  and  Deesa  knotting  up  his  own  long,  wet  hair. 

It  was  a  peaceful,  well-paid  life  till  Deesa  felt  the  return 
of  the  desire  to  drink  deep.  He  wished  for  an  orgy.  The  ' little 
drafts  that  led  nowhere  were  taking  the  manhood  out  of  him. 

He  went  to  the  planter,  and  “My  mother’s  dead,”  said  he, 
weeping. 

“She  died  on  the  last  plantation  two  months  ago,  and  she 
died  once  before  that  when  you  were  working  for  me  last 
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year,”  said  the  planter,  who  knew  something  of  the  ways  of 
nativedom. 

“Then  it’s  my  aunt,  and  she  was  just  the  same  as  a  mother 
to  me,”  said  Deesa,  weeping  more  than  ever.  “She  has  left 
eighteen  small  children  entirely  without  bread,  and  it  is  I  who 
must  fill  their  little  stomachs,”  said  Deesa,  beating  his  head 
on  the  floor. 

“Who  brought  you  the  news?”  said  the  planter. 

“The  post,”  said  Deesa. 

“There  hasn’t  been  a  post  here  for  the  past  week.  Get  back 
to  your  lines !” 

“A  devastating  sickness  has  fallen  on  my  village,  and  all  my 
wives  are  dying,”  yelled  Deesa,  really  in  tears  this  time. 

“Call  Chihun,  who  comes  from  Deesa’s  village,”  said  the 
planter,  “Chihun,  has  this  man  got  a  wife?” 

“He?”  said  Chihun.  “No.  Not  a  woman  of  our  village  would 
look  at  him.  They’d  sooner  marry  the  elephant.” 

Chihun  snorted.  Deesa  wept  and  bellowed. 

“You  will  get  into  a  difficulty  in  a  minute,”  said  the  planter. 
“Go  back  to  your  work !” 

“Now  I  will  speak  Heaven’s  truth,”  gulped  Deesa,  with  an 
inspiration.  “I  haven’t  been  drunk  for  two  months.  I  desire 
to  depart  in  order  to  get  properly  drunk  afar  off  and  distant 
from  this  heavenly  plantation.  Thus  I  shall  cause  no  trouble.” 

A  flickering  smile  crossed  the  planter’s  face.  “Deesa,”  said 
he,  “you’ve  spoken  the  truth,  and  I’d  give  you  leave  on  the 
spot  if  anything  could  be  done  with  Moti  Guj  while  you’re 
away.  You  know  that  he  will  only  obey  your  orders.” 

“May  the  light  of  the  heavens  live  forty  thousand  years.  I 
shall  be  absent  but  ten  little  days.  After  that,  upon  my  faith 
and  honor  and  soul,  I  return.  Have  I  the  gracious  permission 
of  the  heaven-born  to  call  up  Moti  Guj  ?” 

Permission  was  granted,  and  in  answer  to  Deesa’s  shrill  yell, 
the  mighty  tusker  swung  out  of  the  shade  of  a  clump  of  trees, 
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where  he  had  been  squirting  dust  over  himself  till  his  master 
should  return. 

“Light  of  my  heart,  protector  of  the  drunken,  mountain  of 
might,  give  ear !”  said  Deesa,  standing  in  front  of  him. 

Moti  Guj  gave  ear  and  saluted  with  his  trunk.  “I  am  going 
away,”  said  Deesa. 

Moti  Guj’s  eyes  twinkled.  He  liked  jaunts  as  well  as  his 
master.  One  could  snatch  all  manner  of  nice  things  from  the 
roadside  then. 

“But  you,  you  fussy  old  pig,  must  stay  behind  and  work.” 

The  twinkle  died  out  as  Moti  Guj  tried  to  look  delighted. 
He  hated  stump-hauling  on  the  plantation.  It  hurt  his  teeth. 

“I  shall  be  gone  for  ten  days,  0  delectable  one !  Hold  up 
your  near  forefoot,  and  I’ll  impress  the  fact  upon  it,  warty 
toad  of  a  dried  mud-puddle.”  Deesa  took  a  tent-peg  and  banged 
Moti  Guj  ten  times  on  the  nails.  Moti  Guj  grunted  and  shuffled 
from  foot  to  foot. 

“Ten  days,”  said  Deesa,  “you  will  work  and  haul  and  root 
the  trees  as  Chihun  here  shall  order  you.  Take  up  Chihun  and 
set  him  on  your  neck !”  Moti  Guj  curled  the  tip  of  his  trunk, 
Chihun  put  his  foot  there,  and  was  swung  on  to  the  neck.  Deesa 
handed  Chihun  the  heavy  auk  us — the  iron  elephant  goad. 

Chihun  thumped  Moti  Guj’s  bald  head. 

Moti  Guj  trumpeted. 

“Be  still,  hog  of  the  backwoods!  Chihun’s  your  mahout  for 
ten  days.  And  now  bid  me  good-by,  beast  after  mine  own  heart. 
Oh,  my  lord,  my  king !  Jewel  of  all  created  elephants,  lily  of 
the  herd,  preserve  your  honored  health.  Adieu!” 

Moti  Guj  lapped  his  trunk  round  Deesa  and  swung  him  into 
the  air  twice.  That  was  his  way  of  bidding  him  good-by. 

“He’ll  work  now,”  said  Deesa  to  the  planter.  “Have  I  leave 
to  go?” 

The  planter  nodded,  and  Deesa  dived  into  the  woods.  Moti 
Guj  went  back  to  haul  stumps. 
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THE  MUTINY 

Chihun  was  very  kind  to  him,  but  he  felt  unhappy  and  for¬ 
lorn  for  all  that.  Chihun  gave  him  a  ball  of  spices,  and  tickled 
him  under  the  chin,  and  Chihun’s  little  baby  cooed  to  him  after 
work  was  over,  and  Chihun’s  wife  called  him  a  darling;  but 
Moti  Guj  wms  a  bachelor  by  instinct,  as  Deesa  was.  He  wanted 
the  light  of  his  universe  back  again — the  savage  beatings  and 
savage  caresses. 

None  the  less  he  worked  well,  and  the  planter  wondered. 
Deesa  had  wandered  along  the  roads  till  he  met  a  marriage 
procession  of  his  own  caste,  and,  drinking,  dancing,  and  tip¬ 
pling,  had  drifted  with  it  past  all  knowledge  of  the  lapse  of  time. 

The  morning  of  the  eleventh  day  dawned,  and  there  returned 
no  Deesa.  Moti  Guj  was  loosed  from  his  ropes  for  the  daily 
work.  He  swung  clear,  looked  round,  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and  began  to  walk  away,  as  one  having  business  elsewhere. 

“Hi !  ho !  Come  back,  you !”  shouted  Chihun.  “Come  back 
and  put  me  on  your  neck,  misborn  mountain !  Return,  splendor 
of  the  hillsides !  Adornment  of  all  India,  heave  to,  or  I’ll  bang 
every  toe  off  your  fat  forefoot !” 

Moti  Guj  gurgled  gently,  but  did  not  obey.  Chihun  ran  after 
him  with  a  rope  and  caught  him  up.  Moti  Guj  put  his  ears 
forward,  and  Chihun  knew  what  that  meant,  though  he  tried 
to  carry  it  off  with  high  wTords. 

“None  of  your  nonsense  with  me,”  said  he. 

“Hrrump !”  said  Moti  Guj,  and  that  was  all — that  and  the 
forebent  ears. 

Moti  Guj  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  chewed  a  branch  for 
a  toothpick,  and  strolled  about  the  clearing,  making  fun  of 
the  other  elephants  who  had  just  set  to  work. 

Chihun  reported  the  state  of  affairs  to  the  planter,  who  came 
out  with  a  dog-whip  and  cracked  it  furiously.  Moti  Guj  paid 
the  white  man  the  compliment  of  charging  him  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  across  the  clearing  and  “Hrrumping”  him  into  his 
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veranda.  Then  he  stood  outside  the  house,  chuckling  to  him¬ 
self  and  shaking  all  over  with  the  fun  of  it,  as  an  elephant  will. 

“We’ll  thrash  him,”  said  the  planter.  “He  shall  have  the 
finest  thrashing  ever  elephant  received.  Give  Kala  Nag  and 
Nazim  twelve  foot  of  chain  apiece,  and  tell  them  to  lay  on 
twenty.” 

Kala  Nag — which  means  Black  Snake — and  Nazim  were  two 
of  the  biggest  elephants  in  the  lines,  and  one  of  their  duties 
was  to  administer  the  graver  punishments,  since  no  man  can 
beat  an  elephant  properly. 

They  took  the  whipping-chains  and  rattled  them  in  their 
trunks  as  they  sidled  up  to  Moti  Guj,  meaning  to  hustle  him 
between  them.  Moti  Guj  had  never,  in  all  his  life  of  thirty-nine 
years,  been  whipped,  and  he  did  not  intend  to  begin  a  new 
experience.  So  he  waited,  waving  his  head  from  right  to  left 
and  measuring  the  precise  spot  in  Kala  Nag’s  fat  side  where  a 
blunt  tusk  could  sink  deepest.  Kala  Nag  had  no  tusks;  the 
chain  was  the  badge  of  his  authority ;  but  for  all  that,  he  swung 
wide  of  Moti  Guj  at  the  last  minute,  and  tried  to  appear  as  if 
he  had  brought  the  chain  out  for  amusement.  Nazim  turned 
round  and  went  home  early.  He  did  not  feel  fighting  fit  that 
morning,  and  so  Moti  Guj  was  left  standing  alone  with  his 
ears  cocked. 

That  decided  the  planter  to  argue  no  more,  and  Moti  Guj 
rolled  back  to  his  inspection  of  the  clearing.  An  elephant  who 
will  not  work  and  is  not  tied  up  is  about  as  manageable  as  an 
eighty-one-ton  gun  loose  in  a  heavy  seaway.  He  slapped  old 
friends  on  the  back  and  asked  them  if  the  stumps  were  coming 
away  easily ;  he  talked  nonsense  concerning  labor  and  the  rights 
of  elephants  to  a  long  “nooning”;  and,  wandering  to  and  fro, 
he  thoroughly  demoralized  the  garden  till  sundown,  when  he 
returned  to  his  pickets  for  food. 

“If  you  won’t  work,  you  shan’t  eat,”  said  Chihun,  angrily. 
“You’re  a  wild  elephant,  and  no  educated  animal  at  all.  Go 
back  to  your  jungle.” 
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Chihun’s  little  brown  baby  was  rolling  on  the  floor  of  the 
hut  and  stretching  ont  its  fat  arms  to  the  huge  shadow  in  the 
doorway.  Moti  Guj  knew  well  that  it  was  the  dearest  thing 
on  earth  to  Chihun.  He  swung  out  his  trunk  with  a  fascinating 
crook  at  the  end,  and  the  brown  baby  threw  itself,  shouting, 
upon  it.  Moti  Guj  made  fast  and  pulled  up  till  the  brown  baby 
was  crowing  in  the  air  twelve  feet  above  his  father’s  head. 

“Great  Lord !”  said  Chihun.  “Flour  cakes  of  the  best,  twelve 
in  number,  two  feet  across  and  soaked  in  rum,  shall  be  yours 
on  the  instant,  and  two  hundred  pounds’  weight  of  fresh-cut 
young  sugar  cane  therewith.  Deign  only  to  put  down  safely 
that  little  child  who  is  my  heart  and  my  life  to  me !” 

Moti  Guj  tucked  the  brown  baby  comfortably  between  his 
forefeet,  that  could  have  knocked  into  toothpicks  all  Chihun’s 
hut,  and  waited  for  his  food.  He  ate  it,  and  the  brown  baby 
crawled  away.  Moti  Guj  dozed  and  thought  of  Deesa.  One  of 
many  mysteries  connected  with  the  elephant  is  that  his  huge 
body  needs  less  sleep  than  anything  else  that  lives.  Four  or 
five  hours  in  the  night  is  enough — two  just  before  midnight, 
lying  down  on  one  side;  two  just  after  one  o’clock,  lying  down 
on  the  other.  The  rest  of  the  silent  hours  are  filled  with  eating 
and  fidgeting  and  grumbling. 

At  midnight,  therefore,  Moti  Guj  strode  out  of  his  pickets, 
for  a  thought  had  come  to  him  that  Deesa  might  be  lying  some¬ 
where  in  the  dark  forest  with  none  to  look  after  him.  So  all 
that  night  he  chased  through  the  undergrowth,  blowing  and 
trumpeting  and  shaking  his  ears.  He  went  down  to  the  river 
and  blared  across  the  shallows  where  Deesa  used  to  wash  him, 
but  there  was  no  answer.  He  could  not  find  Deesa,  but  he 
disturbed  all  the  other  elephants  in  the  lines,  and  nearly  fright¬ 
ened  to  death  some  gypsies  in  the  woods. 

At  dawn  Deesa  returned  to  the  plantation.  He  had  expected 
to  get  into  trouble  for  outstaying  his  leave.  He  drew  a  long 
breath  when  he  saw  that  the  bungalow  and  the  plantation  were 
still  uninjured,  for  he  knew  something  of  Moti  Guj’s  temper, 
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and  reported  himself  with  many  lies.  Moti  Guj  had  gone  to 
his  pickets  for  breakfast.  The  night  exercise  had  made  him 
hungry. 

“Call  up  your  beast/’  said  the  planter;  and  Deesa  shouted 
in  the  mysterious  elephant  language  that  some  mahouts  believe 
came  from  China  at  the  birth  of  the  world,  when  elephants,  and 
not  men,  were  masters.  Moti  Guj  heard  and  came.  Elephants 
do  not  gallop.  They  move  from  places  at  varying  rates  of  speed. 
If  an  elephant  wished  to  catch  an  express  train,  he  could  not 
gallop ;  but  he  would  catch  the  train.  So  Moti  Guj  was  at  the 
planter’s  door  almost  before  Chihun  noticed  that  he  had  left 
his  pickets.  He  fell  into  Deesa’s  arms,  trumpeting  with  joy, 
and  the  man  and  beast  wept  and  slobbered  over  each  other,  and 
handled  each  other  from  head  to  heel  to  see  that  no  harm 
had  befallen. 

“Now  we  will  get  to  work,”  said  Deesa.  “Lift  me  up,  my  son 
and  my  joy!” 

Moti  Guj  swung  him  up,  and  the  two  went  to  the  coffee¬ 
clearing  to  look  for  difficult  stumps.  The  planter  was  too  aston¬ 
ished  to  be  very  angry. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  What  country  is  the  scene  of  this  story  ?  How  did,  it  happen  that 
Moti  Guj  was  the  property  of  Deesa?  Why  was  Moti  Guj  chosen  for 
the  clearing  work? 

2.  Why  did  Moti  Guj  charge  the  white  man? 

(a)  Because  he  was  angry. 

(&)  Because  he  was  a  wild,  uneducated  elephant. 

(c)  Because  Deesa  had  not  returned. 

3.  What  tells  you  that  Kala  Nag  and  Nazim  feared  Moti  Guj’s 
strength?  Give  at  least  two  illustrations  of  the  elephant’s  shrewdness. 

4.  Read  aloud  in  class: 

(a)  The  dialogue  between  Deesa  and  the  planter. 

( b )  Deesa’s  farewell  speech  to  Moti  Guj. 

Try  to  bring  out  Kipling’s  humor  in  your  reading  of  these  lines. 
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5.  Kipling  used  a  number  of  words  in  this  story  common  to  the 
language  of  India,  such  as  mahout ,  arrak,  and  ankus.  You  will  need 
to  use  your  Glossary  to  find  the  meaning  and  pronunciation  of  these 
words. 

6.  Tell  one  important  fact  about  each  of  the  topics  in  the  following 
outline.  If  you  have  read  this  story  carefully,  you  will  have  no  diffi¬ 
culty  in  recalling  the  details. 

(a)  Clearing  the  forest  in  India 

( h )  Moti  Guj  and  his  driver,  Deesa,  at  work 

(c)  How  Deesa  told  Moti  Guj  he  was  going  to  take  a  vacation 

( d )  How  Moti  Guj  worked  during  the  absence  of  his  master 

( e )  Results  of  the  proposed  punishments  of  Moti  Guj 

(/)  Joy  at  Deesa’s  return 

7.  Look  up  these  phrases  in  your  Glossary: 

under  native  rule  (p.  30)  badge  of  his  authority  (p.  35) 

drafts  that  led  nowhere  (p.  31)  ways  of  nativedom  (p.  32) 

Other  stories  about  elephants  are  Alice  in  Jungleland,  Bradley; 
Jungle  John,  Budden;  On  the  Edge  of  the  Wilderness ,  Eaton. 


Vocabulary  Building 

The  meaning  and  pronunciation  of  new  words  on  which  you  may 
need  assistance,  and  which  you  may  like  to  learn  to  use  in  your  every¬ 
day  speech  and  in  your  writing,  are  placed  in  the  Glossary,  at  the  back 
of  this  book. 

The  person  who  has  a  large  speaking  vocabulary  has  a  distinct 
advantage  over  the  person  having  only  a  meager  one,  for  he  is  able  to 
express  his  thoughts  more  clearly,  more  exactly,  and  more  convincingly. 

Your  reading  lesson  is  one  of  the  richest  sources  for  increasing  your 
vocabulary.  If  you  are  an  average  student  in  your  class,  you  probably 
have  made  the  acquaintance  of  some  eight  to  ten  thousand  words  that 
you  recognize  at  sight  when  you  are  reading.  This  number  is  very  much 
larger  than  the  number  of  words  you  use  in  your  speaking  vocabulary. 
When  you  are  writing,  you  also  find  yourself  using  words  that  you 
scarcely  have  the  courage  to  use  when  you  are  speaking.  It  is  a  good 
plan  to  set  a  task  for  yourself,  to  determine  to  add  to  your  vocabulary 
ten,  twenty,  fifty,  or  more,  new  words  during  the  year. 


ECHO  MOUNTAIN  GRIZZLY 

Enos  A.  Mills 

Enos  A.  Mills,  called  “the  friend  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,”  spent 
his  early  years  in  Kansas.  When  he  was  fourteen,  he  went  alone  to 
Colorado,  where  he  built  for  himself  a  log  cabin  at  the  foot  of  Long’s 
Peak,  fifty  miles  from  a  railroad.  For  a  part  of  each  year  he  worked 
as  a  mountain  guide;  the  rest  of  the  time  he  wandered  about,  “having 
adventures  with  snowslides  and  making  friends  with  everything  in 
fur  and  feathers.” 

A  grizzly  bear’s  tracks  that  I  came  upon  had  the  right 
forefoot  print  missing.  The  trail  of  this  three-legged  bear  was 
followed  by  the  tracks  of  two  cubs — -strangely  like  those  of 
barefooted  children — clearly  impressed  in  the  snow.  These 
tracks  were  only  a  few  hours  old. 

Hoping  to  learn  where  this  mother  grizzly  and  her  cubs  came 
from,  I  back-tracked  through  the  November  snows  in  a  dense 
forest  for  about  twenty  miles.  This  trail  came  out  of  a  lake- 
dotted  wooded  basin  lying  high  up  between  Berthoud  Pass 
and  James  Peak  on  the  western  slope  of  the  Continental  Divide. 
The  three-legged  mother  grizzly  was  leaving  the  basin,  evidently 
bound  for  a  definite,  far-off  place.  Her  tracks  did  not  wander; 
there  had  been  no  waste  of  energy.  A  crippled  bear  with  two 
cubs  and  the  ever  possible  hunter  in  mind  has  enough  to  make 
her  serious  and  definite. 

But  the  carefree  cubs,  judging  from  their  tracks,  had  raced 
and  romped,  true  to  their  play  nature  and  to  youth.  The 
mother’s  tracks  showed  that  she  had  stopped  once  and  looked 
back.  Possibly  she  had  commanded  the  cubs  to  come  along, 
but  it  is  more  than  likely  that  she  had  turned  to  watch  them. 
Though  ever  scouting  for  their  safety  and  perhaps  even  now 
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seeking  a  new  home,  yet  she  probably  enjoyed  their  romping 
and  with  satisfaction  had  awaited  their  coming. 

I  had  gone  along  reading  the  story  these  bears  had  written 
in  the  snow  without  thinking  to  look  back.  The  next  morning 
I  realized  that  this  grizzly  may  have  been  following  me  closely. 

I  spent  that  night  with  a  prospector  from  whom  I  learned 
many  things  of  interest  concerning  this  three-legged  grizzly. 
Truly,  she  was  a  character.  She  had  lived  a  career  in  the 
Berthoud  Pass  Basin. 

Only  a  few  weeks  before,  so  the  prospector  told  me,  a  trapper 
had  captured  one  of  her  cubs  and  nearly  got  the  grizzly  herself. 
A  grizzly  bear  is  one  of  the  most  curious  of  animals.  In  old 
bears  this  constant  curiosity  is  almost  always  safeguarded  by 
extreme  caution.  But  in  cubs  it  often  proves  their  misfortune 
before  they  have  learned  to  be  wary  of  man. 

The  trapper,  in  moving  camp,  had  set  a  number  of  small 
traps  in  the  camp  rubbish.  He  felt  certain  that  if  a  bear  with 
cubs  should  be  prowling  near,  the  cubs,  on  scenting  the  place, 
would  rush  up  to  investigate  before  they  could  be  restrained 
by  the  mother.  There  would  be  little  to  rouse  her  suspicion,  she 
doubtless  having  smelled  over  many  abandoned  camp  sites,  and 
she,  too,  might  be  trapped. 

One  of  this  grizzly’s  three  cubs  was  caught.  She  and  the 
two  other  cubs  were  waiting  with  the  trapped  one  when  the 
trapper  came  on  his  rounds,  but  at  his  appearance  they  made 
off  into  the  woods.  The  trapper  set  a  large  steel  trap  and  left 
the  trapped  cub  as  a  decoy. 

The  mother  bear  promptly  returned  to  rescue  the  trapped 
cub.  In  her  excited  efforts  she  plunged  her  right  forefoot  into 
the  large  trap.  Many  grizzlies  appear  to  be  right-handed,  and 
her  best  hand  was  thus  caught.  An  old  grizzly  is  seldom 
trapped.  But  this  bear,  finding  herself  caught,  did  the  unusual. 
She  struggled  to  release  her  foot,  and  finally,  at  the  reappear¬ 
ance  of  the  trapper,  tore  herself  free.  She  then  fled,  driving 
the  two  cubs  before  her. 
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Then,  though  crippled,  she  returned  that  same  night  to  the 
scene  where  the  cub  was  trapped.  Not  finding  it,  she  followed 
the  scent  to  the  miner’s  cabin,  in  which  the  cub  was  chained. 
Here  she  charged  one  of  the  dogs  so  furiously  that  he  literally 
leaped  through  the  window  into  the  cabin.  The  other  dogs  set 
up  such  a  great  to-do  that  the  miner  was  aroused,  rushed  out, 
and  fired  two  shots.  But  the  three-legged  bear  escaped  untouched 
and  started  back  to  her  other  cubs.  She  soon  left  Berthoud 
Pass  Basin  on  the  trail  which  I  had  discovered,  and  set  off  like 
a  wide-awake,  courageous  pioneer  to  find  a  new  home  in  a  more 
desirable  region. 

The  crippled  grizzly  so  interested  me  that  I  decided  to  trail 
her  from  the  basin.  After  following  her  fresh  trail  for  about 
three  miles,  I  found  that  this  united  with  the  trail  she  had  made 
in  leaving  the  basin — the  trail  which  I  had  back-tracked  the 
day  before.  Traveling  about  ten  miles  beyond  where  I  had 
first  seen  the  trail  the  day  before,  I  came  to  a  cave-like  place 
high  up  on  the  side  of  Echo  Mountain.  Here  the  grizzly  had  left 
the  cubs  the  night  before.  Tracks  showed  that  she  was  then  in 
the  cave  with  them.  I  did  not  disturb  them,  but  I  did  revisit 
their  territory  again  and  again. 

In  this  cave  the  bears  hibernated  that  winter.  It  was  a  roomy, 
natural  cave  formed  by  enormous  rock  fragments  that  had 
tumbled  together  at  the  base  of  the  timeworn  cliff.  The  den 
which  the  grizzly  and  cubs  used  the  first  winter  was  not  used  by 
them  again,  nor  were  their  later  hibernating  places  discovered. 

The  grizzly’s  new  domain  was  about  thirty  miles  to  the  north¬ 
ward  of  her  former  wilderness  home.  It  was  a  wild,  secluded 
region  between  Echo  Mountain  and  Long’s  Peak. 

Grizzlies  often  explore  afar  and  become  acquainted  with  the 
unclaimed  territory  round  them,  and  it  is  possible  that  this 
mother  grizzly  knew  the  character  of  the  new  home  territory 
before  emigrating.  There  was  an  abundance  of  food  in  the  old 
home  territory,  but  it  is  possible  that  she  had  lost  former  cubs 
there,  and  it  is  certain  that  she  had  been  shot  at  a  number  of 
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times.  However,  the  change  may  have  been  simply  due  to  that 
I Yanderlust  which  sometimes  takes  possession  of  the  ever- 
adventurous  grizzly. 

This  heroic  grizzly  mother  might  be  called  an  emigrant  or 
an  exile,  or  even  a  refugee.  Though  crippled,  she  dared  to 
become  a  pioneer.  All  that  men  learned  of  her  eventful  life 
was  a  story  of  struggles  and  triumphs — the  material  for  the 
biography  of  a  character. 

The  next  July  a  camper,  in  following  the  track  of  a  snow- 
slide,  came  upon  a  three-legged  mother  grizzly  and  two  cubs. 
The  grizzly  was  nearly  white,  one  cub  was  brown,  and  the  other 
dark  gray. 

As  the  camper  went  on  with  his  burro,  he  noticed  the  bear 
watching  him  from  among  trees  across  a  little  glacier  meadow. 
He  camped  that  night  on  a  small  stream  at  the  foot  of  an 
enormous  moraine  a  few  miles  from  the  place  where  he  had 
seen  the  bear.  Returning  from  picketing  the  burro,  he  chanced 
to  glance  at  the  skyline  summit  of  the  moraine.  Upon  it  the 
three-legged  bear  stood  watching  him.  She  was  looking  down 
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with  curious  interest  at  his  tent,  his  campfire,  his  burro.  Surely 
this  crippled  grizzly  was  living  up  to  the  reputation  of  the 
species  for  curiosity.  A  moment  later  she  disappeared  behind 
a  boulder.  With  his  field-glasses  the  camper  could  still  see  her 
shadow.  This  showed  her  standing  behind  the  boulder  with  her 
forepaw  resting  against  it,  and  her  head  peeping  around  it. 

That  autumn  a  trapper  out  for  pine  martens  saw  the  Echo 
Mountain  grizzly  and  her  cubs.  He  reported  her  a  great 
traveler ;  he  said  that  she  ranged  all  over  her  large  and  rugged 
Rocky  Mountain  territory.  Her  tracks  were  seen  on  the  sum¬ 
mit  of  the  range,  and  she  occasionally  visited  the  other  side  of 
the  Divide.  Perhaps  she  felt  that  an  intimate  knowledge  of 
the  region  was  necessary  for  a  crippled  bear  in  meeting  emer¬ 
gencies.  Such  knowledge  certainly  would  be  valuable  to  her  in 
making  her  living,  and  a  marked  advantage  if  she  were  pursued. 

This  rugged  scenic  mountain  wilderness  now  is  a  part  of  the 
Rocky  Mountain  National  Park.  It  must  have  been  a  wonder¬ 
land  for  the  childlike  cubs.  In  the  lower  part  of  the  territory 
are  a  number  of  moraines,  great  hills,  and  ridges  covered  with 
grass  and  dotted  with  pines.  There  are  many  poetic  beaver 
ponds.  The  middle  slopes  are  black  with  a  spruce  forest  and 
cut  with  a  number  of  canyons  in  which  clear  streams  roar.  Up 
at  eleven  thousand  feet  the  forest  frays  out  with  dwarfed  and 
storm-battered  trees.  Above  this  the  summit  of  the  Rockies 
spreads  out  under  the  very  sky  into  a  moorland — a  grassy, 
arctic  prairie.  Here,  in  places,  big  snowdrifts  lie  throughout 
the  summer.  To  these  timberline  drifts,  when  fringed  with 
flowers,  the  mother  and  cubs  occasionally  came.  The  stains  of 
their  tracks  upon  the  snow  showed  that  the  cubs  sometimes 
rolled  and  scampered  over  the  wasting  drifts.  They  often  waded 
in  beaver  ponds,  swam  in  the  clear  lakes,  played  along  the 
summit  of  ridges  while  the  mother  was  making  a  living;  and 
they  often  paused,  too,  listening  to  the  sounds  of  the  winds  and 
waters  in  the  canyons  or  looking  down  into  the  open  meadows 
far  below. 
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Stories  of  this  large,  handsome,  nearly  white  Echo  Mountain 
grizzly  reached  trappers  more  than  one  hundred  miles  away. 
During  the  several  years  through  which  I  kept  track  of  her,  a 
number  of  trappers  tried  for  the  bear,  each  with  his  own  pecu¬ 
liar  device.  They  quickly  gave  it  up,  for  in  each  case  the  bear 
early  discovered  the  trap,  came  close  to  it,  and  then  avoided  it. 
Though  badly  maimed,  this  grizzly  for  years  maintained  those 
qualities  which  mean  success  for  the  survival  of  the  species — 
the  preservation  of  her  life  and  the  ability  to  make  a  living 
for  herself  and  her  different  families  of  cubs. 

Finally  an  experienced  old  trapper  went  into  her  territory 
and  announced  in  advance  his  determination  to  stay  until  he 
got  the  Echo  Mountain  grizzly.  He  set  a  steel  trap  in  the  head 
of  a  little  ravine  and  placed  a  cake  of  half-burned,  highly- 
scented  honey  just  beyond  the  trap.  The  mother  and  her  cubs 
came,  and  apparently  she  had  had  a  hard  time  making  them 
sit  down  and  wait  until  she  examined  the  trap.  To  the  amaze¬ 
ment  of  the  trapper  she  had  climbed  down  the  precipitous 
rocks  behind  the  trap  and  procured  the  honey  without  passing 
over  the  trap. 

Knowing  that  the  bear  was  in  the  lower  part  of  her  territory, 
the  trapper  one  day  set  three  large  traps  in  three  narrow  places 
on  the  trail  which  she  used  in  retreating  up  the  mountain. 
The  uppermost  of  these  he  set  in  the  edge  of  a  little  lake  at 
the  point  where  she  invariably  came  out  of  the  water  in  crossing 
it.  He  then  circled  and  came  below  her.  Away  she  retreated. 
The  first  trap  was  detected  two  or  three  leaps  before  she 
reached  it.  Turning  aside,  she  at  once  proceeded  to  the  summit 
of  the  range  over  a  new  route.  The  next  day  the  trapper  was 
seen  moving  his  outfit  to  other  scenes. 

Two  near-by  ranchers  tried  to  get  the  bear  by  hunting.  The 
latter  part  of  September  they  invaded  her  territory  with  dogs. 
The  second  day  out  the  dogs  picked  up  her  trail.  She  fled  with 
her  yearling  cubs  toward  the  summit  of  the  range  over  a  route 
with  which  she  was  familiar.  Pausing  at  a  rugged  place  she 
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defied  the  dogs  for  a  time,  the  cubs  meanwhile  keeping  on  the 
move.  She  continued  her  retreat  at  a  surprising  speed  for  a 
three-legged  bear.  The  thin  snow  covering  indicated  that  she 
ran  at  something  of  a  gallop,  making  long,  lunging  leaps. 

About  a  mile  beyond  her  first  affray  with  the  dogs,  the  mother 
swam  with  the  cubs  across  a  small  mountain  lake  and  paused 
in  the  willows  on  the  farther  shore.  Twro  of  the  dogs  swam 
boldly  after  them.  Just  before  the  dogs  reached  the  farther 
shore,  this  daring  mother  turned  back  to  meet  them  and  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  killing  both.  One  of  the  other  dogs  had  made  his  way 
round  the  lake  and  audaciously  charged  the  cubs  in  the  willows. 
They  injured  him,  but  he  escaped.  On  went  the  bears.  The 
hunters  reached  the  lake  and  abandoned  pursuit. 

The  next  year  another  hunt  with  hounds  was  launched.  There 
were  a  dozen  or  more  dogs.  The  cubs,  now  more  than  two  years 
old,  were  still  with  the  mother.  The  hounds  started  the  bears 
on  the  slope  of  Echo  Mountain.  They  at  once  headed  for  the 
heights.  After  a  run  of  three  or  four  miles  they  struck  their 
old  route,  retreated  as  before,  and  again  swam  the  lake,  but 
continued  their  way  on  up  the  range. 

At  timberline  there  were  clusters  of  thickly-matted,  low- 
growing  trees  with  open  spaces  between.  Closely  pressed,  the 
bears  made  a  stand.  Unfamiliar  with  timberline  trees,  two  of 
the  dogs,  in  dodging  the  bears,  leaped  into  the  matted  growths. 
With  feet  half  entangled  they  were  caught  by  the  bears  before 
they  could  make  a  second  quick  move.  The  mother  bear  killed 
one  dog  with  a  single  stroke  of  her  forepaw,  and  the  cubs 
wrecked  the  other.  The  mother  and  cubs  then  charged  so 
furiously  that  the  remaining  dogs  retreated  a  short  distance. 
Mother  and  cubs  turned  and  again  fled  up  the  slope. 

The  hounds  were  encouraged  by  the  near-coming  men  to  take 
up  the  pursuit  again.  It  was  nearly  night  when  the  bears  made 
another  stand  on  the  summit,  where  they  beat  off  the  dogs 
before  the  hunters  came  up.  They  then  made  their  way  down 
ledges  so  rocky  and  precipitous  that  the  dogs  hesitated  to 
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follow.  Descending  two  thousand  feet  into  the  forest  of  Wild 
Basin  on  the  other  side  of  the  range,  the  bears  escaped.  Evi¬ 
dently  the  mother  grizzly  had  planned  this  line  of  retreat 
in  advance. 

About  a  month  later  I  saw  the  Echo  Mountain  grizzly  on 
the  western  side  of  the  range,  in  her  home  territory.  She  was 
ever  alert — stopping,  looking,  listening,  and  scenting  frequently. 
Often  she  stood  up  the  better  to  catch  the  wireless  scent  mes¬ 
sages.  Though  vigilant,  she  was  not  worried.  She  was  even 
inclined  to  play.  While  standing  on  her  hind  feet,  she  struck 
at  a  passing  grasshopper  with  her  one  forepaw;  but  she  missed. 
Instantly,  while  still  standing,  she  struck  playfully  this  way 
and  that,  wheeling  entirely  about  as  she  struck  the  last  time. 

From  her  tracks  I  noticed  that  she  had  been  ranging  over 
the  middle  and  lower  slopes  of  her  territory,  eating  elderberries 
and  chokecherries  below,  kinnikinnick  and  wintergreen  berries 
in  the  higher  slopes.  Once,  when  I  saw  her  rise  suddenly  near 
me,  there  were  elder-bush  tops  with  red  berries  dangling  from 
them  in  her  mouth.  After  a  brief  pause  she  went  on  with  her 
feast.  Having  only  one  forefoot,  she  was  evidently  greatly 
handicapped  in  all  digging  operations  and  also  in  the  tearing 
to  pieces  of  logs.  Bears  frequently  dig  out  mice  and  small 
mammals  and  overturn  rotten  logs  and  rip  them  up  for  the 
ants  and  grubs  they  contain. 

The  last  year  that  I  had  news  concerning  the  Echo  Mountain 
grizzly  she  was  seen  with  two  young  cubs  on  the  shore  of  a 
beaver  pond  a  few  miles  southwest  of  Grand  Lake.  Berry- 
pickers  saw  her  a  few  times  on  Echo  Mountain,  and  her  tracks 
were  frequent. 

In  the  autumn  a  Grand  Lake  hunter  went  out  to  look  for 
the  Echo  Mountain  grizzly.  He  had  a  contempt  for  any  man 
who  pursued  big  game  with  dogs  and  was  sarcastic  in  his  con¬ 
demnation  of  the  two  sets  of  hunters  who  had  failed  with  dogs 
to  procure  a  three-legged  bear.  He  condemned  everyone  who 
used  a  trap.  But  the  story  of  the  skill  of  this  grizzly  in  escaping 
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her  pursuers  had  gone  forth,  and  being  a  bear  hunter,  he 
wished  to  procure  her. 

He  took  a  pack  horse  and  several  days’  provisions  and  camped 
in  the  heart  of  her  territory.  He  spent  two  days  getting 
acquainted  with  her  domain,  and  on  the  third  day,  shortly  after 
noon,  came  upon  her  trail  and  that  of  her  cubs  descending  to 
the  lower  part  of  her  territory.  He  trailed  for  several  miles 
and  then  wrent  into  camp  for  the  night.  Early  the  next  day  he 
set  off  again.  He  was  a  painstaking  and  intelligent  hunter  and 
succeeded  in  approaching  at  close  range  to  where  the  bears  were 
eating  the  tops  off  raspberry  bushes.  They  either  saw  or  scented 
him  and,  as  he  circled  to  get  closer,  retreated.  They  went  down 
the  mountain  about  two  miles,  using  the  trail  they  had  tracked 
in  the  snow,  climbing  up. 

But  in  a  ravine  below,  the  bears  abruptly  left  their  old  trail, 
turned  southward,  climbed  to  the  summit  of  a  ridge,  and  trav¬ 
eled  eastward,  evidently  bound  for  the  summit  of  the  range. 
The  hunter  also  hurried  up  a  ridge  toward  the  top,  his  plan 
being  to  intercept  the  bears  at  a  point  above  the  limits  of  tree 
growth,  where  the  ridge  he  wras  on  united  with  the  ridge  to 
which  the  bears  had  retreated.  He  traveled  at  utmost  speed. 

Just  before  he  reached  the  desired  point  he  looked  across  a 
ravine  and  down  upon  the  summit  of  the  parallel  ridge.  Sure 
enough,  there  were  the  bears !  The  cubs  were  leading,  the  mother 
bear  limping  along,  acting  as  rear  guard.  Apparently  she 
had  injured  her  remaining  forefoot.  She  climbed  a  small  rock 
ledge  to  the  summit,  stood  up  on  her  hind  feet,  and  looked  long 
and  carefully  back  down  the  ridge  along  which  she  and  the 
cubs  had  just  traveled.  "While  she  was  doing  this,  the  cubs 
were  playing  among  the  scattered  trees.  The  mother  rejoined 
the  cubs  and  urged  them  on  before  her  along  the  ridge.  At 
every  opportune  place  she  turned  to  look  back. 

The  wind  was  blowing  up  the  slope.  The  hunter  had  hidden 
in  a  rock  ledge  just  above  the  tree  line  and  was  thus  awaiting 
the  bears  where  they  could  neither  see  nor  scent  him. 
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Presently  they  emerged  from  among  the  storm-dwarfed  and 
battered  trees  out  upon  the  treeless  mountain-top  moorland. 
Up  the  slope  they  started  along  a  dim,  wild-life  trail  that  passed 
within  a  stone’s  toss  of  the  hunter.  The  mother,  limping  badly, 
finally  stopped.  The  cubs  stopped,  looked  at  her,  then  at  each 
other,  and  began  to  play.  The  mother  rose  on  her  hind  feet. 
Instantly  the  cubs  stopped  playing  and  stood  up,  looking 
silently,  seriously  at  the  mother.  Looking  down  the  slope,  she 
sniffed  and  sniffed  the  air. 

Holding  the  only  remaining  and  crushed  forepaw  before  her, 
she  looked  it  over  intently.  The  paw  appeared  to  have  been 
crushed  by  a  falling  rock.  With  the  cubs  watching  her  as  she 
licked  the  wounded  foot,  the  hunter  made  ready  to  aim. 

But  he  did  not  fire.  Instead,  he  shifted  slightly  and  then 
suddenly  flung  his  rifle  at  a  boulder,  saying,  “Ill  never  kill 
a  crippled  mother  bear!” 


Notes  and  Questions 


1.  Enos  Mills  has  given  you  some  valuable  information  about  bears 
in  “Echo  Mountain  Grizzly.”  Write  the  following  facts  on  your  paper, 
then  verify  each  one  by  a  sentence  or  two  taken  from  the  story.  Per¬ 
haps  you  may  find  other  interesting  facts  not  listed  below: 

(a)  Bears  are  curious.  Example:  “A  grizzly  bear  is  one  of  the  most 
curious  of  animals. ”  (page  41) 

( b )  Bears  hibernate  during  the  winter. 

(c)  Bears  travel  great  distances. 

(d)  Bears  like  honey. 

(e)  Bears  sometimes  kill  dogs. 

(/)  Bear  cubs  obey  their  mother. 

2.  Choose  from  the  following  list  five  words  or  phrases  which  best 
describe  the  mother  bear.  Use  these  five  words  in  writing  a  three-  or 
four-sentence  paragraph  summarizing  her  strong  points : 


serious 

ever-adventurous 

large 

intelligent 


curious 

heroic 

handsome 

vigilant 


clever 

great  traveler 

vicious 

playful 


brave 
cautious 
limping  badly 
crippled 
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3.  To  test  your  knowledge  of  the  facts  in  this  story,  select  the  cor¬ 
rect  answer  to  each  of  the  questions  given  below: 

(a)  What  did  the  mother  bear  do  when  she  caught  her  foot  in  the 

trap  ? 

1.  She  dragged  the  trap  into  the  forest. 

2.  She  tore  herself  free. 

(b)  In  what  part  of  the  country  did  the  grizzly  and  her  family  live? 

1.  In  the  mountains  along  the  eastern  coast 

2.  In  the  Rocky  Mountain  region 

(c)  How  did  the  bears  escape  after  being  followed  by  the  hounds 

to  the  summit  of  Echo  Mountain? 

1.  The  mother  bear  and  cubs  charged  the  dogs  and  frightened 
them  away. 

2.  They  swam  the  lake. 

3.  They  made  their  way  down  a  slope  so  rocky  and  precipitous 
that  the  dogs  feared  to  follow. 

(d)  What  did  the  experienced  trapper  use  as  bait  when  he  set  the 

steel  trap  to  catch  the  Echo  Mountain  grizzly? 

1.  A  cake  of  honey 

2.  Some  elderberries  and  chokecherries 

4.  The  grizzly  is  regarded  as  the  bravest  and  most  intelligent  of 
bears;  find  evidences  in  this  story  of  these  qualities. 

5.  Enos  Mills  taught  that  “A  live  flower,  a  live  bird,  or  a  live  tree 
will  give  much  more  general  and  lasting  returns  than  a  flower  plucked, 
or  a  tree  cut  down,  or  a  bird  that  has  been  slain.”  Why  would  this 
quotation  make  a  good  slogan  for  your  class? 

6.  Look  up  the  following  words  in  the  Glossary  to  make  sure  you 
know  their  meaning  and  pronunciation :  back-tracked,  prospector, 
decoy,  ivanderlust,  moraine,  picketing,  timberline,  precipitous,  vigilant, 
Continental  Divide,  opportune,  hibernate. 

7.  You  will  find  the  following  phrases  in  the  Glossary: 

survival  of  the  species  (p.  45) 
kinnikinnick  berries  (p.  47) 
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Special  Reports 

The  reading  period  calls  forth  many  interesting  subjects  that  you 
will  wish  to  learn  more  about  and  discuss  with  your  classmates.  You 
will  find  it  well  worth  while  occasionally  to  make  a  report  to  the  class 
on  some  particular  subject  in  which  you  have  become  interested  while 
reading.  Most  of  these  reports  you  will  doubtless  like  to  give  orally, 
but  some  of  them  you  may  wish  to  present  in  written  form.  Whether 
your  report  is  oral  or  written,  it  should : 

(а)  have  an  opening  sentence  which  arouses  the  interest  of  your 
audience. 

(б)  tell  worth-while  facts. 

(c)  be  well  organized. 

( d )  have  a  carefully-prepared  summarizing  sentence  at  the  close. 

This  bear  story  written  by  Enos  Mills  is  wholly  true.  Perhaps  you, 

too,  know  a  true  story  about  a  groAvn  bear  or  a  cub.  If  not,  you  may 
have  read  or  heard  some  interesting  information  about  bears  not 
included  in  this  story.  The  following  titles  may  help  you  in  selecting 
a  subject  for  a  brief  report : 

1.  A  day  in  my  life  (by  a  grizzly  king) 

2.  Orphaned  (by  a  young  cub) 

3.  My  amusements  (by  a  year  old  cub) 

4.  Being  a  pet  (by  a  captured  cub) 

5.  What  I  know  about  traps  (by  a  clever  old  bear) 

6.  My  enemy  (by  a  great  grizzly) 

7.  Our  sanctuary  (by  a  Yellowstone  Park  bear) 

8.  My  family  (by  a  proud  mother  bear) 

You  may  like  to  read  some  other  good  bear  stories :  “The  Grizzly 
King,”  Curwood  (in  Child-Library  Headers,  Book  Six) ;  Black  Bruin, 
Hawkes;  Monarch,  the  Big  Bear  of  Tallac,  Seton;  The  Grizzly,  Our 
Greatest  Wild  Animal,  Mills;  The  Bears  of  North  America,  Hornaday; 
Jimmie,  the  Story  of  a  Black  Bear  Cub,  Baynes. 


THE  THROSTLE 

Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson 

“Summer  is  coming,  summer  is  coming, 

I  know  it,  I  know  it,  I  know  it. 

Light  again,  leaf  again,  life  again,  love  again !” 

Yes,  my  wild  little  Poet. 

Sing  the  new  year  in  under  the  blue. 

Last  year  you  sang  it  as  gladly. 

“New,  new,  new,  new !”  Is  it  then  so  new 
That  you  should  carol  so  madly? 

“Love  again,  song  again,  nest  again,  young  again !” 
Never  a  prophet  so  crazy! 

And  hardly  a  daisy  as  yet,  little  friend, 

See,  there  is  hardly  a  daisy. 

“Here  again,  here,  here,  here,  happy  year!” 

0  warble  unchidden,  unbidden! 

Summer  is  coming,  is  coming,  my  dear, 

And  all  the  winters  are  hidden. 

Notes  and  Questions 

Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson,  a  great  English  poet,  composed  verses  from 
the  time  he  was  old  enough  to  talk.  When  he  was  your  age,  he  had 
written  a  poem  of  6000  lines.  Although  he  lived  many  years  ago,  his 
poetry  is  still  enjoyed  by  thousands  of  readers.  You  will  learn  to  know 
and  love  Tennyson  as  a  teller  of  tales  in  verse  and  as  a  writer  of  many 
lovely  song  poems,  or  lyrics. 

1.  The  song  thrush,  or  throstle,  found  in  England  and  other  Euro¬ 
pean  countries,  is  a  charming  songster.  Which  lines  in  the  first  stanza 
represent  the  song  of  the  bird?  Which  line  gives  Tennyson’s  response 
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to  the  throstle?  Read  the  words  in  the  other  stanzas  that  represent  the 
bird’s  song. 

2.  Some  poems  are  treasured  for  their  musical  quality.  Do  you 
think  this  is  such  a  poem?  Give  a  reason  for  your  answer. 

3.  Of  the  throstle  the  poet  Browning  wrote: 

“He  sings  each  song  twice  over, 

Lest  you  should  think  he  never  could  recapture 
The  first  fine  careless  rapture.” 

Find  the  lines  in  this  poem  which  show  how  Tennyson  interprets 
the  song  of  the  throstle.  Does  he  agree  with  BroAvning? 

4.  There  are  two  words  in  this  poem  which  may  be  new  to  you: 
prophet  and  unchidden.  Look  these  up  in  the  Glossary;  then  read  the 
poem  again  to  enjoy  the  poet’s  full  meaning. 

The  Lyric 

“The  Throstle,”  Tennyson,  is  a  lyrical  poem.  Since  many  of  the 
poems  in  “The  World  of  Nature”  are  lyrics,  it  will  be  well  for  you  to 
keep  in  mind  some  of  the  distinguishing  characteristics  of  this  form 
of  poetry.  The  lyric  is  a  short  poem  having  a  song-like  quality.  It 
takes  its  name  from  the  lyre,  a  harp  played  by  the  ancient  Greeks  to 
accompany  their  songs.  The  lyric  does  not  tell  a  story,  as  do  some 
poems.  It  is  the  author’s  expression  of  an  emotion  such  as  joy,  sorrow, 
love;  or  it  is  his  reflection  on  some  of  the  mysteries  or  experiences  of 
life.  While,  in  this  type  of  poem,  the  author  may  give  beautiful  descrip¬ 
tions  of  nature,  these  serve  only  as  an  aid  in  bringing  out  the  emotion. 
The  lyric  may  be  sad  or  gay,  but  its  perfection  depends  upon  its  singing 
quality.  It  must  sing  itself  or  suggest  song.  Study  carefully  the  poems 
of  Tennyson,  Bryant,  Shakespeare,  Keats,  and  other  song  writers  that 
appear  in  this  section  of  your  book  and  observe  in  their  lyrics  illus¬ 
trations  of  the  qualities  mentioned  above.  Decide  from  your  study 
which  lyric  you  enjoy  most  and  why. 


ROBERT  OF  LINCOLN 

William  Cullen  Bryant 

Merrily  swinging  on  brier  and  weed, 

Near  to  the  nest  of  his  little  dame, 

Over  the  mountain  side  or  mead, 

Robert  of  Lincoln  is  telling  his  name: 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 

Spink,  spank,  spink; 

Snug  and  safe  is  this  nest  of  ours, 

Hidden  among  the  summer  flowers. 

Chee,  chee,  chee!” 

Robert  of  Lincoln  is  gayly  dressed, 

Wearing  a  bright,  black  wedding  coat; 
White  are  his  shoulders,  and  white  his  crest. 
Hear  him  call  in  his  merry  note : 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 

Spink,  spank,  spink; 

Look  what  a  nice  new  coat  is  mine; 

Sure,  there  was  never  a  bird  so  fine. 

Chee,  chee,  chee!” 

Robert  of  Lincoln’s  Quaker  wife, 

Pretty  and  quiet,  with  plain  brown  wings, 
Passing  at  home  a  patient  life, 

Broods  in  the  grass  while  her  husband  sings 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 

Spink,  spank,  spink; 

Brood,  kind  creature ;  you  need  not  fear 
Thieves  and  robbers  while  I  am  here. 

Chee,  chee,  chee !” 
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Modest  and  shy  as  a  nun  is  she; 

One  weak  chirp  is  her  only  note; 

Braggart,  and  prince  of  braggarts  is  he, 
Pouring  boasts  from  his  little  throat : 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 

Spink,  spank,  spink; 

Never  was  I  afraid  of  man ; 

Catch  me,  cowardly  knaves,  if  you  can. 
Chee,  chee,  chee !” 

Six  white  eggs  on  a  bed  of  hay, 

Flecked  with  purple,  a  pretty  sight ! 

There,  as  the  mother  sits  all  day, 

Robert  is  singing  with  all  his  might: 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 

Spink,  spank,  spink; 

Nice  good  wife  that  never  goes  out, 

Keeping  house  while  I  frolic  about. 

Chee,  chee,  chee!” 

Soon  as  the  little  ones  chip  the  shell. 

Six  wide  mouths  are  open  for  food ; 

Robert  of  Lincoln  bestirs  him  well, 
Gathering  seeds  for  the  hungry  brood. 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 

Spink,  spank,  spink; 

This  new  life  is  likely  to  be 

Hard  for  a  gay  young  fellow  like  me. 
Chee,  chee,  chee!” 

Robert  of  Lincoln  at  length  is  made 
Sober  with  work,  and  silent  with  care; 

Off  his  holiday  garment  laid, 

Half  forgotten  that  merry  air : 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 
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Spink,  spank,  spink; 

Nobody  knows  but  my  mate  and  I 
Where  our  nest  and  our  nestlings  lie. 
Chee,  chee,  chee !” 

Summer  wanes;  the  children  are  grown; 

Fun  and  frolic  no  more  he  knows ; 
Robert  of  Lincoln’s  a  humdrum  crone ; 

Off  he  flies,  and  we  sing  as  he  goes : 
“Bob-o’-link,  bob-o’-link, 

Spink,  spank,  spink; 

When  you  can  pipe  that  merry  old  strain, 
Robert  of  Lincoln,  come  back  again. 

Chee,  chee,  chee!” 


Notes  and  Questions 


William  Cullen  Bryant,  our  first  great  American  poet,  was  born  and 
lived  most  of  his  life  in  Massachusetts.  When  a  boy,  Bryant  lived  a 
lonely  life  on  a  small  farm,  and  as  a  result  he  became  more  serious 
and  thoughtful  than  most  boys  of  his  age.  His  poetry  is  loved  by 
Americans  because  he  chose  for  his  themes,  scenes,  flowers,  birds,  trees, 
and  the  climate  of  the  New  England  States. 


1.  Arrange  in  one  column  the  phrases  listed  below  that  best  describe 
Robert  of  Lincoln;  in  another  column  list  those  phrases  which  charac¬ 
terize  his  Quaker  wife: 


(a)  sober  with  work  (/) 

(b)  prince  of  braggarts  (g) 

( c )  pretty  and  quiet  (h) 

(d)  plain  brown  wings  (i) 

(e)  gayly  dressed  (j) 


Passing  at  home  a  patient  life 
modest  and  shy 
Never  was  I  afraid  of  man 
silent  with  care 
a  humdrum  crone 


2.  Do  you  think  Bryant  was  listening  to  the  bird’s  song  as  he  wrote  ? 
Give  reasons  for  your  answer.  Does  the  poet  accurately  describe  the 
appearance,  song,  and  habits  of  the  bobolink?  (See  any  good  bird 
book  for  a  description.)  Point  out  any  touch  of  humor  you  find  in 
the  poem. 
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3.  Make  a  special  report  on  one  of  the  following  topics: 

(a)  How  to  attract  birds 

(b)  The  bird  refuges  of  America 

(c)  Bird  banding  (see  leaflets  of  the  Audubon  Society) 

(d)  Birds  of  my  neighborhood 

You  will  enjoy  reading  “Bob,  the  Vagabond/’  Patch  (in  Bird 
Stories). 


Newspaper  Reading 

William  Cullen  Bryant,  as  editor  of  the  New  York  Evening  Post, 
influenced  the  thinking  of  a  large  circle  of  readers.  Since  that  time  the 
newspaper  has  constantly  grown  in  power,  until  today  it  is  one  of  the 
important  factors  in  American  life  and  education. 

Bring  to  class  copies  of  some  local  newspaper  and  show  that  there  is 
a  regular  place  for  general  news,  editorials,  society  news,  sports,  mar¬ 
ket  reports,  jokes,  cartoons,  weather  reports,  and  advertisements;  of 
what  advantage  to  the  busy  reader  is  a  definite  place  in  the  paper  for 
each  of  these?  Headlines  in  large  type  call  attention  to  the  story,  and 
leads  in  smaller  type  directly  under  the  headlines  give  a  brief  summary 
of  the  story.  How  do  these,  also,  help  to  save  the  reader’s  time? 

When  was  the  first  newspaper  started  in  your  community?  Have 
you  seen  copies  of  newspapers  printed  one  hundred  years  ago  or 
printed  during  the  Civil  War?  If  you  can,  bring  to  class  copies  of 
these  newspapers  and  compare  them  with  those  of  today. 

Keep  a  class  scrapbook  for  current  events  and  for  interesting  news¬ 
paper  mention  of  literary  men  and  women  and  their  works.  Do  you 
have  a  regular  time  in  your  school  for  reporting  on  contemporary 
events?  Bring  to  class  clippings  from  current  newspapers  that  relate 
to  stories,  authors,  or  characters  found  in  your  text,  such  as  “The 
Great  Stone  Face,”  “The  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow,”  Kipling,  Mark 
Twain. 


THE  MARYLAND  YELLOW-THROAT  * 

Henry  van  Dyke 


While  May  bedecks  the  naked  trees 
With  tassels  and  embroideries, 

And  many  blue-eyed  violets  beam 
Along  the  edges  of  the  stream, 

I  hear  a  voice  that  seems  to  say, 
Now  near  at  hand,  now  far  away, 
“Witchery — witchery — w  itchery  !” 


An  incantation  so  serene, 

So  innocent,  befits  the  scene ; 

There’s  magic  in  that  small  bird’s  note — 
See,  there  he  flits — the  Yellow-Throat, 

A  living  sunbeam,  tipped  with  wings, 

A  spark  of  light  that  shines  and  sings 
“Witchery — witchery — witchery !” 


You  prophet  with  a  pleasant  name, 

If  out  of  Mary-land  you  came, 

You  know  the  way  that  thither  goes 
Where  Mary’s  lovely  garden  grows ; 

Fly  swiftly  back  to  her,  I  pray, 

And  try  to  call  her  down  this  way, 

“ Witchery — witchery — witchery!” 

*  From  Poems  of  Henry  van  Dyke ;  copyright  1897,  1911,  by  Charles  Scrib¬ 
ner’s  Sons.  By  permission  of  the  publishers. 
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Tell  her  to  leave  her  cockle-shells 
And  all  her  little  silver  bells 
That  blossom  into  melody, 

And  all  her  maids  less  fair  than  she. 

She  does  not  need  these  pretty  things, 

For  everywhere  she  comes,  she  brings 
“Witchery — witchery — witchery!” 

The  woods  are  greening  overhead, 

And  flowers  adorn  each  mossy  bed; 

The  waters  babble  as  they  run — 

One  thing  is  lacking,  only  one : 

If  Mary  were  but  here  today, 

I  would  believe  your  charming  lay, 

“Witchery — witchery — witchery!” 

Along  the  shady  road  I  look — 

Who’s  coming  now  across  the  brook  ? 

A  woodland  maid,  all  robed  in  white — 

The  leaves  dance  round  her  with  delight, 

The  stream  laughs  out  beneath  her  feet — 

Sing,  merry  bird,  the  charm’s  complete, 

“Witchery — witchery — witchery!” 

Notes  and  Questions 

Henry  van  Dyke  spent  most  of  his  boyhood  in  the  companionship 
of  his  father.  As  comrades  they  would  often  “walk  through  the  woods 
and  watch  the  leaves  turn  red  and  gold  and  brown  and  drop  to  the 
ground,  or  skate  in  winter,  or  listen  for  the  song  of  the  first  returning 
bluebird  in  the  spring.”  Find  lines  in  this  poem  which  reveal  to  you 
the  poet’s  great  love  for  and  knowledge  of  bird  life. 

1.  Make  a  list  of  all  the  names  by  which  the  poet  speaks  of  the 
bird.  For  example:  (a)  “A  living  sunbeam,  tipped  with  wings.”  Who 
is  the  “woodland  maid”  referred  to  in  the  last  stanza? 

2.  Read  lines  in  the  first  stanza  that  tell  you  what  season  of  the 
year  it  is.  To  the  poet,  what  words  did  the  Yellow- Throat  seem  to  sing? 
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If  you  have  ever  heard  this  bird  warble,  tell  the  class  the  words  you 
seemed  to  hear. 

3.  Select  from  the  poem  the  description  you  like  best.  Picture  it  in 
your  own  words. 

4.  Be  ready  to  report  on  one  of  the  following  topics : 

(a)  Birds  that  stay  with  us  all  the  year  round 

(b)  Birds  that  visit  with  us  only  in  the  spring  and  fall 

( c )  By  what  words  I  have  interpreted  songs  or  calls  of  different 
birds,  as  van  Dyke  interpreted  what  the  Maryland  Yellow-Throat 
sang 

5.  Find  in  the  Glossary  the  meaning  of:  bedeck ,  witchery,  lay, 
cockle-shells. 

6.  There  are  some  difficult  phrases  in  the  poem  which  the  poet  used 
to  describe  to  you  the  Maryland  Yellow-Throat.  Look  these  up  in  the 
Glossary  so  as  to  get  the  full  meaning  of  the  poem: 

incantation  so  serene  (p.  58)  blossom  into  melody  (p.  59) 

befits  the  scene  (p.  58)  woods  are  greening  (p.  59) 

living  sunbeam  (p.  58)  charm’s  complete  (p.  59) 


THE  SANDPIPER 

Celia  Thaxter 

Across  the  lonely  beach  we  flit, 

One  little  sandpiper  and  I ; 

And  fast  I  gather,  bit  by  bit, 

The  scattered  driftwood,  bleached  and  dry. 

The  wild  waves  reach  their  hands  for  it, 

The  wild  wind  raves,  the  tide  runs  high, 

As  np  and  down  the  beach  we  flit, 

One  little  sandpiper  and  I. 

Above  onr  heads  the  sullen  clouds 
Scud,  black  and  swift,  across  the  sky ; 

Like  silent  ghosts  in  misty  shrouds 
Stand  out  the  white  lighthouses  high. 
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Almost  as  far  as  eye  can  reach 
I  see  the  close-reefed  vessels  fly, 

As  fast  we  flit  along  the  beach, 

One  little  sandpiper  and  I. 

I  watch  him  as  he  skims  along, 

Uttering  his  sweet  and  mournful  cry; 

He  starts  not  at  my  fitful  song, 

Nor  flash  of  fluttering  drapery. 

He  has  no  thought  of  any  wrong, 

He  scans  me  with  a  fearless  eye ; 

Stanch  friends  are  we,  well  tried  and  strong, 
The  little  sandpiper  and  I. 

Comrade,  where  wilt  thou  be  tonight 
When  the  loosed  storm  breaks  furiously? 

My  driftwood  fire  will  burn  so  bright ! 

To  what  warm  shelter  canst  thou  fly? 

I  do  not  fear  for  thee,  though  wroth 
The  tempest  rushes  through  the  sky; 

For  are  we  not  God’s  children  both, 

Thou,  little  sandpiper,  and  I? 
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Notes  and  Questions 

The  sandpiper  is  a  small  shore  bird,  named  for  its  habit  of  running 
on  the  sand  and  for  its  constant  call,  “peep-peep.”  It  is  a  good 
swimmer  and  is  marvelously  quick  in  dodging  the  waves  just  as  they 
are  about  to  break  over  its  head. 

1.  Celia  Thaxter’s  father  was  the  keeper  of  a  United  States  Govern¬ 
ment  lighthouse.  In  her  island  home  the  little  girl  studied  the  sunrises 
and  the  sunsets,  the  wild  flowers,  the  birds,  the  rocks,  and  the  sea  life. 
Her  poetry  and  prose  reflect  the  quiet  life  she  lived.  They  express 
with  simplicity  and  delicacy  her  feeling  for  the  sea  and  its  perils  and 
also  for  the  gentler  aspects  of  nature.  The  selection  given  here  shows 
how  intimate  was  her  friendship  with  the  birds  of  the  coast.  What 
work  did  the  child,  Celia,  have  to  do? 

2.  To  what  are  the  lighthouses  compared  in  the  second  stanza? 
What  kind  of  day  was  it? 

3.  How  does  the  poet  describe  the  cry  of  the  sandpiper?  What 
tells  you  that  the  little  beach  bird  was  not  afraid  of  its  companion? 
Why  was  it  so  fearless? 

4.  Did  Celia  Thaxter  feel  alarmed  over  the  bird’s  safety  in  the 
coming  storm?  Read  lines  that  give  the  answer. 

5.  Would  you  suggest  any  changes  in  the  illustration  for  this  poem? 

You  will  enjoy  reading  “Hoactzins  at  Home,”  Beebe  (in  Child- 

Library  Readers,  Book  Seven). 


LOSS  OF  THE  NOBLER  ANIMALS 

Henry  David  Thoreau 

In  1845  Thoreau  moved  to  Walden  Pond,  a  short  distance  from  Con¬ 
cord,  Massachusetts.  There,  for  over  two  years,  he  lived  alone  in  a 
cabin  built  by  himself,  studied  nature,  and  secured  the  material  for 
his  most  famous  book,  Walden,  from  which  this  selection  was  chosen. 
This  book  tells  the  story  of  Thoreau’s  life  in  the  out-of-doors,  and  it 
has  placed  him  among  the  greatest  of  American  writers. 

If  you  should  go  to  Walden  Pond  today,  you  would  find,  close  to  the 
spot  where  the  little  cabin  stood,  a  large  heap  of  stones  that  has  gradu¬ 
ally  been  raised  to  Thoreau’s  memory  by  hundreds  of  pilgrims  who 
yearly  visit  this  literary  shrine. 

I  spend  a  considerable  portion  of  my  time  observing  the 
habits  of  the  wild  animals,  my  brute  neighbors.  By  their 
various  movements  and  migrations  they  fetch  the  year  about 
to  me.  Very  significant  are  the  flight  of  geese  and  the  migra¬ 
tion  of  suckers.  But  when  I  consider  that  the  nobler  animals 
have  been  exterminated  here — the  cougar,  panther,  lynx,  wol¬ 
verene,  wolf,  bear,  moose,  deer,  the  beaver,  the  turkey — I  can¬ 
not  but  feel  as  if  I  lived  in  a  tamed  country.  Would  not  the 
motions  of  those  larger  and  wilder  animals  have  been  more 
significant  still  ?  Is  it  not  a  maimed  and  imperfect  nature  that 
I  am  conversant  with  ?  As  if  I  were  to  study  a  tribe  of  Indians 
that  had  lost  all  its  warriors.  Do  not  the  forest  and  the  meadow 
now  lack  expression,  now  that  I  never  see  nor  think  of  the 
moose,  with  a  lesser  forest  on  his  head,  in  the  one,  nor  of  the 
beaver  in  the  other? 

When  I  think  what  were  the  various  sounds  and  notes,  the 
migrations  and  works,  and  changes  of  fur  and  plumage  which 
ushered  in  the  spring  and  marked  the  other  seasons  of  the  year, 
I  am  reminded  that  this,  my  life  in  nature,  this  particular 
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round  of  natural  phenomena  which  I  call  a  year,  is  lamentably 
incomplete.  I  listen  to  a  concert  in  which  so  many  parts  are 
wanting.  The  whole  civilized  country  is  to  some  extent  turned 
into  a  city,  and  I  am  that  citizen  whom  I  pity.  Many  of  those 
animal  migrations  and  other  phenomena  by  which  the  Indians 
marked  the  seasons  are  no  longer  to  be  observed.  I  seek  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  nature — to  know  her  moods  and  manners.  Primitive 
nature  is  the  most  interesting  to  me.  I  take  infinite  pains  to 
know  all  the  phenomena  of  the  spring,  for  instance,  thinking 
that  I  have  here  the  entire  poem,  and  then,  to  my  chagrin,  I 
hear  that  it  is  but  an  imperfect  copy  that  I  possess  and  have 
read,  that  my  ancestors  have  torn  out  many  of  the  first  leaves 
and  grandest  passages,  and  mutilated  it  in  many  places.  I 
should  not  like  to  think  that  some  demigod  had  come  before 
me  and  picked  out  some  of  the  best  of  the  stars.  I  wish  to 
know  an  entire  heaven  and  an  entire  earth.  All  the  great  trees 
and  beasts,  fishes  and  fowl,  are  gone. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Find  a  sentence  in  this  selection  to  prove  each  of  the  following 
statements : 

(a)  Thoreau  spent  much  of  his  time  studying  the  habits  of  animals 
and  birds. 

( b )  He  missed  many  voices  in  the  concert  of  spring  in  the  forest. 

(c)  Many  signs  of  change  of  seasons  observed  by  the  Indians  are 
no  longer  to  be  found. 

(d)  The  nobler  animals  have  been  exterminated. 

( e )  The  whole  country  is  turned  into  a  city. 

2.  Explain  Thoreau’s  reference:  (a)  to  the  “entire  poem”;  (b)  to 
the  demigod;  ( c )  to  the  stars. 

3.  Name  some  of  the  “nobler  animals”  that  had  become  extinct 
about  the  haunts  of  Thoreau.  Explain  the  comparison  with  the  Indian 
tribe. 

4.  The  phrases  fetch  the  year  about  and  lesser  forest  may  not  have 
been  clear  to  you.  Look  up  their  meanings  in  the  Glossary. 


FOUR  LITTLE  FOXES 

Lew  Sarett 

Speak  gently,  Spring,  and  make  no  sudden  sound, 

For  in  my  windy  valley,  yesterday,  I  found 
Newborn  foxes  squirming  on  the  ground — 

Speak  gently. 

Walk  softly,  March,  forbear  the  bitter  blow; 

Her  feet  within  a  trap,  her  blood  upon  the  snow, 

The  four  little  foxes  saw  their  mother  go — 

Walk  softly. 

Go  lightly,  Spring;  oh,  give  them  no  alarm. 

When  I  covered  them  with  boughs  to  shelter  them  from  harm, 
The  thin  blue  foxes  suckled  at  my  arm — 

Go  lightly. 

Step  softly,  March,  with  your  rampant  hurricane ; 

Nuzzling  one  another,  and  whimpering  with  pain, 

The  new  little  foxes  are  shivering  in  the  rain — 

Step  softly. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  What  feelings  did  the  reading  of  this  poem  arouse  in  you?  Do 
you  know  of  anything  that  is  being  done  in  your  neighborhood  for  the 
welfare  of  animals,  either  tame  or  wild? 

2.  If  you  are  interested  in  joining  an  association  for  the  protection 
of  animals,  you  will  probably  find  The  American  Humane  Association 
or  The  American  Red  Star  Animal  Relief,  both  at  Albany,  New  York, 
the  most  helpful.  These  organizations  publish  a  monthly  magazine 
which  contains  manv  valuable  suggestions  for  its  readers. 

As  a  lover  of  animals,  you  will  want  to  read:  Sanctuary !  Sanctuary !, 
Sharp;  Poetry’s  Plea  for  Animals,  Clarke. 
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A  NIGHT  WITH  EUFF  GROUSE 

Clarence  Hawkes 

Although  blind  since  he  was  fourteen  years  old,  this  author,  Clarence 
Hawkes,  continues  to  write  for  you  excellent  stories  of  animal  and  bird 
life.  He  tells  you  that  this  has  been  made  possible  by  means  of  his 
rule  of  three  P’s — Patience,  Perseverance,  and  Pluck,  all  spelled  with 
Capitals. 

It  was  a  bitter  cold  winter  night,  and  the  wind  howled  dis¬ 
mally  in  the  tree-tops,  making  the  great  branches  groan  and 
writhe,  as  though  they  were  possessed  of  feeling  and  it  hurt 
them  to  be  so  violently  handled. 

It  seemed  to  Ruff  Grouse,  as  he  swayed  to  and  fro  in  the  tree- 
top  where  he  was  getting  his  supper,  that  the  night  had  never 
looked  so  cheerless  and  uninviting.  The  wind  rocked  him  so 
violently  that  he  could  hardly  keep  his  perch,  and  occasionally 
when  it  got  more  boisterous  than  usual,  showers  of  snow  rattled 
down  upon  him.  But  Ruff  was  a  hardy  fellow,  and  it  was  not 
these  things  that  bothered  him ;  he  was  having  considerable 
difficulty  in  finding  his  supper.  Nuts  had  not  been  so  scarce  in 
the  whole  course  of  his  existence,  and  the  buds  had  been  so 
kept  back  by  the  extreme  cold  that  there  was  very  little  nourish¬ 
ment  in  them ;  besides  all  this,  the  birch  in  which  he  was  hard 
at  work  had  been  cropped  by  Ruff  and  his  friends  and  by  two 
or  three  red  squirrels  until  there  was  very  little  supper  to  be 
had,  bad  as  it  was. 

The  cold  numbed  his  toes,  so  that  he  could  hardly  hold  on ; 
and  presently  the  wind  grew  so  violent  that  Ruff  gave  up  the 
task  and  flew  into  the  top  of  a  hemlock  to  shelter  himself  and 
get  warm,  and  in  the  meantime  to  think  of  some  new  place  to 


66 


A  NIGHT  WITH  RUFF  GROUSE 


67 


find  supper.  The  lengthening  shadows  told  him  that  he  must 
be  quick  about  it,  or  else  trust  to  the  moon,  which  was  not 
always  a  safe  thing  to  do,  as  the  moon  was  fickle,  and  budding 
by  moonlight  exposed  one  to  the  peril  of  being  picked  up  by 
an  owl. 

But  cold  and  hunger  bred  recklessness  in  Ruff  that  night;  so 
at  last  he  started  off  on  a  hazardous  enterprise,  which  was  no 
more  nor  less  than  to  get  his  supper  off  a  fine  greening  tree 
almost  under  the  farmer’s  nose  and  within  easy  reach  of  the 
thunderstick.  So  he  went  sailing  away  over  the  tree-tops,  flying 
as  only  a  partridge  can  fly,  to  the  orchard.  The  pale  white  stars 
were  just  peering  through  the  steely  blue  sky,  and  the  night 
would  soon  be  on. 

Presently  the  bird  plumped  down  in  the  greening  tree  and 
fell  to  work  on  the  delicious  buds,  stopping  frequently,  though, 
to  listen  and  to  watch  every  changing  light  and  shadow  about 
the  house.  The  tree  was  so  near  the  buildings  that  it  had  not 
been  touched  by  any  of  Ruff’s  friends — even  the  saucy  red 
squirrel  had  shunned  it — and  the  buds  were  very  plentiful. 
How  sweet  they  were  after  the  dry  birch  buds,  and  how  lucky 
he  had  been  to  think  of  it !  Ruff’s  crop,  that  had  been  so  empty, 
was  filling  fast ;  but  it  was  dangerous  work,  and  more  than  once 
he  stopped  and  was  about  to  take  wing,  only  to  linger  a  minute 
longer  to  get  just  a  few  more  buds.  So  intent  was  the  partridge 
on  supper  that  he  did  not  hear  the  shed  window  lifted  carefully 
nor  see  the  gun  thrust  out.  But  a  sense  of  impending  danger 
made  him  look  up,  and  he  saw  at  once  his  peril.  With  a  quick 
spring  he  was  off  like  an  arrow,  flying  low  in  the  hope  of  putting 
some  friendly  bush  or  fence  between  him  and  the  marksman. 
But  what  bird,  however  strong  of  wing,  can  fly  like  the  hail¬ 
stones  from  a  thunderstick? 

There  was  a  bright  flash,  a  deafening  roar,  and  a  rush  of  the 
sharp  pellets  about  Ruff.  The  force  of  the  charge  carried  him 
several  feet  out  of  his  course,  and  at  first  he  thought  he  must 
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fall;  blit  with  a  great  effort  he  nerved  himself,  stifled  the  pain, 
and  flew  on,  for  this  was  the  only  safe  thing  to  do.  When  the 
smoke  had  cleared  away,  the  farmer  saw  a  few  feathers  flying 
in  the  breeze,  while  the  partridge  was  sailing  for  the  woods 
forty  rods  away. 

“Well,”  growled  the  farmer,  giving  the  old  gnn  a  shake,  “if 
I  haven’t  missed  again.  This  rusty  old  gun  wouldn’t  kill  a 
partridge  if  his  head  were  stuck  in  the  end  of  it” ;  and  he  shut 
the  window  with  a  bang. 

But  the  farmer  would  have  thought  better  of  the  gun  had 
he  seen  the  partridge  plump  down  into  a  snowbank  as  soon  as 
he  reached  the  woods,  and  wriggle  out  of  sight  in  the  snow, 
leaving  a  trail  of  blood  behind  him. 

Poor  Ruff  snuggled  as  far  down  into  the  snow  as  possible 
and  then  lay  still,  trying  hard  to  forget  the  ache  in  his  leg 
and  the  sharp  pain  in  his  wing.  It  was  humiliating  to  have 
several  of  one’s  tail-feathers  shot  away,  and  the  beauty  of  that 
splendid  fan,  upon  which  he  so  prided  himself,  for  the  time 
being  spoiled;  but  that  was  nothing  to  the  possibility  of  a 
broken  leg  or  wing.  The  tail-feathers  would  grow  again,  and  at 
the  best  they  were  merely  ornamental;  but  a  leg  or  a  wing  was 
quite  another  matter,  and  a  partridge  that  could  not  fly  might 
as  well  give  up  to  the  first  fox  that  happened  along. 

At  the  thought  of  a  fox  Ruff  remembered  the  blood  spots  he 
had  left  on  the  snow,  and  he  knew  that  it  was  very  dangerous 
for  him  to  be  lying  where  he  was,  with  so  plain  a  scent  to  tell 
of  his  whereabouts ;  so  with  a  great  effort  he  wriggled  out  of  the 
snow  and  flew  up  into  a  tree-top.  His  wing  was  not  broken, 
though  it  hurt  him  terribly  to  fly. 

But  it  was  so  cold  in  the  tree-top  that  he  was  numbed  in  a 
few  minutes,  and  the  wind  cut  him  like  a  knife.  He  never  could 
spend  the  night  in  the  tree;  he  would  have  to  find  a  new  spot 
in  which  to  burrow,  and  be  careful  not  to  leave  a  scent  upon 
the  snow.  So  he  picked  out  a  spot  where  it  was  drifted  and 
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the  snow  looked  soft,  and  plunged  down  into  it  with  all  his 
might.  The  force  of  his  flight  carried  him  in  out  of  sight,  and 
the  wind  filled  up  the  hole  and  smoothed  it  over,  so  that  no 
one  would  have  guessed  that  a  live  partridge  lay  buried  in  the 
drift. 

It  was  quite  warm  down  there,  and  Ruff  would  have  been 
comfortable  had  it  not  been  for  his  wounded  leg  and  wing ;  but 
after  a  while  the  cold  snow  began  to  be  so  soothing  to  them, 
drawing  out  the  fever  and  quieting  the  pain,  that  the  bird  soon 
fell  asleep  and  dreamed  of  spring  and  of  drumming  on  the  old 
log  to  call  some  lady  partridge  and  begin  the  spring  courting. 

How  long  he  slept  Ruff  did  not  know,  but  suddenly  he  awoke 
with  the  same  sensation  of  danger  that  he  had  felt  just  before 
the  farmer  shot  him.  He  lay  very  quiet  and  listened,  for  nothing 
is  ever  gained  by  hasty  action  in  a  time  of  danger.  He  could 
hear  a  sound  above  him  like  something  digging,  and  now  and 
then  an  occasional  sniff. 

Ruff’s  feathers  stood  up  with  fright,  and  his  eyes  grew  big 
with  terror;  it  was  Sir  Reynard,  and  the  fox  was  after  him. 

There  was  one  hope  of  escape.  Ruff  had  taken  the  precaution 
to  burrow  several  feet  in  the  snow  toward  a  shallow  place;  he 
now  hoped  to  reach  this  place  in  the  drift  before  the  fox  reached 
him.  He  began  quietly  burrowing  away  from  the  sound  of  the 
fox’s  digging.  He  could  not  work  very  fast,  for  fear  the  fox 
might  hear  him ;  and  all  the  time  Sir  Reynard  was  getting  nearer 
and  nearer  to  him.  It  was  a  fearful  moment  for  Ruff,  but  his 
quick  wit  and  strong  nerve  did  not  forsake  him.  At  last  he 
could  feel  the  snow  giving  above  him,  but  the  fox  was  almost 
upon  him ;  the  partridge  could  hear  his  eager  sniffing  and 
frantic  digging.  With  a  quick  motion  Ruff  brushed  the  snow 
away  and  with  a  whir  of  his  wings  rose  in  the  air,  but  he  was 
not  quicker  than  the  lithe  fox  that  sprang  at  him  as  he  rose. 
There  was  a  snap  of  the  hungry  jaws,  and  Sir  Reynard’s  teeth 
closed  upon  Ruff’s  toes,  but  not  strongly  enough  to  hold  him ; 
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and  the  partridge  broke  away  and  whirred  over  the  tree-tops 
into  the  darkness. 

For  seA^eral  minutes  he  flew  about,  and  then  alighted  in  the 
top  of  a  spruce  to  consider  where  to  spend  the  remainder  of 
this  night,  already  so  filled  with  terrors. 

Ruff  had  barely  settled  in  the  tree-top  when  he  noticed  a 
great  white  object  in  the  branches  above  him,  and  a  moment 
later  he  became  aware  of  two  big  yellow  eyes  looking  hungrily 
down  upon  him.  It  was  the  white  owl,  the  terror  of  the  forest 
at  night.  It  was  lucky  for  Ruff  that  the  top  of  the  spruce  was 
very  thick  and  that  there  were  several  brushy  limbs  between 
him  and  the  owl. 

“Who,  who,”  cried  the  owl,  startled  by  Ruff’s  flight  into  the 
spruce.  It  took  him  a  moment  to  collect  his  wits,  and  then  he 
dived  for  the  partridge ;  but  Ruff,  realizing  his  danger,  slipped 
out  between  the  friendly  branches  of  the  spruce  tree  and  was 
off,  closely  followed  by  his  pursuer. 

Ordinarily  the  owl  would  have  been  no  match  for  the  par¬ 
tridge  in  flight,  but  tonight,  with  his  crippled  wing,  it  was  a 
race  for  life  and  death,  the  owl  having  the  advantage,  as  he 
could  see  better  than  Ruff  by  night.  The  owl  flew  with  a  steady 
flop,  flop,  the  sound  of  which  made  Ruff  anxious,  to  say  the 
least.  But  the  partridge,  with  all  his  native  cunning,  made 
sudden  turns  to  the  right  and  left,  and  each  time  the  owl  would 
fly  by  the  turning-point,  losing  a  few  feet  in  the  race. 

At  last  by  turning,  twisting,  and  dodging,  Ruff  drew  away 
from  his  pursuer  till  he  could  no  longer  hear  the  monotonous 
flop,  flop,  of  his  wings.  Then  he  plunged  into  the  top  of  another 
spruce  to  listen,  and  he  heard  the  owl  go  by  a  few  rods  away, 
the  sound  of  his  wings  dying  in  the  distance.  For  several  min¬ 
utes  Ruff  waited  in  anxious  suspense  for  the  return  of  the  owl; 
but  hearing  nothing,  he  concluded  that  he  had  escaped  his  pur¬ 
suer,  which  was  the  case. 

The  partridge  was  tired  and  cold.  The  wind  rocked  the  tree 
so  violently  that  he  could  not  sleep,  even  had  his  wounds  per- 
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mitted.  He  wondered  whether  it  would  be  better  to  stay  in  the 
tree-top  all  night,  at  the  risk  of  freezing  to  death,  or  to  dive 
again  into  the  snow,  with  a  chance  of  being  picked  up  by  a  fox. 
Surely  the  same  fox  that  had  disturbed  him  before  would  not 
do  it  again  that  night,  for  Ruff’s  flight  from  the  owl  had  carried 
him  several  miles  from  home. 

After  debating  the  question  pro  and  con,  the  partridge 
decided  that  he  would  rather  be  eaten  up  at  once  than  to  freeze 
by  degrees;  so  he  plunged  down  into  the  snow,  and  again  the 
friendly  winds  blew  the  hole  full  and  screened  him  from  all 
prying  eyes. 

Once  safely  tucked  in  his  snow  bed,  where  the  cold  drew  the 
pain  from  his  wound  and  the  warm  blanket  shielded  him  from 
the  wind  and  cold,  Ruff  fell  asleep. 

When  he  awoke  and  wriggled  painfully  out  of  the  snow,  the 
sun  was  shining  brightly ;  and  there  was  no  evidence  of  the  ter¬ 
rible  experiences  of  the  night  before.  Near  at  hand  was  a  birch, 
upon  the  buds  of  which  the  partridge  got  a  hasty  breakfast. 
He  then  took  his  bearings  by  the  sun  and  the  looks  of  the  forest, 
for  he  was  several  miles  from  home,  and  as  he  had  come  in  the 
night,  did  not  at  once  know  what  direction  to  take ;  but  presently 
he  rose  above  the  tree-tops,  and  sailed  away.  To  a  human 
observer  there  would  have  been  very  little  to  go  by,  but  not  so 
with  Ruff.  He  had  been  born  in  the  forest  and  had  always  lived 
there.  He  knew  all  of  its  winding  avenues  and  devious  turnings. 
Straightaway  he  flew  to  the  east,  and  after  half  an  hour’s  flight 
arrived  at  the  old  birch  where  he  had  tried  to  get  his  supper 
the  night  before. 


Notes  and  Questions 

The  ruff  grouse,  sometimes  called  the  pheasant  or  partridge,  one  of 
the  favorite  game  birds  of  the  United  States,  has  become  almost  extinct. 
There  are  three  reasons  for  this:  the  grouse  has  many  enemies  in  his 
own  animal  world;  hunters  are  always  seeking  the  grouse  because  he  is 
excellent  food  and  an  interesting  game  bird;  and  finally  disease  has 
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in  the  past  few  years  killed  this  bird  by  the  thousands.  Several  states 
have  passed  laws  prohibiting  the  shooting  of  the  partridge,  and  the 
disease  seems  now  to  be  under  control. 

1.  List  all  of  the  enemies  that  filled  the  night  with  terror  for  Ruff. 
Which  do  you  think  was  the  most  dangerous?  Why? 

2.  Consult  your  dictionary  to  find  some  other  words  the  author 
could  have  used  instead  of  the  italicized  words  in  the  following: 

(a)  great  branches  groan  and  writhe  (c)  the  bird  plumped  down 

Example:  Could  use  twist  ( d )  quicker  than  the  lithe  fox 

(b)  off  on  a  hazardous  enterprise  (e)  Ruff  was  a  hardy  fellow 

3.  Read  aloud: 

(a)  Lines  which  tell  you  what  kind  of  food  Ruff  liked  best. 

( b )  The  thrilling  escape  from  Sir  Reynard,  the  fox. 

4.  To  see  whether  you  know  how  Ruff  Grouse  avoided  danger, 
answer  the  following  questions: 

(a)  What  was  Ruff’s  reason  for  leaving  the  forest  so  late  at  night? 

(b)  What  terrorizing  experience  did  he  have  with  the  farmer? 

(c)  How  did  he  escape  the  fox  and  the  owl? 

(d)  Where  did  Ruff  find  safety  at  last? 

5.  Below  are  some  new  and  difficult  words  and  phrases  that  you 
may  have  met  for  the  first  time  during  your  reading  of  this  story. 
See  how  many  of  them  you  know.  Use  your  Glossary  if  necessary : 
cropped ,  pellets ,  devious,  pro  and  con ,  drumming,  greening  tree. 

6.  Compton’s  Pictured  Encyclopedia  has  a  picture  of  Ruff  drum¬ 
ming.  You  will  also  enjoy  the  interesting  informational  article, 
“Grouse,”  which  accompanies  the  picture. 

You  will  enjoy  reading  Gay-Neck  (a  story  of  a  carrier  pigeon  in 
India,  simply  and  beautifully  told),  Mukerji. 

Silent  and  Oral  Reading 

Silent  Beading.  This  book  includes  material  for  both  silent  and  oral 
reading.  Some  stories  and  poems  must  be  read  thoughtfully  in  order 
to  gain  the  author’s  full  meaning;  such  reading  cannot  be  done  rapidly. 
In  other  selections  the  meaning  can  be  grasped  easily,  and  the  reading 
may  be  rapid;  in  such  cases  we  read  mainly  for  the  central  thought, 
for  the  story-element. 
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You  read  silently  more  often  than  you  read  aloud  to  others;  you 
should,  therefore,  train  yourself  in  rapid  silent  reading.  Your  training 
in  reading  has  taught  you  to  gather  facts  from  paragraphs  and  to 
hold  in  mind  the  thread  of  the  story  in  short  selections.  But  now  you 
are  to  extend  this  power  steadily  until  you  can  gather  facts  and  follow 
the  unfolding  plot  in  selections  of  greater  length.  A  number  of  stories 
in  this  book  are  long  enough  to  train  you  to  read  a  newspaper,  a  maga¬ 
zine  article,  or  a  book.  And  this  is  precisely  the  ability  you  most  need, 
not  only  in  preparing  lessons  in  history  and  other  school  subjects,  but 
in  all  your  reading  throughout  life.  As  you  train  yourself  to  grasp 
swiftly  and  accurately  the  meaning  of  a  page,  you  increase  your 
ability  to  enjoy  books — one  of  the  most  pleasurable  things  in  life. 

In  preparing  lessons  in  geography  and  history  you  have  an  excellent 
opportunity  to  learn  how  to  gather  facts  quickly  from  the  printed 
page.  These  informational  studies,  however,  do  not  take  the  place  of 
the  reading  lesson  in  literature.  They  offer  additional  opportunity  for 
you  to  increase  speed  in  silent  reading. 

If  from  time  to  time  you  record  your  reading  speed  and  your  thought¬ 
getting  ability,  comparing  your  standing  with  that  of  your  classmates 
and  with  the  standard  for  pupils  of  your  age,  you  will  be  able  to  see 
whether  or  not  you  are  making  satisfactory  progress.  The  standard 
for  members  of  your  class  is  about  250  words  per  minute  with  the 
ability  to  reproduce  after  one  reading  perhaps  half  of  the  ideas  in  a 
400-word  passage. 

Oral  Reading.  You  will  wish  to  read  aloud  certain  passages  in  most 
of  the  selections  in  your  book,  so  that  you  may  better  enjoy  their 
beauty,  their  dramatic  quality,  or  the  forceful  way  in  which  the  author 
has  expressed  his  thoughts.  You  will  find  lines  listed  for  this  purpose 
from  time  to  time.  Sometimes  these  readings  are  intended  for  indi¬ 
vidual  pupils;  sometimes,  particularly  in  dialogue,  they  are  intended 
for  groups. 

In  general,  all  poetry  should  be  read  aloud,  for  much  of  the  beauty 
of  poetry  lies  in  its  rhythm.  The  voice,  with  its  many  possibilities  of 
change,  is  an  important  aid  in  grasping  the  meaning  of  a  poem.  As 
you  listen  to  your  teacher  or  some  other  good  reader,  you  will  appre¬ 
ciate  how  much  pleasure  one  who  has  learned  the  art  of  reading  is 
able  to  give  to  others.  Oral  reading  trains  the  ear  of  the  listener  to 
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become  sensitive  to  a  pleasing  voice,  to  correct  pronunciation,  and  to 
distinct  articulation.  The  poems  in  this  book,  if  properly  read,  will 
reveal  to  you  the  beauty  of  the  language  that  we  speak.  Longfellow 
says,  “Of  equal  honor  with  him  who  writes  a  grand  poem  is  he  who 
reads  it  grandly.” 


PENSIONERS 

Winifred  M.  Letts 

My  Pensioners  who  daily 
Come  here  to  beg  their  fare, 

For  all  their  need  dress  gayly 
And  have  a  jaunty  air. 

With  “Tira-lira-lira — 

Now  of  your  charity 
Pray  help  the  little  brethren 
Of  noble  poverty.” 

One  shines  in  glossy  sable, 

One  wears  a  russet  coat. 

And  one  who  seeks  my  table 
Has  red  about  his  throat. 

With  “Tira-lira-lira—” 

Gay  waistcoat,  speckled  vest, 
Black  cap,  and  fine  blue  bonnet, 
They  all  come  bravely  dressed. 

To  them  I  gladly  scatter 
In  this  their  time  of  need, 

Heap  bread  upon  their  platter 
And  ask  not  for  my  meed; 

But  in  the  jocund  springtime 
Their  songs  give  back  to  me 
A  thousandfold — my  brethren 
Of  noble  poverty. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Why  does  the  poet  refer  to  the  birds  as  “pensioners”  ?  Read 
lines  that  show  in  what  ways  they  are  unlike  ordinary  pensioners. 
When  is  their  time  of  “need”? 

2.  The  poet  is  describing  European  birds  that  do  not  go  away  in 
the  winter  time.  Are  there  any  birds  in  your  locality  that  stay  all  the 
year  round?  If  so,  what  do  you  feed  them  during  the  cold  weather? 

3.  How  is  Winifred  Letts  rewarded  for  feeding  the  birds  in  winter? 
Read  aloud  lines  that  answer  the  question. 

4.  Make  a  plan  in  your  class  for  the  systematic  feeding  of  the  birds 
in  the  school  yards  or  near-by  parks  during  the  coming  winter.  Per¬ 
haps  the  boys  will  enjoy  making  feeding  stations  in  their  manual 
training  classes. 


NO  SANCTUARY 

Edwin  Markham 

(An  event  that  happened  in  November,  1924.) 

Over  the  hills  with  terror-cry, 

An  eagle  burst  into  the  sky. 

Thousands  of  crows  pursued  him,  filling 
The  heavens  with  sounds  of  curse  and  killing. 
They  rushed  in  raucous  murder  crowds, 
Stung  by  some  madness  of  the  clouds. 

Over  my  head  there  came  to  me 
The  thunder  of  an  upper  sea. 

The  noble  bird,  in  desperate  hope, 

Fled  to  a  camp  upon  the  slope, 

Crashed  down  upon  the  men,  that  they 
Might  keep  his  enemies  at  bay. 

It  was  good  reasoning  to  suppose 
That  men  have  higher  souls  than  crows. 
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What  happened  as  a  crowning  proof 
Of  how  divine  a  thing  is  man? 

The  men  saw  tragedy  and  ran 
To  shield  the  bird  beneath  their  roof. 

They  scared  away  the  murder  hands, 

Taking  him  in  with  happy  hands. 

They  brought  him  food  and  water,  glad 
To  soothe  a  fugitive,  terror-mad. 

They  felt  the  thrill  of  his  great  eyes 
That  still  burned  with  the  upper  skies. 

They  loosed  him  then  to  the  airy  spaces, 

To  gladden  upward-looking  faces  .  .  . 

No,  no,  you’re  wrong,  my  pen!  Instead, 

They  got  their  guns  and  shot  him  dead ! 

And  now,  in  bitter  shame,  I  know 
How  little  a  man  transcends  a  crow! 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  The  first  stanza  of  this  poem  gives  you  a  vivid  picture;  describe 
it  in  your  own  words. 

2.  “No  Sanctuary”  is  like  a  story  with  three  brief  chapters.  Sum¬ 
marize  orally  or  in  writing  just  what  took  place  in  each  chapter. 

3.  Did  the  last  four  lines  in  the  poem  surprise  you?  Why  do  you 
think  Markham  used  this  means  to  tell  his  story?  Do  you  agree  with 
the  conclusion  of  the  poet  as  it  is  told  in  the  last  two  lines?  Why? 

4.  Choose  one  of  the  following  topics  to  report  upon  in  class: 

(a)  The  American  eagle 

( b )  A  report  on  the  following  poems,  telling  why  you  would  recom¬ 
mend  them  to  someone  you  wished  to  interest  in  the  protection 
of  birds  and  beasts:  “Stupidity  Street,”  Hodgson;  “The  Cap¬ 
tured  Eagle,”  Gargan;  “The  Snare,”  Stephens;  “The  Birds  of 
Killingworth,”  Longfellow  (all  in  Poetry’s  Plea  for  Animals, 
Clarke). 


A  FAMOUS  BIRD  CLUB 

Ernest  Harold  Baynes 

About  three  hundred  active  bird  clubs  located  throughout  America 
owe  their  organization  to  the  efforts  of  Ernest  Harold  Baynes.  He 
has  stimulated  thousands  to  a  better  appreciation  of  wild  bird  life  and 
taught  them  practical  and  effective  means  of  conservation. 

The  late  Theodore  Roosevelt  was  a  man  who  practiced  what 
he  preached,  and  when  he  said  that  the  cause  of  bird  protection 
was  “entitled  to  the  support  of  every  sensible  man,  woman,  and 
child  in  the  country/’  he  knew  that  the  statement  applied  to 
himself  just  as  much  as  to  anyone  else.  Colonel  Roosevelt  was 
always  interested  in  birds,  and  when  he  was  President  of  the 
United  States,  with  vast  responsibilities  and  endless  work,  he 
still  found  time  to  collect  the  material  for  his  book,  Birds  of 
the  White  House  Grounds.  So  it  was  fitting  that  one  of  the 
foremost  bird  clubs  in  the  world  should  be  organized  in  his 
home,  and  that  he  should  become  its  president. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  night.  It  was  the  fourteenth  of  May, 
1915,  and  I  had  just  delivered  an  illustrated  lecture  on  “How 
to  Attract  Wild  Birds”  in  a  large  room  of  the  simple  dwelling 
which,  with  the  grounds  about  it,  is  called  “Sagamore  Hill.” 

My  audience  was  composed  chiefly  of  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Roose¬ 
velt’s  friends  and  neighbors.  At  the  close  of  the  lecture  there 
was  free  discussion  of  the  subject,  and  many  questions  were 
asked  and  answered.  Then,  as  I  always  do  at  the  close  of  this 
lecture,  I  suggested  that  a  local  bird  club  be  organized.  The 
suggestion  was  accepted,  and  the  audience  voted  to  organize 
the  club  then  and  there.  Colonel  Roosevelt  was  chosen  as  the 
first  president,  and  it  was  named  “The  Bird  Club  of  Long 
Island.” 
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Had  the  birds  known  how  important  a  night  this  was  for 
them,  I  am  sure  that  they  would  have  sent  delegates  from  all 
parts  of  the  country  to  Sagamore  Hill  to  express  their  grati¬ 
tude  in  song. 

Colonel  Roosevelt  at  once  wrote  an  appeal  which  was  sent 
out  to  hundreds  of  his  “fellow  Long-Islanders,”  as  he  called 
them,  asking  them  to  help  him  forward  the  objects  of  the  new 
Bird  Club.  In  speaking  of  the  work  to  he  done,  Colonel  Roose¬ 
velt  said: 

“The  preservation  of  the  birds  is  of  great  economic  impor¬ 
tance  to  all  of  us,  and  especially  to  the  farmers  because  of  the 
war  they  make  upon  the  insect  foes  which  are  the  most  danger¬ 
ous  enemies  of  farm,  garden,  and  woodland. 

“Our  aim  should  be  threefold:  first,  to  put  a  stop  to  all 
molestation  of  beautiful  and  useful  birds  by  man  or  by  the 
domestic  creatures  which  man  can  control;  second,  to  encourage 
these  birds  by  making  existence  easier  for  them;  third,  to  war 
against  their  natural  foes. 

“As  regards  the  first  and  most  important  object,  every  effort 
should  be  made  to  teach  our  boys  the  beauty  of  wild  life  and 
the  immense  attractiveness  that  birds  give  by  their  presence 
around  our  houses  and  in  the  woods. 

“Entirely  apart  from  their  usefulness,  we  should  understand 
that  the  mere  presence  of  birds,  the  chance  of  observing  their 
habits  and  listening  to  their  singing,  ought  to  give  us  the 
pleasure  we  get  from  looking  at  beautiful  pictures  or  listening 
to  good  music.” 

The  president  then  spoke  of  the  fine  work  which  could  be 
done  by  the  Boy  Scouts  in  protecting  birds,  and  pointed  out 
that  it  should  be  a  matter  of  honorable  obligation  among  both 
men  and  boys  never  to  molest  birds  in  any  way,  and  to  take 
prompt  action  against  those  who  do  molest  them.  He  made  a 
special  plea  for  the  quail,  which  he  said  was  now  so  rare  that 
it  should  never  be  shot. 
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He  spoke  of  the  domestic  cat  as  an  inveterate  enemy  of  those 
birds  which  it  is  most  desirable  to  save  and  expressed  regret 
that  there  was  not  a  license  for  cats.  Finally  he  told  his  neigh¬ 
bors  how  birds  might  be  attracted  to  the  home  grounds  by 
means  of  baths  and  drinking-places  in  summer,  food  in  winter, 
and  bird  houses  and  shelves  during  the  nesting  season. 

From  that  moment  the  bird  club  became  a  power  for  good. 
Hundreds  of  people  from  all  parts  of  Long  Island  hastened  to 
join  it,  and  then  helped  to  forward  its  objects.  They  repre¬ 
sented  about  fifty  chapters  or  branches  of  the  organization,  and 
each  branch  began  to  interest  its  own  town  or  village  in  birds 
and  bird  protection.  They  set  an  example  not  only  by  feeding 
the  birds  in  winter,  by  giving  them  water  in  summer,  and  by 
putting  up  nesting  boxes  in  the  spring  and  autumn,  but  also 
by  calling  neighbors’  meetings  to  discuss  bird  problems. 

From  time  to  time  the  club  issued  leaflets  to  tell  the  mem¬ 
bers  what  kinds  of  food  to  put  out  for  the  birds,  how  to  make 
bird  baths  and  bird  houses,  and  what  kind  of  trees  and  shrubs 
to  plant  in  order  to  attract  birds  to  the  gardens  and  farms. 

Large  areas  of  field  and  woodland  were  set  apart  as  bird 
sanctuaries,  and  around  them  were  posted  signs  forbidding  the 
shooting  of  birds.  Lecturers  on  bird  life  were  sent  to  the 
schools  to  interest  the  pupils  in  the  club,  and  prizes  were  offered 
for  the  best  bird  houses  and  photographs  of  birds. 

Soon  thousands  of  people  who  had  never  thought  much  about 
such  things  before  were  enjoying  the  companionship  of  their 
feathered  neighbors.  To  give  just  one  example  of  the  pleasure 
they  got,  I  will  tell  you  about  a  member  who  was  ill  and  who 
had  to  stay  in  bed  all  winter.  She  kept  her  windows  open  day 
and  night,  and  when  her  meals  were  brought  to  her,  her  little 
bird  friends  would  fly  in,  alight  on  the  bed,  and  help  them¬ 
selves  to  whatever  they  wanted  from  her  tray. 

But  perhaps  the  best  work  of  the  club  was  not  on  Long  Island 
at  all.  It  was  done  indirectly  in  scores  of  towns  and  villages 
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Notes  and  Questions 

At  Oyster  Bay,  New  York,  there  is  a  most  fitting  memorial  to 
Theodore  Roosevelt,  great  lover  and  interpreter  of  bird  life,  known  as 
the  Theodore  Roosevelt  Bird  Sanctuary.  This  twelve-acre  tract  of 
land  is  set  aside  as  a  home  for  birds  where  members  of  the  Audubon 
Society  or  naturalists  are  allowed  to  enter  and  study  the  daily  habits 
of  birds.  The  general  public  is  allowed  in  only  one  section  of  the 
sanctuary;  that  is  the  Court  of  the  Fountain,  a  beautiful  garden  filled 
with  trees  and  shrubs,  in  the  center  of  which  is  an  exquisite  bit  of 


throughout  the  country,  where  the  people  heard  of  the  inter¬ 
esting  things  accomplished  around  Oyster  Bay  by  Colonel  Roose¬ 
velt  and  his  splendid  bird  club,  and  determined  to  follow  his 
good  example  by  organizing  bird  clubs  of  their  own.  In  this 
way  the  good  work  is  spreading  over  the  country.  I  hope  that 
each  pupil  who  reads  this  story  will  play  his  part  well  in  the 
great  movement,  by  starting  a  bird  club,  or  by  helping  to  make 
a  success  of  one  which  has  already  been  started. 
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statuary  from  which  water  plays  in  a  shining  cascade.  This  fountain 
was  executed  by  Bessie  Porter  Vonnoh,  well-known  sculptress;  it  shows 
two  little  children  feeding  and  giving  water  to  pigeons.  The  fountain 
is  surrounded  by  a  cat-proof  fence,  and  water  is  piped  to  the  bird  baths 
in  various  parts  of  the  sanctuary. 

1.  The  first  aim  of  the  “Long  Island  Bird  Club’’  was  “to  put  a  stop 
to  all  molestation  of  beautiful  and  useful  birds  by  man  or  by  domestic 
creatures  which  man  can  control.”  What  was  the  second  aim?  the 
third  aim? 

2.  Which  of  the  following  sentences  best  tells  what  Ernest  Harold 
Baynes  wanted  you  to  learn  by  reading  “A  Famous  Bird  Club”? 

(а)  Colonel  Roosevelt  was  always  interested  in  birds. 

(б)  Boy  Scouts  could  do  fine  work  protecting  birds. 

(c)  The  domestic  cat  is  an  enemy  of  those  birds  which  it  is  most 
desirable  to  save. 

( d )  The  bird  club  became  a  power  for  good. 

( e )  You  may  form  a  similar  bird  club  in  your  own  neighborhood. 

(/)  A  bird  club  should  be  formed  in  each  town  and  village  in 

America. 

3.  What  suggestions  for  the  care  and  protection  of  birds  do  you 
gain  from  this  article  which  you  may  put  into  practice  without  the  help 
of  someone  else?  What  suggestions  does  Baynes  give  that  will  help 
you  in  the  organization  of  a  Bird  Club  of  your  own?  Write  to  the 
Department  of  Agriculture,  Conservation  Committee,  Washington, 
D.  C.,  asking  for  materials  which  will  help  you  in  your  work  of  bird 
conservation  and  in  the  organization  of  a  club  of  your  own. 

4.  Prepare  an  oral  report  or  write  a  paragraph  summary  on  one 
of  the  following : 

(a)  A  live  fox  in  the  woods  is  good  hunting  so  long  as  he  is  alive. 

(5)  A  gray  goose  honking  down  the  sky  is  better  sport  than  the 
same  thing  trussed  upon  the  table. 

( c )  Stop  killing  and  start  creating. 

( d )  Stop  hunting  and  start  watching. 

( e )  Stop  hating  and  start  loving. 
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Work- Type  and  Recreational  Reading 

Yon  have  discovered  by  this  time  that  you  read  for  many  purposes; 
for  example,  you  read  “A  Famous  Bird  Club,”  by  Baynes,  to  gain 
information  which  would  aid  you  in  forming  a  similar  club.  You  will 
read  “Our  Vanishing  Wild  Flowers,”  by  Hanson,  to  learn  how  you 
may  assist  in  the  protection  of  nature,  and  thus  perform  a  civic  duty. 
You  read  “A  Night  with  Ruff  Grouse,”  by  Hawkes,  to  discover  what 
natural  enemies  the  grouse  has  to  overcome  and  to  learn  how  you  may 
be  of  personal  service  in  the  protection  of  these  interesting  game  birds. 
Reading  for  these  purposes  we  call  work-type  reading.  It  has  to  do  with 
our  Avork  in  discovering  new  facts  and  how  we  may  apply  these  facts 
in  our  own  lives.  Thus  most  of  your  lessons  in  history,  geography, 
civics,  arithmetic,  and  science  call  for  work-type  reading.  Almost  all 
of  the  reading  that  you  do  in  school  for  the  definite  increase  of  knowl¬ 
edge  may  be  called  work-type  reading. 

Recreational  reading  is  simply  reading  for  wholesome  enjoyment. 
You  probably  would  say  that  your  reading  of  “The  Blind  Setter,”  by 
Derieux,  was  recreational,  because  you  read  it  for  pleasure.  In  your 
leisure  moments  in  school,  at  home,  or  in  the  library  you  choose  a  good 
book  to  read  for  recreation;  for  example,  The  Spirit  of  the  Leader , 
by  Heyliger,  Wild  Animals  I  Have  Known ,  by  Seton,  are  books  which 
were  written  for  you  to  enjoy.  Almost  all  poems  should  be  read  for 
pleasure.  If  you  read  them  aloud,  others  also  may  learn  to  love  them. 

Throughout  life  you  will  find  occasion  to  use  both  work-type  and 
recreational  reading,  since  both  types  contribute  to  your  work  and 
to  your  play.  Follow  carefully  the  suggestions  given  in  your  book 
and  by  your  teacher,  so  that  you  may  develop  the  proper  skills  in 
reading. 


TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY 

Kobert  Burns 


Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow’r, 

Thou’s  met  me  in  an  evil  hour ; 

For  I  maun1  crush  amang  the  stoure2 
Thy  slender  stem. 

To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow’r, 

Thon  bonnie3  gem. 

Alas !  it’s  no  thy  neebor  sweet, 

The  bonnie  Lark,  companion  meet, 

Bending  thee  ’mang  the  dewy  weet,4 
Wi’  speckled  breast! 

When  upward-springing,  blythe,  to  greet 
The  purpling  east. 

Cauld  blew  the  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth; 

Yet  cheerfully  thou  glinted  forth 
Amid  the  storm, 

Scarce  reared  above  the  parent-earth 
Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flow’rs  our  gardens  yield, 

High  shelt’ring  woods  and  wa’s5  maun  shield, 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield6 
O’  clod  or  stane, 

Adorns  the  histie7  stibble8-field, 


Unseen,  alane, 


maun,  must 
stoure,  dust 
bonnie,  pretty 
weet,  wet 


5  wa’s,  walls 

6  bield,  shelter 

7  histie,  barren 

8  stibble,  stubble 
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There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad, 

Thy  snawie  bosom  sunward  spread, 

Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 
In  humble  guise; 

But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed, 

And  low  thou  lies ! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  Bard, 

On  life’s  rough  ocean  luckless  starred! 

Unskillful  he  to  note  the  card1 
Of  prudent  lore, 

Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 

And  whelm  him  o’er ! 

Such  fate  to  suffering  worth  is  giv’n, 

Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striv’n, 

By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv’n 
To  mis’ry’s  brink; 

Till  wrench’d  of  ev’ry  stay  but  Heav’n, 

He  ruin’d,  sink! 

Ev’n  thou  who  mourn’st  the  Daisy’s  fate, 

That  fate  is  thine — no  distant  date; 

Stern  Ruin’s  plowshare  drives,  elate, 

Full  on  thy  bloom, 

Till  crush’d  beneath  the  furrow’s  weight 
Shall  be  thy  doom ! 

Notes  and  Questions 

Robert  Burns  (1759-1796)  was  a  Scotch  poet,  whose  home  was  near 
Ayr,  in  Scotland.  His  life  was  short  and  filled  with  poverty  and  hard¬ 
ship,  but  he  was  able  to  wTrite  sweet  songs  and  sincere  poems,  because 
he  saw  beauty  in  the  common  things  of  life  and  had  a  heart  full  of 
sympathy.  He  wrote  this  poem  at  a  time  when  he  was  in  great  trouble. 


1  card,  compass-face 
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His  farm  was  turning  out  badly,  the  soil  was  sour  and  wet,  his  crops 
were  failures,  and  he  saw  nothing  but  ruin  before  him.  Burns’s  tender¬ 
ness  and  sympathy  are  shown  in  this  poem  by  his  description  of  the 
way  he  felt  when  he  saw  that  he  had  crushed  the  flower. 


1.  How  does  the  English  daisy,  which  Burns  describes  in  the  first 
line  of  the  poem,  differ  from  the  daisy  that  you  know,  the  American 
daisy  ? 

2.  Is  this  poem  a  lyric?  How  do  you  know? 

3.  Tell  in  your  own  words  the  incident  related  in  the  first  stanza? 
What  do  you  learn  about  the  character  of  Burns  from  your  reading 
of  this  poem?  What  do  you  know  about  the  lark  that  helps  you  to 
understand  why  it  is  called  the  daisy’s  “companion”  and  “neebor”? 

4.  Explain  the  meaning  of  each  of  the  following  phrases.  Turn  to 
your  Glossary  for  help. 

companion  meet  (p.  84)  card  of  prudent  lore  (p.  85) 

purpling  east  (p.  84)  whelm  him  o’er  (p.  85) 

parent-earth  (p.  84)  suffering  worth  (p.  85) 

luckless  starred  (p.  85)  wrench’d  of  ev’ry  stay  (p.  85) 


SWEET  PEAS 

John  Keats 

Here  are  sweet  peas,  on  tiptoe  for  a  flight, 

With  wings  of  gentle  flush  o’er  delicate  white, 
And  taper  fingers  catching  at  all  things, 

To  bind  them  all  about  with  tiny  rings. 

Linger  a  while  upon  some  bending  planks 
That  lean  against  a  streamlet’s  rushy  banks, 

And  watch  intently  Nature’s  gentle  doings; 

They  will  be  found  softer  than  ringdove’s  cooings. 
How  silent  comes  the  water  round  that  bend ! 

Not  the  minutest  whisper  does  it  send 
To  the  o’erhanging  sallows;  blades  of  grass 
Slowly  across  the  checkered  shadows  pass. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

John  Keats,  an  English  poet,  died  at  an  early  age,  before  he  realized 
that  he  had  written  some  of  the  world’s  most  beautiful  lyrics. 

1.  Describe  the  scene  of  the  poem  in  your  own  words.  Read  the 
lines  which  describe  the  sweet  pea.  How  does  the  poet  make  you  feel 
the  light,  fairy-like  quality  of  the  flower! 

2.  What  are  some  of  “Nature’s  gentle  doings”  that  one  would  prob¬ 
ably  see  and  hear  near  the  “streamlet’s  rushy  banks”!  The  poet  tells 
of  the  perfect  stillness  of  the  moving  water  in  the  stream  in  line  9. 
What  words  in  the  preceding  lines  prepare  you  for  the  stillness! 

THE  TULIP  GARDEN 

Amy  Lowell 

Guarded  within  the  old  red  wall’s  embrace, 

Marshaled  like  soldiers  in  gay  company, 

The  tulips  stand  arrayed.  Here  infantry 
Wheels  out  into  the  sunlight.  What  bold  grace 
Sets  off  their  tunics,  white  with  crimson  lace ! 

Here  are  platoons  of  gold-froeked  cavalry, 

With  scarlet  sabers  tossing  in  the  eye 
Of  purple  batteries,  every  gun  in  place. 

Forward  they  come,  with  flaunting  colors  spread, 

W7ith  torches  burning,  stepping  out  in  time 

To  some  quick,  unheard  march.  Our  ears  are  dead; 

We  cannot  catch  the  tune.  In  pantomime 
Parades  that  army.  With  our  utmost  powers 
We  hear  the  wind  stream  through  a  bed  of  flowers. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  To  what  does  the  poet  compare  the  tulips!  What  colors  do  the 
different  divisions  of  the  army  wear!  Read  the  lines  which  bring  out 
the  dignity  of  the  tulips. 

2.  What  words  in  the  poem  give  you  the  feeling  of  action!  Give 
in  your  own  words  the  setting  used  by  the  poet  for  the  tulip  garden. 


THE  DAFFODILS 

William  Wordsworth 

I  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud 

That  floats  on  high  o’er  vales  and  hills, 
When  all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd, 

A  host,  of  golden  daffodils, 

Beside  the  lake,  beneath  the  trees, 
Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

Continuous  as  the  stars  that  shine 
And  twinkle  on  the  milky  way, 

They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a  bay. 

Ten  thousand  saw  I  at  a  glance, 

Tossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced ;  but  they 
Outdid  the  sparkling  waves  in  glee ; 

A  poet  could  not  but  be  gay 
In  such  a  jocund  company; 

I  gazed — and  gazed — but  little  thought 
What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  brought 

For  oft  when  on  my  couch  I  lie 
In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood, 

They  flash  upon  that  inward  eye 
Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude ; 

And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure  fills, 
And  dances  with  the  daffodils. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

William  Wordsworth  was  born  and  lived  most  of  his  life  in  the 
beautiful  Lake  Country  of  Northern  England.  Most  of  his  poems  were 
written  about  the  flowers,  birds,  trees,  and  the  simple  country  folk 
about  him. 

1.  What  three  characteristics  of  the  daffodil  catch  the  imagination 
of  the  poet?  In  what  mood  was  the  poet  when  he  met  the  “crowd”? 
To  what  does  he  compare  the  daffodils  in  the  first  stanza?  Read  the 
lines  which  give  you  an  idea  of  the  number  of  flowers  that  greeted 
the  poet’s  eye. 

2.  What  wealth  did  the  scene  bring  to  Wordsworth?  What  similar 
scene  have  you  enjoyed  which  continues  to  bring  you  pleasure?  Which 
lines  particularly  express  life  and  gayety? 

3.  Read  lines,  phrases,  or  stanzas  from  “The  Daffodils”  that  show 
that  the  poet  had : 

(a)  A  love  of  beauty. 

( b )  A  vivid  imagination. 

4.  Tell  why  this  is  a  lyrical  poem.  What  type  of  man  do  you  think 
Wordsworth  was,  basing  your  opinion  on  this  poem?  You  may  enjoy 
reading  “Daffodils  Return,”  by  Bliss  Carman  (in  Later  Poems),  and 
comparing  it  with  this  poem. 


Learning  by  Heart 

You  will  wish  to  learn  by  heart  some  of  the  beautiful  thoughts 
brought  to  you  by  the  Nature  poets,  so  that  these  gems  may  be  vTith 
you  always.  The  memorizing  of  literary  selections  has  many  distinct 
educational  advantages.  It  enriches  your  vocabulary  and  gives  you  a 
storehouse  of  beautiful  expressions.  It  supplies  you  with  a  number 
of  interesting  thoughts  artistically  expressed,  a  permanent  store  of 
literary  treasures  which  you  can  quote  at  will.  Plan  to  memorize  the 
poems,  or  parts  of  poems,  you  like  best,  and  also  certain  prose  pas¬ 
sages  that  appeal  to  you.  Perhaps  you  will  wish  to  learn  a  part  or 
all  cf  “The  Daffodils.” 


TO  THE  DANDELION 

James  Russell  Lowell 

Dear  common  flower,  that  grow’st  beside  the  way, 
Fringing  the  dusty  road  with  harmless  gold, 

First  pledge  of  blithesome  May, 

Which  children  pluck,  and,  full  of  pride,  uphold, 
High-hearted  buccaneers,  o’erjoyed  that  they 
An  El  Dorado  in  the  grass  have  found, 

Which  not  the  rich  earth’s  ample  round 
May  watch  in  wealth — thou  art  more  dear  to  me 
Than  all  the  prouder  summer-blooms  may  be. 


Gold  such  as  thine  ne’er  drew  the  Spanish  prow 
Through  the  primeval  hush  of  Indian  seas, 

Nor  wrinkled  the  lean  brow 
Of  age,  to  rob  the  lover’s  heart  of  ease ; 

’Tis  the  spring’s  largess,  which  she  scatters  now 
To  rich  and  poor  alike,  with  lavish  hand, 

Though  most  hearts  never  understand 
To  take  it  at  God’s  value,  but  pass  by 
The  offered  wealth  with  unrewarded  eye. 


Thou  art  my  tropics  and  mine  Italy; 

To  look  at  thee  unlocks  a  warmer  clime ; 

The  eyes  thou  givest  me 
Are  in  the  heart,  and  heed  not  space  or  time; 

Not  in  mid- June  the  golden-cuirassed  bee 
Feels  a  more  summer-like  warm  ravishment 
In  the  white  lily’s  breezy  tent, 
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His  fragrant  Sybaris,  than  I,  when  first 
From  the  dark  green  thy  yellow  circles  burst. 

Then  think  I  of  deep  shadows  on  the  grass — 

Of  meadows  where  in  sun  the  cattle  graze, 

Where,  as  the  breezes  pass, 

The  gleaming  rushes  lean  a  thousand  ways — 

Of  leaves  that  slumber  in  a  cloudy  mass, 

Or  whiten  in  the  wind — of  waters  blue 

That  from  the  distance  sparkle  through 
Some  woodland  gap — and  of  a  sky  above, 

Where  one  white  cloud  like  a  stray  lamb  doth  move. 


My  childhood’s  earliest  thoughts  are  linked  with  thee; 
The  sight  of  thee  calls  back  the  robin’s  song, 

Who,  from  the  dark  old  tree 
Beside  the  door,  sang  clearly  all  day  long, 

And  I,  secure  in  childish  piety, 

Listened  as  if  I  heard  an  angel  sing 

With  news  from  heaven,  which  he  could  bring 
Fresh  every  day  to  my  untainted  ears, 

When  birds  and  flowers  and  I  were  happy  peers. 


How  like  a  prodigal  doth  Nature  seem, 

When  thou,  for  all  thy  gold,  so  common  art ! 

Thou  teachest  me  to  deem 
More  sacredly  of  every  human  heart, 

Since  each  reflects  in  joy  its  scanty  gleam 
Of  heaven,  and  could  some  wondrous  secret  show 
Did  we  but  pay  the  love  we  owe, 

And  with  a  child’s  undoubting  wisdom  look 
On  all  these  living  pages  of  God’s  book. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

James  Russell  Lowell,  an  American  poet  and  essayist,  lived  in  the 
same  neighborhood  and  about  the  same  time  as  William  Cullen  Bryant. 
This  great  poet  and  teacher  during  his  lifetime  gained  the  affection 
and  admiration  of  Americans  and  Europeans  as  well.  Lowell  stands 
out  today  as  one  of  America’s  greatest  literary  men.  You  will  later 
read  one  of  the  masterpieces  of  American  literature,  “The  Vision  of 
Sir  Launfal,”  written  by  Lowell. 

1.  In  the  first  two  lines  Lowell  intimates  that  the  dandelion  is  doing 
some  favor  for  mankind;  what  is  it?  Explain  why  he  refers  to  the 
dandelion  as  a  “dear  common  flower.”  To  what  does  the  poet  compare 
the  gold  of  the  dandelions  in  the  second  stanza? 

2.  What  great  lesson  does  this  common  flower  teach  the  poet  ?  What 
do  you  understand  is  the  meaning  of  “God’s  Book”? 

3.  Wild  flowers  need  protection  just  as  birds  do.  In  what  ways  can 
we  protect  wild  flowers?  Give  examples  of  instances  in  which  the  law 
protects  flowers. 

4.  The  poet  has  used  several  phrases  in  these  lines  that  may  be 
difficult  for  you  to  understand.  Look  these  up  in  the  Glossary: 

pledge  of  blithesome  May  (p.  90) 
high-hearted  buccaneers  (p.  90) 
dreAV  the  Spanish  prow  (p.  90) 
primeval  hush  (p.  90) 
unlocks  a  warmer  clime  (p.  90) 
deem  more  sacredly  (p.  91) 
living  pages  of  God’s  book  (p.  91) 

5.  You  will  also  wish  to  know  the  meaning  of :  El  Dorado ,  golden- 
cuirass  ed,  Sybaris. 


OUR  VANISHING  WILD  FLOWERS 

Albert  A.  Hanson 

When  Columbus  reached  America,  he  discovered  a  land  rich 
in  the  gifts  of  nature.  The  exploration  of  the  white  man,  how¬ 
ever,  left  a  trail  of  slaughter  and  wanton  destruction,  a  van¬ 
dalism  that  continued  until  the  wild  pigeon,  the  whooping 
crane,  the  trumpeter  swan,  and  other  species  were  completely 
destroyed,  the  roving  millions  of  bison  of  our  western  plains 
were  reduced  to  a  few  score  of  individuals,  and  the  golden 
plover,  California  sea  lion,  and  brown  pelican  were  threatened 
with  extinction. 

So  alarming  did  this  danger  become  that  numerous  organiza¬ 
tions  were  formed  for  protection  from  it.  As  a  result  of  their 
efforts,  the  bison  was  saved  from  extermination  by  the  segrega¬ 
tion  and  protection  of  the  few  remaining  herds.  The  wholesale 
slaughter  of  Alaskan  wild  birds  by  pot  hunters  was  curbed  by 
an  edict  of  the  President  of  the  United  States,  establishing  the 
Yukon  River  Preserve  as  a  refuge,  and  the  pelicans  were  res¬ 
cued  from  threatened  extinction  by  the  setting  aside  of  their 
principal  breeding  grounds  as  sanctuaries.  In  scores  of  other 
ways  the  work  of  these  organizations  has  saved  many  animal 
species  from  total  extinction. 

Let  us  now  turn  to  the  world  of  plant  life  and  see  what  has 
happened.  As  in  the  animal  world,  numerous  species  have  been 
exterminated,  and  the  work  of  destruction  and  devastation  goes 
merrily  on,  almost  unheeded  and  unchecked.  We  have  been 
fairly  well  educated  to  the  idea  of  protecting  our  birds  and 
bison,  but  how  many  of  us  would  refrain  from  picking  a  wild 
orchid,  even  though  we  knew  the  plant  to  be  rarer  in  its  occur¬ 
rence  than  buffalo? 
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The  writings  of  the  early  botanical  explorers  contained  fre¬ 
quent  admiring  allusions  to  the  wondrous  profusion  of  lady’s- 
slippers  in  the  Appalachian  region.  Today,  the  occurrence  of 
this  species  is  comparatively  rare,  while  in  wide  areas  of  former 
abundance  the  plant  is  practically  extinct. 

Twenty  years  ago  one  of  the  show  places  near  Washington, 
D.  C.,  was  the  massed  growth  of  redbud  (Judas  tree),  occurring 
naturally  for  several  miles  along  the  banks  of  the  canal  leading 
to  Great  Falls.  Each  spring  the  showy  red-purple  blossoms, 
extending  into  the  distance  as  far  as  the  eye  could  see,  appeared 
in  such  glorious  profusion  as  to  present  a  sight  of  rare,  natural 
splendor  and  beauty.  This  magnificent  display  is  today  but  a 
memory;  an  individual  tree  growing  here  and  there  bears  mute 
evidence  of  the  vandalism  of  the  past.  One  need  only  go  to  a 
near-by  road  during  the  redbud  flowering  season  and  witness 
the  masses  of  branches  offered  for  sale  to  automobile  parties  by 
youthful  venders  to  ascertain  the  reason  for  this  rapid  process 
of  extermination. 

Consider  the  arbutus,  that  sweet  flower  so  endeared  to  our 
hearts  by  tradition  and  sentiment.  Within  the  memory  of  the 
present  generation  this  lovely  plant  occurred  in  abundance, 
affording  much  joy  and  pleasure  during  those  early  spring  days 
when  the  slightest  touch  of  green  and  the  most  humble  flower 
were  welcome  relief  from  the  dreary  landscapes  of  the  recent 
winter.  Today  the  arbutus  has  ceased  to  exist  in  large  numbers ; 
moreover,  it  has  been  locally  exterminated  in  many  regions.  In 
a  Pennsylvania  county  this  plant  was  destroyed  in  the  short 
space  of  five  years !  It  has  disappeared  within  a  wide  radius  of 
Washington,  D.  C. 

When  the  state  of  Massachusetts  adopted  arbutus  (called 
Mayflower  in  New  England)  as  the  state  flower,  it  was  done 
with  little  realization  that  by  so  doing  a  demand  would  be 
created  which  has  threatened  the  very  existence  of  the  species. 

To  the  list  of  disappearing  plants  already  mentioned  may 
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be  added  the  pitcher  plant,  yellow  lady’s-slipper,  fringed  gen¬ 
tian,  walking  fern,  all  wild  orchids  and  lilies,  ground  pine, 
wild  azalea,  bird’s-foot  violet,  trillium,  cardinal  flower,  bunch- 
berry,  jack-in-the-pulpit,  painted  cup,  star  flower,  Indian  pipe, 
Solomon’s  seal,  pipsissewa,  and  a  host  of  others.  It  will  be 
noticed  that  the  handsomest  species  are  disappearing ,  leaving 
the  less  attractive  plants  to  take  their  places.  In  other  words, 
our  wild  flora  is  gradually  losing  its  attractiveness.  Surely,  a 
realization  of  this  must  cause  a  tightening  of  the  heartstrings 
of  those  who  have  participated  in  the  tragedy. 

This  unfortunate  change  in  our  flora  is  attributed  to  many 
reasons,  but  one  of  the  principal  causes  is  our  uncontrolled 
desire  to  pick  wild  flowers  indiscriminately.  Strange  as  it  may 
seem,  folks  who  love  the  plants  most  are  the  chief  contributors 
to  wild  flower  extermination.  They  are  well-meaning,  con¬ 
siderate,  and  kindly  disposed,  but  in  their  ignorance  they  are 
despoilers  of  the  beauty  of  the  flora  to  an  extent  little  short 
of  vandalism.  They  invade  the  countryside  in  automobiles, 
which  are  brought  back  to  the  city  heaped  high  with  branches 
of  flowering  dogwood  and  redbud.  They  penetrate  the  woods, 
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and  return  with  huge  armfuls  or  basketfuls  of  the  woodland’s 
loveliest  plants !  They  decorate  their  churches  with  the  lilies  of 
the  field,  their  houses  with  ground  pine  and  evergreens.  Each 
spring  these  hordes  descend  upon  the  fields,  the  forest,  and  the 
meadow,  tearing  out  that  which  they  do  not  want,  great  heaps 
of  wilting  plants  soon  to  be  cast  by  the  roadside  in  withered 
masses.  Wanton  and  indiscriminate,  criminal  and  wicked  in 
results,  but  actuated  by  kindly,  esthetic  impulses ;  oddly,  indeed, 
is  their  love  of  nature  demonstrated  by  destroying  her  fairest 
products  in  such  unlimited  quantities.  They  do  not  know  that 
the  function  of  a  flower  is  to  produce  seed,  so  that  the  plant 
may  perpetuate  its  kind.  They  are  astonished  when  told  that 
their  indiscriminate  picking  is  robbing  the  plants  of  their  right 
to  live. 

What,  then,  is  the  remedy?  There  is  but  one  answer — edu¬ 
cation.  Fifty  years  ago  a  man  could  kill  wild  pigeons  without 
fear  of  reproach  from  his  fellows,  but  today  birds  are  protected 
by  both  sentiment  and  law.  A  similar  robust  sentiment  must 
be  created  for  the  wild  plants,  a  sentiment  which  will  make 
indiscriminate  gathering  unfashionable.  To  some  the  economic 
value  of  the  disappearing  plants  will  make  the  strongest  appeal. 
Wild  plants,  especially  the  handsomer  varieties,  furnish  nectar 
from  which  thousands  of  dollars’  worth  of  honey  is  made 
annually  by  busy  bees. 

The  destruction  of  wild  plants  means  the  killing  of  numerous 
birds  by  winter  starvations,  since  many  birds  depend  upon 
them  for  food,  and  the  killing  of  birds  means  the  purchasing 
of  insecticides,  inasmuch  as  birds  are  the  natural  enemies  of 
insects,  destroying  them  in  large  numbers.  Again,  the  destruc¬ 
tion  of  the  handsome  wild  plants  frequently  is  accompanied  by 
the  lowering  of  real  estate  values  in  suburbs  and  resorts,  since 
the  beauty  of  the  flora  has  much  to  do  with  the  value  of  near-by 
building  sites. 

Some  people  are  discouraged  in  their  vandalistic  tendencies 
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by  the  dictates  of  laws.  Thus  in  Maryland  a  law  prohibits  the 
picking  of  wild  plants  without  the  consent  of  the  owners  of 
the  premises  on  which  they  grow.  Several  other  states  have 
enacted  legislation  designed  to  protect  the  flora. 

By  far  the  greatest  number  will  be  influenced  to  protect  the 
flora  by  the  creation  of  a  healthy  sentiment  in  favor  of  the 
endangered  plants.  It  must  not  be  understood  that  the  picking 
of  wild  flowers  should  be  prohibited,  but  such  gathering  should 
be  done  in  a  spirit  of  thoughtfulness  and  consideration.  The 
following  suggestions  are  offered  which,  if  followed,  will  result 
in  adequate  protection  to  the  wild  flora: 

1.  Always  allow  a  sufficient  number  of  flowers  to  remain  to  mature 
seed  and  so  perpetuate  the  species. 

2.  Allow  the  roots  and  other  underground  parts  to  remain  undisturbed. 
To  do  this,  cut  the  flowers  with  a  pair  of  scissors  or  a  knife. 

3.  Never  tear  out  the  creeping  stems  of  plants  such  as  ground  pine 
and  arbutus.  The  flowering  stems  of  the  arbutus  may  be  picked  with 
impunity  if  the  creeping  stem  is  left  undisturbed. 

4.  Discourage  the  decorating  of  houses  and  churches  with  ferns,  ever¬ 
greens,  etc. 

5.  Pick  an  abundance  of  daisies,  chicory,  wild  asters,  buttercups,  and 
other  handsome,  but  troublesome,  plants.  Many  weeds  produce  beautiful 
flowers. 

6.  Start  a  wild-flower  garden.  Seeds  should  preferably  be  used  for 
this  purpose. 

7.  If  you  are  a  teacher,  substitute  cultivated  plants  for  rare  wild 
plants  in  school  work  whenever  practicable. 

8.  If  you  own  woodland  property,  set  a  few  acres  aside  as  a  Wild 
Life  Preserve. 

9.  Never  pick  more  flowers  than  you  really  need;  leave  some  for  the 
next  person  in  case  there  is  an  abundance.  Remember  that  wild  flowers 
look  best  in  their  natural  surroundings  and  rarely  make  good  bouquets. 
Most  wild  flowers  wilt  in  a  few  moments. 

10.  Do  not  burn  woodland  in  order  to  be  rid  of  dead  leaves  in  the 
autumn.  Allow  these  leaves  to  decay  and  furnish  a  natural  fertilizer  and 
winter  protection  for  the  flora. 

11.  Do  not  break  off  the  stems  of  redbud  (Judas  tree),  flowering 
dogwood,  or  other  shrubs.  To  do  so  will  expose  the  plants  to  the  attacks 
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of  fungi,  which  may  cause  eventual  death.  If  branches  must  be  had, 
sever  them  with  a  sharp  knife  close  to  the  base. 

12.  Do  not  purchase  rare  wild  flowers  from  florists  nor  bunches  of 
wild  flowers  from  children  or  street  venders. 

The  establishment  of  preserves  or  plant  sanctuaries  suggests 
a  partial  solution  of  the  problem.  Such  preserves  already  exist 
in  many  states,  some  of  which  are  under  state  supervision,  as  in 
New  York  State,  and  others  are  privately  owned.  The  preserve 
of  the  Chicago  Chapter  of  the  Wild  Flower  Preservation  Society 
of  America  may  well  be  used  as  a  model  for  all  other  enterprises 
of  similar  nature.  The  organization  has  leased  a  natural  tract 
of  land  near  the  city,  which  has  been  set  aside  as  a  permanent 
wild  life  reservation  for  the  native  plants  of  the  southern  Lake 
Michigan  region.  The  tract  has  a  threefold  purpose:  to  safe¬ 
guard  the  species  naturally  growing  there ;  to  bring  in  all  those 
species  that  have  been  previously  lost  to  the  area ;  and  to  allow 
all  persons  to  visit  and  enjoy  the  wild  flowers  so  long  as  they 
refrain  from  picking  them. 

It  is  especially  desirable  that  each  state  in  the  Union  set  aside 
an  area  of  land  containing  typical  virgin  growth  to  remain  for¬ 
ever  untouched  and  untrammeled  by  man.  The  oncoming 
generations  should  not  be  robbed  of  the  opportunity  of  viewing 
the  natural  floral  beauty  of  their  state  in  all  its  original  loveli¬ 
ness.  The  future  value  of  such  a  tract  from  an  educational, 
esthetic,  and  economic  viewpoint  may  be  very  great  indeed. 
Such  a  tract  should  present  as  varied  a  topography  and  as 
many  different  climatic  conditions  as  it  is  practicable  to  obtain 
in  order  that  a  maximum  number  of  species  may  be  cared  for. 

Interesting  as  the  international  aspect  may  be,  the  most 
urgent  present  need  is  to  protect  our  native  species  from  the 
depredations  of  the  thoughtless,  wanton,  promiscuous  collector. 
Wild  plants  should  be  collected  in  a  sane  and  rational  manner, 
with  forethought  and  judgment  in  restraining  the  instinct  for 
gathering  huge,  unusable  quantities.  Nature  has  been  bountiful 
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in  her  gifts,  but  they  are  gifts  of  which  we  are  merely  trustees ; 
they  are  to  be  cherished  and  protected  as  a  sacred  trust  which 
should  be  passed  on  for  the  enjoyment  and  profit  of  future 
generations. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  The  author’s  purpose  in  writing  this  article  was  to  give  you  valu¬ 
able  information.  Summarize  in  a  three-  or  four-sentence  paragraph 
the  main  facts  you  have  learned  through  reading  the  selection. 

2.  List  the  animals  and  birds  mentioned  in  this  selection  that  have 
been  exterminated,  or  almost  exterminated,  by  the  white  man.  How 
have  some  of  them  been  saved  from  extinction? 

3.  Name  some  wild  flowers  that  once  grew  in  profusion  in  America, 
but  that  are  now  threatened  with  extinction.  How  many  of  these  flowers 
grow  in  your  neighborhood  or  state? 

4.  Read  aloud  what  you  consider  the  most  important  sentence  in 
this  article.  Give  reasons  for  your  choice. 

5.  The  author  gives  several  suggestions,  which,  if  followed,  will 
protect  wild  flowers.  For  example:  “Start  a  wild-flower  garden”  If 
you  have  read  the  article  carefully,  you  will  have  no  difficulty  in  recall¬ 
ing  five  other  suggestions. 

6.  Abraham  Lincoln  said  “Die  when  I  may,  I  want  it  said  that  I 
always  plucked  a  thistle,  and  planted  a  flower  wherever  I  thought  a 
flower  would  grow.”  Make  a  collection  of  quotations  about  flowers  for 
your  notebook,  illustrating  them  by  appropriate  pictures  or  pressed 
flowers. 

7.  Here  are  some  new  and  difficult  words  that  appear  in  this  selec¬ 
tion.  How  many  do  you  know?  Use  your  Glossary  to  find  the  meaning 
of  those  you  are  not  familiar  with :  vandalism ,  allusions ,  virgin ,  depre¬ 
dations,  wanton,  promiscuous,  fungi,  segregation,  insecticides,  topog¬ 
raphy,  flora. 

8.  Wild  flowers  need  protection  just  as  birds  do;  in  what  ways  can 
you  protect  wild  flowers? 

9.  The  following  is  the  slogan  of  the  Wild-Flower  Preservation 
Society  of  America:  “That  the  world  may  be  more  beautiful  for  all,  I 
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promise  not  to  pluck  flowers  nor  destroy  plants  in  woods  and  fields 
where  they  are  unprotected,  except  such  as  flourish  abundantly  or  are 
in  the  nature  of  weeds.  All  my  influence  shall  be  used  to  protect  wild 
flowers  from  destruction  by  others.”  Try  to  get  a  100  percent  pledge 
of  the  boys  and  girls  in  your  grade  for  this  slogan. 

Read  aloud  the  following  (from  “The  Tableaux  of  the  Trail,”  by 
H.  W.  Wack)  : 

I  resolve  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  one  tree  this  year.  I  will  try 
to  find  out  all  about  it,  when  it  blossoms,  what  its  seeds  are  like,  what 
its  value  is,  where  it  grows,  how  it  is  cared  for,  and  what  its  principal 
'enemies  are. 

I  resolve  to  learn  the  names  of  all  the  trees  that  grow  near  my  home. 

I  resolve  to  plant  one  tree  where  it  will  grow  to  be  a  valuable  addi¬ 
tion  to  the  community. 

I  resolve  not  to  injure  any  tree  needlessly  by  breaking  its  branches 
or  wounding  the  bark. 

I  resolve  that  I  will  not  carelessly  start  any  fires  that  may  spread 
to  woodlands  and  injure  any  trees. 

I  resolve  that  I  will  not  disturb  the  nest  of  any  bird  or  kill  any  use¬ 
ful  wild  bird. 

I  resolve  to  use  my  influence  to  induce  others  to  care  for  trees  and 
to  discourage  all  useless  injury  to  trees. 

I  resolve  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  some  animal,  bird,  or  insect, 
that  is  a  friend  of  the  trees  in  its  native  place.  I  will  try  to  learn  how 
it  lives  and  how  it  helps  the  trees. 

I  resolve  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  some  insect  that  is  injurious 
to  the  trees.  I  will  try  to  learn  the  methods  that  may  be  used  to  pre¬ 
vent  its  injuries. 

These  suggestions  may  be  made  useful  in  the  conservation  movement 
and  should  bring  results  to  birds,  trees,  animals,  and  flowers.  You 
may  show  the  members  of  your  community  that  you  are  interested 
by  selecting  a  committee  from  your  room  to  co-operate  with  civic 
organizations,  such  as  Commercial  Clubs,  Boy  Scouts,  Girl  Scouts, 
Camp  Fire  Girls,  and  Women’s  Clubs,  in  the  work  of  conservation. 
Make  posters  using  some  of  these  resolutions  to  arouse  interest  and 
take  an  active  part  in  the  campaign.  Few  people  would  refuse  to  pledge 
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their  support  to  resolutions  so  worthy.  Perhaps  you  will  find  some 
helpful  suggestions  from  the  experiences  of  the  boys  and  girls  in  “The 
Voice  of  the  People,”  by  William  Heyliger,  in  Child-Library  Headers , 
Book  Eight. 

In  your  work  of  protecting  and  conserving  Nature  you  will  find  the 
following  references  helpful:  Our  Vanishing  Wild  Life ,  Hornaday; 
The  Land  We  Live  In,  Price;  Jungle  Peace,  The  Edge  of  the  Jungle, 
Jungle  Days,  The  Arcturus  Adventure,  Beebe;  Animal  Heroes,  Seton; 
How  to  Study  Birds,  Job;  The  Land’s  End,  Hudson;  Nature  Magazine. 


TREES 

Joyce  Kilmer 

I  think  that  I  shall  never  see 
A  poem  lovely  as  a  tree; 

A  tree  whose  hungry  mouth  is  pressed 
Against  the  earth’s  sweet  flowing  breast; 

A  tree  that  looks  at  God  all  day 
And  lifts  her  leafy  arms  to  pray; 

A  tree  that  may  in  summer  wear 
A  nest  of  robins  in  her  hair; 

Upon  whose  bosom  snow  has  lain; 

Who  intimately  lives  with  rain. 

Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  me, 

But  only  God  can  make  a  tree. 
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Magazine  Reading 

Joyce  Kilmer’s  “Trees”  appeared  in  September,  1918,  in  The  Outlook 
and  was  reprinted  in  The  Literary  Digest.  It  is  worth  your  while  to 
read  the  leading  American  periodicals,  for  they  have  great  influence 
on  the  life  and  literature  of  our  country.  Lowell,  Holmes,  Longfellow, 
Emerson,  Whittier,  and  Poe  were  all  contributors  to  the  magazines  of 
their  time.  Many  of  the  masterpieces  of  American  literature  were  first 
published  in  magazines,  and  doubtless  some  of  the  poems  and  prose 
stories  in  the  magazines  of  today  will  also  be  considered  masterpieces 
in  the  future. 

More  and  more  the  American  readers  are  coming  to  depend  upon 
current  periodicals  for  their  general  reading;  from  the  large  number 
of  magazines  now  published  you  should  choose  one  that  suits  your 
particular  interest  and  taste.  Examine  the  magazines  in  the  library 
and  ask  the  librarian’s  advice  as  to  which  one  you  will  be  likely  to  find 
most  useful  and  enjoyable.  You  are  probably  familiar  with  some  or 
all  of  the  following:  St.  Nicholas ;  Outdoor  America ;  The  Saturday 
Evening  Post ;  The  National  Geographic  Magazine;  Scientific  Ameri¬ 
can;  The  Literary  Digest;  Current  History;  Popular  Mechanics.  What 
others  do  you  sometimes  read? 

Perhaps  you  have  had  the  experience  of  reading  a  story  in  some 
magazine,  and  later,  when  you  wished  to  refer  to  it,  of  being  unable  to 
recall  in  which  number  or  magazine  you  read  it.  The  Readers’  Guide 
to  Periodical  Literature  will  help  you  to  locate  a  story,  poem,  or  article 
by  title,  author,  or  subject.  It  will  also  be  helpful  in  showing  you  what 
has  appeared  in  current  magazines  by  certain  authors  or  on  certain 
subjects.  Ask  your  teacher  or  the  librarian  to  show  you  how  to  use 
The  Readers’  Guide . 


CONSERVING  OUR  FORESTS  AND 
WILD  LIFE 

Colonel  W.  B.  Greeley 

No  one  is  better  prepared  to  bring  you  the  facts  on  this  subject  than 
Colonel  Greeley,  who  labored  much  of  his  life  in  the  interests  of  the 
forests  and  reforestation  in  America.  He  was  Chief  of  the  U.  S.  Forest 
Service,  Washington,  D.  C.,  from  1920  to  1928. 

Reports  of  forest  fires  are  apt  to  deal  in  acres  of  land  burned 
over  and  values  of  timber  destroyed.  In  the  midst  of  fighting 
a  forest  fire  no  one  has  time  to  estimate  the  number  of  birds 
and  animals  caught  by  the  fire  or  driven  out,  the  coverts  and 
nests  destroyed,  or  the  amount  of  food  for  wild  life  that  goes 
up  in  smoke.  But  the  sportsman  who  passes  through  the  burned 
area  finds  few  game  animals;  the  fisherman,  few  fish.  Forest 
fires  ruin  hunting-grounds  and  fishing-waters  as  surely  as  they 
destroy  timber. 

Big  game  animals  all  depend  on  grazing  and  browsing  for 
their  sustenance.  Fire  destroys  the  forage  and  deprives  them 
of  food.  This  causes  them  to  migrate  and  in  many  instances  to 
concentrate  on  ranges  not  wholly  suitable.  When  the  fires  occur 
late  in  the  fall,  big  game  animals,  especially  deer,  suffer  during 
the  following  winter  and  frequently  die  of  starvation. 

Many  forest  officers  believe  that  the  scarcity  of  game  birds, 
notably  grouse,  is  due  largely  to  forest  fires  which  sweep  across 
their  nesting  grounds  just  about  the  time  their  eggs  are  ready 
to  hatch  or  when  the  young  are  not  yet  able  to  take  care  of 
themselves.  Every  year,  no  doubt,  numbers  of  these  young 
birds  and  of  nests  and  eggs  are  destroyed  by  forest  fires.  This 
is  true  also  of  wild  turkey,  now  being  gradually  restored  in 
the  Southwest. 

Although  sportsmen  are  as  much  interested  as  anyone  in  the 
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forests,  they  bring  to  the  forests  every  year  a  fire  danger  about 
which  they  should  be  deeply  concerned.  Figures  compiled  by 
the  Forest  Service  show  conclusively  that  on  the  day  on  which 
the  hunting  season  opens  the  number  of  man-caused  fires  jumps 
immediately  in  all  National  Forests,  and  that  there  is  an 
increase  in  this  class  of  fires  of  from  twenty  to  forty  percent 
within  a  few  days  after  the  opening  of  the  season. 

Within  the  past  few  years  it  has  been  necessary  to  request 
the  governors  of  several  Western  states  to  issue  proclamations 
postponing  the  opening  of  the  hunting  season  because  of  the 
extremely  dry  conditions  and  because  it  was  felt  that  there  was 
grave  danger  to  the  forests  from  the  presence  in  the  mountains 
of  thousands  of  hunters  who  might  cause  many  forest  fires 
through  carelessness  with  camp  fires  and  burning  tobacco. 

I  am  glad  to  say  that  the  sportsmen  have  accepted  such  action 
by  the  governors  in  a  very  fair,  co-operative  spirit.  Having 
had  the  danger  thus  brought  forcibly  to  their  attention,  they 
have  used  every  reasonable  means,  upon  the  removal  of  the 
prohibition  and  opening  of  the  season,  to  prevent  fires  and  have 
been  strong  supporters  of  forest  officers  in  their  efforts  to 
protect  the  forests. 

With  the  increasing  number  of  hunters  and  other  visitors  to 
the  forests,  however,  the  danger  does  not  grow  less,  but  rather 
greater.  There  is  a  great  opportunity  and  a  great  need  for 
public-spirited  sportsmen  and  sportsmen’s  organizations  to  help 
themselves  and  help  the  country  at  the  same  time  by  seeing  to 
it  that  their  associates  and  their  members  understand  the  abso¬ 
lute  necessity  of  being  careful  with  fire  while  in  the  woods. 

Forest  fires  in  the  United  States  burned  over  24,000,000  acres 
of  forest  land  in  1925  and  caused  a  loss  of  at  least  $28,000,000. 
More  than  15,000  fires  are  known  to  have  been  started  during 
the  year  by  smokers  and  camp  fires.  The  fair  picture  of  green 
forests  sheltering  wild  life  and  watered  by  cold,  clear  streams 
is  marred  by  thousands  of  blackened,  wreck-strewn  hillsides, 
monuments  to  man’s  carelessness  and  indifference. 
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The  loss  in  timber  and  in  soil  fertility  and  the  erosion  and 
uncertain  stream-flow  caused  by  the  removal  of  the  forests  are 
only  part  of  the  toll  of  these  fires.  It  costs  thousands  of  dollars, 
taken  from  the  pockets  of  the  taxpayers,  to  fight  the  fires  started 
by  the  careless  smoker  and  camper.  And  the  hunting  and 
fishing  are  ruined. 

Good  fishing  means  clear  waters,  and  clear  waters  require 
forest-covered  slopes.  Burn  or  otherwise  destroy  the  forest,  and 
the  resulting  erosion  muddies  the  streams  and  lakes  and  puts 
an  end  to  good  fishing. 

A  growing  forest  retards  the  flow  of  rain  and  snow  water 
down  the  hillsides  and  helps  to  soak  up  great  quantities  of 
water,  which  comes  forth  gradually  in  the  drier  seasons.  Thus 
the  forest  serves  to  regulate  the  flow  of  streams  and  to  keep 
water  in  their  channels. 

The  forest  is  like  a  great  reservoir,  taking  up  water  when 
it  is  abundant  and  paying  it  out  gradually  when  it  is  most 
needed.  Destroy  the  forest,  and  the  rain  and  snow  water  rushes 
down  the  hillsides  in  flood  and  is  soon  gone,  and  in  the  drier 
periods  the  water  in  the  streams  may  fail.  This  puts  an  end 
not  merely  to  good  fishing,  but  to  any  fishing  at  all. 

The  Forest  Service  considers  wild  life  one  of  our  great  nat¬ 
ural  resources,  and  the  prevention  of  forest  fires  one  of  the 
most  important  means  of  preserving  and  protecting  the  wild 
life  as  well  as  the  timber  of  the  forests.  I  count  with  confidence 
on  the  strong  support  of  each  and  every  true  lover  of  the  out¬ 
doors — sportsman,  fisherman,  recreationist — to  help  in  every 
possible  way  in  protecting  the  forested  areas  of  this  country 
from  fire. 


Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Tell  one  important  fact  you  have  learned  about  each  of  the  fol¬ 
lowing  topics.  If  you  have  read  this  story  carefully,  you  will  have  no 
difficulty  in  recalling  your  facts. 

(a)  Forest  fires  destroy  the  food  of  birds  and  animals. 
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( b )  Forest  officers  believe  that  the  scarcity  of  game  birds  is  largely 
due  to  forest  fires. 

(c)  Sportsmen  bring  fire  danger  to  the  forests  each  year. 

( d )  Smokers  and  camp  fires  start  many  forest  fires  each  year. 

( e )  Forests  help  to  prevent  floods. 

(/)  By  protecting  the  forest,  you  protect  wild  life. 

2.  What  uses  of  the  forest  are  mentioned  by  the  author?  Add  other 
uses  you  know  about.  How  did  the  destruction  of  trees  make  possible 
the  great  flood  of  the  Mississippi  River  in  1927? 

3.  Colonel  Greeley  calls  upon  “every  true  lover  of  outdoor  life”  to 
help  protect  the  forested  areas  of  America;  how  may  the  boys  and 
girls  in  your  class  assist  in  this  protection? 

4.  Give  in  your  own  words  the  significance  of  the  following  quo¬ 
tations  : 

(a)  “A  person  who  has  not  had  an  intimate,  friendly  acquaintance 
with  some  special  tree  has  missed  something  from  life.” — Anna 
Botsford  Comstock 

( b )  “When  boys  and  trees  are  good  comrades,  nothing  is  to  be  feared 
for  either  of  them.” — Calvin  Coolidge 


A  WOODSMAN’S  CREED 

Lew  Sarett 

I  love  passionately  every  phase  of  American  wild  life.  "Wild 
animals  are  just  as  real  and  beantifnl  as  human  beings  to  me — 
often  more  beautiful.  Wild  flowers  are  people  to  me,  little 
people,  lords  and  ladies,  ragamuffins  and  outcasts,  fairies  and 
gnomes,  dreamers  and  dancers.  I  love  them  all,  the  flower 
people,  and  I  love  to  lose  myself  in  their  world. 

Trees  are  a  great  folk,  the  grim-lipped  Puritan  pines,  the 
battle-scarred  sycamores,  the  delicate,  nervous  aspens — if  you 
know  them  and  love  them,  you  can  almost  see  them  breathe  and 
throb  and  bob  their  heads  and  mumble  together  and  whistle  a 
high  song  in  the  wind. 
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I  love  them  all — the  brooding  Rocky  Mountains,  the  Canadian 
forests,  the  lonely  nights  upon  the  desert,  the  wild  hearts  that 
roam  the  wilderness.  I  believe  passionately  that  *  the  world 
should  know  more  about  wild  life,  that  the  human  race  is  missing 
something  very  vital  to  its  strength,  its  happiness,  its  faith, 
very  vital  to  the  future  of  America. 

I  know  what  the  wilderness  has  done  to  make  me,  to  give  me 
what  measure  of  happiness  I  salvage  from  each  day,  to  give 
me  health  and  strength  and  vision,  to  give  me  the  courage  and 
the  will  to  live  life  by  the  highest  lights  I  can  see,  to  open  my 
eyes  to  that  most  precious  thing  called  Beauty. 

Out  of  the  wild  earth  of  America  came  my  strong  body,  my 
red  lungs,  and  a  pair  of  steady  eyes  that  look  on  life  in  these 
feverish  days  quietly — a  sound  sense  of  values.  Out  of  life  close 
to  the  true  earth  came  my  wild  heart,  buoyancy,  the  will  to  fly 
wild  and  high  and  true  and  straight,  the  will  to  maintain  the 
integrity  of  my  soul,  the  wit  not  to  come  in  to  the  decoys  of 
civilization. 

More  precious  to  me  than  any  sensation  of  the  flesh,  than 
any  bag  of  silver,  is  the  delight  I  find  in  looking  at  a  redbud 
tree  in  April,  at  a  school  of  silver  trout  shimmering  in  a  deep 
green  pool,  at  the  lavender  mist  that  walks  through  the  moun¬ 
tains  at  dusk  like  a  wolf  on  four  soft  feet.  The  world  may  think 
I’m  odd;  I  think  the  world  is  missing  something  very  beautiful 
and  significant  by  not  giving  itself,  part  of  the  time  at  least, 
to  the  wilderness,  to  nature. 


SPRING  SONG 

Katherine  Conway 

Who  has  bided  close  to  nature 
In  the  spring? 

Who  has  watched  the  young  buds  swelling? 
Who  has  heard  the  flicker  telling 
How  near  to  heaven  we  are  dwelling 
In  the  spring? 

Who  has  caught  the  first  faint  odors 
Of  the  spring? 

Who  has  felt  the  new  life  springing 
In  the  honeysuckle  clinging, 

Heard  the  silent  violet  singing 
In  the  spring? 


AUTUMN 

William  Herbert  Carruth 

A  haze  in  the  far  horizon, 

The  infinite,  tender  sky, 

The  ripe,  rich  tints  of  the  cornfields, 
And  the  wild  geese  sailing  high. 
And  over  the  highland  and  lowland 
The  charm  of  the  goldenrod — 
Some  of  us  call  it  autumn, 

While  others  call  it  God. 
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THE  GREAT  BLIZZARD 

Hamlin  Garland 

Hamlin  Garland  tells  true  stories  of  tlie  pioneers  of  the  Middle  West. 
Lincoln,  the  boy  referred  to  in  this  story,  is  a  brother  of  the  author. 

A  blizzard  on  the  prairie  corresponds  to  a  storm  at  sea;  it 
never  affects  the  traveler  twice  alike.  Each  Norther  seems  to 
have  a  manner  of  attack  all  its  own.  One  storm  may  be  short, 
sharp,  and  high-keyed,  while  another  approaches  slowly,  relent¬ 
lessly,  wearing  ont  the  souls  of  its  victims  by  its  long-continued 
cold  and  gloom.  One  threatens  for  hours  before  it  comes,  the 
other  leaps  like  a  tiger  upon  the  defenseless  settlement,  catching 
the  children  unhoused,  the  men  unprepared;  of  this  character 
was  the  first  blizzard  Lincoln  ever  saw. 

The  day  was  warm  and  sunny.  The  eaves  dripped  musically, 
and  the  icicles  dropping  from  the  roof  fell  occasionally  with 
pleasant  crash.  The  snow  grew  slushy,  and  the  bells  of  wood 
teams  jingled  merrily  all  the  forenoon,  as  the  farmers  drove  to 
their  timberlands  five  or  six  miles  away.  The  room  was  uncom¬ 
fortably  warm  at  times,  and  the  master  opened  the  outside 
door.  It  was  the  eighth  day  of  January.  One  afternoon  recess, 
as  the  boys  were  playing  in  their  shirt  sleeves,  Lincoln  called 
Milton’s  attention  to  a  great  cloud  rising  in  the  west  and  north. 
A  vast,  slaty-blue,  seamless  dome,  silent,  portentous,  with  edges 
of  silvery  frosty  light. 

“It’s  going  to  storm,”  said  Milton.  “It  always  does  when  we 
have  a  south  wind  and  a  cloud  like  that  in  the  west.” 

When  Lincoln  set  out  for  home,  the  sun  was  still  shining, 
but  the  edge  of  the  cloud  had  crept,  or  more  properly  slid, 
across  the  sun’s  disk,  and  its  light  was  growing  cold  and  pale. 
In  fifteen  minutes  more  the  wind  from  the  south  ceased — there 
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was  a  moment  of  breathless  pause,  and  then,  borne  on  the  wings 
of  the  north  wind,  the  streaming  clouds  of  soft,  large  flakes  of 
snow  drove  in  a  level  line  over  the  homeward-bound  scholars, 
sticking  to  their  clothing  and  faces  and  melting  rapidly.  It 
was  not  yet  cold  enough  to  freeze,  though  the  wind  was  colder. 
The  growing  darkness  troubled  Lincoln  most. 

By  the  time  he  reached  home  the  wind  was  a  gale,  the  snow 
a  vast  blinding  cloud,  filling  the  air  and  hiding  the  road. 
Darkness  came  on  instantly,  and  the  wind  increased  in  power, 
as  though  with  the  momentum  of  the  snow.  Mr.  Stewart  came 
home  early,  yet  the  breasts  of  his  horses  were  already  sheathed 
in  snow.  Other  teamsters  passed,  breasting  the  storm,  and 
calling  cheerily  to  their  horses.  One  team,  containing  a  woman 
and  two  men,  neighbors  living  seven  miles  north,  gave  up  the 
contest  and  turned  in  at  the  gate  for  shelter,  confident  that 
they  would  be  able  to  go  on  in  the  morning.  In  the  barn,  while 
rubbing  the  ice  from  the  horses,  the  men  joked  and  told  stories 
in  a  jovial  spirit,  with  the  feeling  generally  that  all  would  be 
well  by  daylight.  The  boys  made  merry  also,  singing  songs, 
popping  corn,  playing  games,  in  defiance  of  the  storm. 

But  when  they  went  to  bed,  at  ten  o’clock,  Lincoln  felt  some 
vague  premonition  of  a  dread  disturbance  of  nature  far  beyond 
any  other  experience  in  his  short  life.  The  wind  howled  like 
ten  thousand  tigers,  and  the  cold  grew  more  and  more  intense. 
The  wind  seemed  to  drive  in  and  through  the  frail  tenement; 
water  and  food  began  to  freeze  within  ten  feet  of  the  fire. 

Lincoln  thought  the  wind  at  that  hour  had  attained  its  utmost 
fury,  but  when  he  awoke  in  the  morning,  he  saw  how  mistaken 
he  had  been.  He  crept  to  the  fire,  appalled  by  the  steady, 
solemn  clamor  of  the  storm.  It  was  like  the  roarings  of  all  the 
lions  of  Africa,  the  hissing  of  a  wilderness  of  serpents,  the 
lashing  of  great  trees.  It  benumbed  his  thinking;  it  appalled 
his  heart,  beyond  any  other  force  he  had  ever  known. 

The  house  shook  and  snapped,  the  snow  beat  in  muffled, 
rhythmic  pulsations  against  the  walls,  or  swirled  and  lashed 
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upon  the  roof,  giving  rise  to  strange,  multitudinous  sounds — 
now  dim  and  far,  now  near  and  all-surrounding — producing  an 
effect  of  mystery  and  infinite  reach,  as  though  the  cabin  were 
a  helpless  boat,  tossing  on  an  angry,  limitless  sea. 

Looking  out,  there  was  nothing  to  be  seen  but  the  lashing  of 
the  wind  and  snow.  When  the  men  attempted  to  face  it,  to 
go  to  the  rescue  of  the  cattle,  they  found  the  air  filled  with 
fine,  powdery  snow,  mixed  with  the  dirt  caught  up  from  the 
plowed  fields  by  a  terrific  blast,  moving  ninety  miles  an  hour. 
It  was  impossible  to  see  twenty  feet,  except  at  long  intervals. 
Lincoln  could  not  see  at  all  when  facing  the  storm.  When  he 
stepped  into  the  wind,  his  face  was  coated  with  ice  and  dirt,  as 
by  a  dash  of  mud — a  mask  which  blinded  the  eyes  and  instantly 
froze  to  his  cheeks.  Such  was  the  power  of  the  wind  that  he 
could  not  breathe  an  instant  unprotected. 

The  day  was  spent  in  keeping  warm  and  in  feeding  the  stock 
at  the  barn,  which  Mr.  Stewart  reached  by  desperate  dashes, 
during  the  momentary  clearing  of  the  air  following  some  more 
than  usually  strong  gust.  Lincoln  attempted  to  water  the  horses 
from  the  pump,  but  the  wind  blew  the  water  out  of  the  pail. 
So  cold  had  the  wind  become  that  a  dipperful,  thrown  into  the 
air,  fell  as  ice.  In  the  house  it  became  more  and  more  difficult 
to  remain  cheerful,  notwithstanding  the  family  had  fuel  and 
food  in  abundance.  All  day  Lincoln  and  Owen  moved  restlessly 
to  and  fro,  asking  each  other,  “Won’t  it  ever  stop  V 9  It  seemed 
to  Lincoln  that  no  power  whatever  could  control  such  fury; 
his  imagination  was  unable  to  conceive  of  a  force  greater  than 
this  war  of  wind  or  snow\ 

On  the  third  day  the  family  rose  with  weariness,  and  looked 
into  each  other’s  faces  with  a  sort  of  horrified  surprise.  Not 
even  the  invincible  heart  of  Duncan  Stewart,  nor  the  cheery 
good  nature  of  his  wife,  could  keep  a  gloomy  silence  from 
settling  down  upon  the  house.  Conversation  was  scanty ;  nobody 
laughed  that  day,  but  all  listened  anxiously  to  the  invisible 
tearing  at  the  shingles,  beating  against  the  door,  and  shrieking 
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around  the  eaves.  The  frost  upon  the  windows,  nearly  half  an 
inch  thick  in  the  morning,  kept  thickening  into  ice,  and  the  light 
was  dim  at  midday.  The  fire  melted  the  snow  on  the  window- 
panes  and  upon  the  door,  while  around  the  keyhole  and  along 
every  crack,  frost  formed.  The  men’s  faces  began  to  wear  a 
grim,  set  look,  and  the  women  sat  with  awed  faces  and  downcast 
eyes  full  of  unshed  tears,  their  sympathies  going  out  to  the  poor 
travelers,  lost  and  freezing. 

The  men  got  to  the  poor  dumb  animals  that  day  to  feed 
them;  to  water  them  was  impossible.  Mr.  Stewart  went  down 
through  the  roof  of  the  shed,  the  door  being  completely  sealed 
up  with  solid  banks  of  snow  and  dirt.  One  of  the  guests  had 
a  wife  and  two  children  left  alone  in  a  small  cottage  six  miles 
farther  on,  and  physical  force  was  necessary  to  keep  him  from 
setting  out  in  the  face  of  the  deadly  tempest.  To  him  the  nights 
seemed  weeks,  and  the  days  interminable,  as  they  did  to  the 
rest,  but  it  would  have  been  death  to  venture  out. 

That  night,  so  disturbed  had  all  become,  they  lay  awake 
listening,  waiting,  hoping  for  a  change.  About  midnight  Lin¬ 
coln  noticed  that  the  roar  was  no  longer  so  steady,  so  relentless, 
and  so  high-keyed  as  before.  It  began  to  lull  at  times,  and 
though  it  came  back  to  the  attack  with  all  its  former  ferocity, 
still  there  was  a  perceptible  weakening.  Its  fury  was  becoming 
spasmodic.  One  of  the  men  shouted  down  to  Mr.  Stewart,  “The 
storm  is  over,”  and  when  the  host  called  back  a  ringing  word 
of  cheer,  Lincoln  sank  into  deep  sleep  in  sheer  relief. 

Oh,  the  joy  with  which  the  children  melted  the  ice  on  the 
windowpanes,  and  peered  out  on  the  familiar  landscape,  daz¬ 
zling,  peaceful,  under  the  brilliant  sun  and  wide  blue  sky. 
Lincoln  looked  out  over  the  wide  plain,  ridged  with  vast  drifts, 
on  the  far  blue  line  of  timber,  on  the  near-by  cottages  sending 
up  cheerful  columns  of  smoke  (as  if  to  tell  him  the  neighbors 
were  alive),  and  his  heart  seemed  to  fill  his  throat. 

Out  in  the  barn  the  horses  and  cattle,  hungry  and  cold,  kicked 
and  bellowed  in  pain,  and  when  the  men  dug  them  out,  they  ran 
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and  raced  like  mad  creatures  to  start  the  blood  circulating  in 
their  numbed  and  stiffened  limbs.  Mr.  Stewart  was  forced  to 
tunnel  to  the  barn  door,  cutting  through  the  hard  snow  as  if 
it  were  clay.  The  drifts  were  solid,  and  the  dirt  mixed  with 
the  snow  was  disposed  on  the  surface  in  beautiful  wavelets  like 
the  sands  at  the  bottom  of  a  lake.  The  drifts  would  bear  a  horse. 
The  guests  were  able  to  go  home  by  noon,  climbing  above  the 
fences,  and  rattling  across  the  plowed  ground. 

These  days  gave  Lincoln  a  new  conception  of  the  prairies. 
It  taught  him  that  however  bright  and  beautiful  they  might 
he  in  summer  under  skies  of  June,  they  could  be  terrible  when 
the  Norther  was  abroad  in  his  wrath. 

This  was  the  worst  storm  of  the  winter,  though  the  wind 
seemed  never  to  sleep.  To  and  fro,  from  north  to  south,  and 
south  to  north,  the  dry  snow  sifted  till  it  was  like  fine  sand 
that  rolled  under  the  heel  with  a  ringing  sound  on  cold  days. 
After  each  storm  the  restless  wind  got  to  work  to  pile  the  new- 
fallen  flakes  into  ridges  behind  every  fence  or  bush,  filling 
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every  ravine  and  forcing  the  teamsters  into  the  fields  and  out  on 
to  the  open  prairie.  It  was  a  savage  and  gloomy  time  for 
Lincoln,  with  only  the  pleasure  of  his  school  to  break  the 
monotony  of  cold. 


Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Copy  the  following  outline  on  your  paper  and  complete  it  by 
adding  statements  which  describe  each  main  heading: 

I-  The  approach  of  the  storm 
Example : 

A.  The  sky  was  a  vast,  slaty-blue,  seamless  dome,  silent,  por¬ 
tentous,  with  edges  of  silvery  frosty  light. 

B.  Darkness  came  on  instantly,  and  the  wind  increased  in 
power. 

II.  Neighbors  stop  for  shelter 

A. 

III.  The  fury  of  the  storm  on  the  second  day 

A. 

B. 

C. 

IV.  Attempts  to  take  care  of  the  stock 

A. 

B. 

V.  The  third  day 

A. 

B. 

VI.  The  storm  ceases 

A. 

B. 

VII.  After  the  storm 

A. 

B. 

C. 

2.  This  story  is  rich  in  vivid  descriptive  phrases;  list  three  which 
describe  each  of  the  following: 

(a)  The  storm 

Example :  “It  was  like  the  roaring  of  all  the  lions  of.  Africa.” 
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( b )  The  scene  inside  of  the  home 
( e )  The  feelings  of  the  people 
( d )  The  scene  after  the  storm 


3.  Copy  the  following  words  in  a  column  on  your  paper.  In  a 
second  column  opposite  each  word  list  a  word  which  Hamlin  Garland 
might  have  used.  You  may  have  to  consult  your  dictionary  to  find  the 
most  appropriate  words. 

portentous  (p.  109)  multitudinous  (p.  Ill) 

tenement  (p.  110)  interminable  (p.  112) 

gale  (p.  110)  spasmodic  (p.  112) 

premonition  (p.  110)  perceptible  (p.  112) 

appalled  (p.  110)  invisible  (p.  Ill) 

4.  Notice  how  the  author  makes  you  see  and  feel  the  intense  violence 
of  the  blizzard.  Find  and  read  aloud  lines  which  describe  the  effect  of 
the  storm  upon : 

(a)  Lincoln,  the  fourteen-year-old  schoolboy. 

(b)  the  guests,  who  were  forced  to  seek  shelter. 

(c)  the  cattle  and  other  animals. 

( d )  the  cabin,  which  shook  and  snapped. 

You  may  wish  to  read  more  about  life  on  the  prairie.  If  so,  Hamlin 
Garland’s  A  Daughter  of  the  Middle  Border ,  Main-Traveled  Roads ,  and 
A  Son  of  the  Middle  Border  will  prove  interesting. 


THE  FROST  SPIRIT 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 

He  comes — he  comes — the  Frost  Spirit  comes!  You  may  trace 
his  footsteps  now 

On  the  naked  woods  and  the  blasted  fields  and  the  brown  hill’s 
withered  brow. 

He  has  smitten  the  leaves  of  the  gray  old  trees  where  their 
pleasant  green  came  forth, 

And  the  winds,  which  follow  wherever  he  goes,  have  shaken  them 
down  to  earth. 


116 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


He  comes — he  comes — the  Frost  Spirit  comes! — from  the  frozen 
Labrador — 

From  the  icy  ridge  of  the  Northern  seas,  which  the  white  bear 
wanders  o’er — 

Where  the  fisherman’s  sail  is  stiff  with  ice,  and  the  luckless  forms 
below 

In  the  sunless  cold  of  the  lingering  night  into  marble  .statues 
grow ! 


He  comes — he  comes — the  Frost  Spirit  comes ! — on  the  rushing 
Northern  blast, 

And  the  dark  Norwegian  pines  have  bowed  as  his  fearful  breath 
went  past. 

With  an  unscorched  wind  he  has  hurried  on,  where  the  fires  of 
Hekla  glow 

On  the  darkly  beautiful  sky  above  and  the  ancient  ice  below. 


He  comes — he  comes — the  Frost  Spirit  comes  ! — and  the  quiet 
lake  shall  feel 

The  torpid  touch  of  his  glazing  breath,  and  ring  to  the  skater’s 
heel ; 

And  the  streams  which  danced  on  the  broken  rocks,  or  sang  to 
the  leaning  grass, 

Shall  bow  again  to  their  winter  chain,  and  in  mournful  silence 
pass. 


He  comes — he  comes — the  Frost  Spirit  comes  ! — let  us  meet  him 
as  we  may, 

And  turn  with  the  light  of  the  parlor-fire  his  evil  power  away; 

And  gather  closer  the  circle  round,  when  that  firelight  dances 
high, 

And  laugh  at  the  shriek  of  the  baffled  Fiend  as  his  sounding 
wing  goes  by! 


THE  SNOWSTORM 
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Notes  and  Questions 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier  wrote  much  of  his  New  England — her 
mountains,  streams,  and  wild  flowers,  her  history  and  legend.  The 
interesting  story  of  his  boyhood  on  the  farm  you  will  later  learn  through 
the  reading  of  his  well-knowm  poem  Snow-Bound. 

1.  The  poet  tells  you  how  you  may  trace  the  footsteps  of  the  Frost 
Spirit.  How  has  his  arrival  affected:  (a)  the  woods'?  ( b )  the  fields'? 
(c)  the  hills'?  ( d )  the  trees? 

2.  Describe  in  a  three-sentence  paragraph  the  land  from  which  the 
Frost  Spirit  comes. 

3.  How  will  you  meet  the  Frost  Spirit  when  he  comes?  How  does 
he  change  your  outdoor  games  and  sports? 


THE  SNOWSTORM 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 

Announced  by  all  the  trumpets  of  the  sky 
Arrives  the  snow,  and,  driving  o’er  the  fields, 
Seems  nowhere  to  alight;  the  whited  air 
Hides  hills  and  woods,  the  river  and  the  heaven, 
And  veils  the  farmhouse  at  the  garden’s  end. 
The  steed  and  traveler  stopped,  the  courier’s  feet 
Delayed,  all  friends  shut  out,  the  housemates  sit 
Around  the  radiant  fireplace,  inclosed 
In  a  tumultuous  privacy  of  storm. 

Come,  see  the  North  Wind’s  masonry. 

Out  of  an  unseen  quarry  evermore 
Furnished  with  tile,  the  fierce  artificer 
Curves  his  white  bastions  with  projected  roof 
Round  every  windward  stake,  or  tree,  or  door. 
Speeding,  the  myriad-handed,  his  wild  work 
So  fanciful,  so  savage,  naught  cares  he 
For  number  or  proportion.  Mockingly 
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On  coop  or  kennel  he  hangs  Parian  wreaths; 

A  swan-like  form  invests  the  hidden  thorn; 

Fills  up  the  farmer’s  lane  from  wall  to  wall, 

Mauger  the  farmer’s  sighs,  and  at  the  gate 
A  tapering  turret  overtops  the  work. 

And  when  his  hours  are  numbered,  and  the  world 
Is  all  his  own,  retiring,  as  he  were  not, 

Leaves,  when  the  sun  appears,  astonished  Art 
To  mimic  in  slow  structures,  stone  by  stone, 

Built  in  an  age,  the  mad  wind’s  night -work, 

The  frolic  architecture  of  the  snow. 

Notes  and  Questions 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  another  great  American  poet,  who  was  born 
in  NeAv  England,  loved  the  out-of-doors,  and  his  poems  of  nature  are 
vivid  and  beautiful.  Much  of  the  writing  of  this  great  poet  is  too  diffi¬ 
cult  for  you  to  read  now.  You  will  learn  more  of  him  in  high  school 
and  college. 

1.  Write  a  brief  paragraph  comparing  the  arrival  of  the  storm  as 
described  by  Hamlin  Garland  in  “The  Great  Blizzard”  with  the  descrip¬ 
tion  given  by  the  poet,  Emerson,  in  “The  Snowstorm.” 

2.  Which  poem  do  you  like  better,  “The  Frost  Spirit”  or  “The 
Snowstorm”?  Why?  Which  one  gives  you  the  more  striking  pictures? 
Read  from  each  poem  lines  which  you  think  give  especially  vivid  pic¬ 
tures  of  the  storm. 

3.  You  will  probably  wish  to  memorize  the  first  nine  lines  of  this 
poem.  Notice  an  interesting  contrast  between  the  violence  of  the  storm 
and  the  peaceful  scene  within  “the  farmhouse  at  the  garden’s  end.” 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THOU  WINTER  WIND 

William  Shakespeare 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind, 

Thou  art  not  so  unkind 
As  man’s  ingratitude ; 

Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen 
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Because  thou  art  not  seen, 

Although  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Heigh-ho !  sing,  heigh-ho !  unto  the  green  holly ; 

Most  friendship  is  feigning,  most  loving  mere  folly. 
Then  heigh-ho!  the  holly! 

This  life  is  most  jolly. 

Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky, 

Thou  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 
As  benefits  forgot ; 

Though  thou  the  waters  warp, 

Thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp 
As  friend  remembered  not. 

Heigh-ho !  sing,  heigh-ho !  unto  the  green  holly ; 

Most  friendship  is  feigning,  most  loving  mere  folly. 

Then  heigh-ho  !  the  holly  ! 

This  life  is  most  jolly. 

Notes  and  Questions 

This  song  is  from  the  comedy  As  You  Like  It,  a  story  of  the  adven¬ 
tures  of  a  group  of  country  folk  and  young  people  from  the  court 
who  took  up  life  in  the  forest.  Throughout  his  comedies  the  poet, 
Shakespeare,  introduced  many  song-poems  or  lyrics.  All  the  writers 
in  those  days  wrote  songs;  England  was  said  to  be  “a  nest  of  singing 
birds.” 

1.  Find  lines  in  this  poem  in  which  the  poet  compares  the  winter 
wind  to  (a)  “man’s  ingratitude”;  (b)  “friend  remembered  not.” 

2.  Was  Shakespeare  serious  when  he  wrote  the  line:  “Most  friend¬ 
ship  is  feigning,  most  loving  mere  folly.” 

3.  Read : 

(a)  Lines  which  show  that  he  was  in  a  happy  mood. 

( b )  Lines  which  contradict  this  mood. 

4.  What  other  lyric  poems  have  you  read  in  “The  World  of  Nature”? 


A  BACKWARD  LOOK 


We’re  made  so  that  we  love 

First  when  we  see  them  painted,  things  we  have  passed 
Perhaps  a  hundred  times,  nor  cared  to  see. 

— Browning 


What  flower  has  Wordsworth  “painted”  so  that  it 
will  always  seem  more  beautiful?  What  flower  has 
Lowell  made  us  love  more;  a  flower  we  have  all  “passed 
perhaps  a  hundred  times,  nor  cared  to  see”?  What  other 
poets  have  helped  you  to  see  greater  beauty  in  birds  and 
flowers  and  trees? 

What  is  a  lyric?  Name  five  nature  lyrics.  Repeat  lines 
that  you  have  memorized. 

In  what  way  does  Kipling  make  us  feel  a  certain  kin¬ 
ship  with  animals?  What  other  author  does  the  same 
thing  ? 

A  naturalist  is  one  who  devotes  himself  to  the  study 
of  nature.  What  have  you  learned  from  your  reading 
about  five  well-known  naturalists?  Of  course,  you  recall 
Thoreau,  Seton,  Hawkes,  Baynes,  and  Sharp.  Perhaps 
you  can  name  others.  You  have  studied  nature ;  name  ten 
birds,  ten  trees,  and  ten  wild  flowers  in  your  community. 

Make  a  list  of  organizations  mentioned  in  Part  One  for 
the  protection  of  wild  life.  How  many  of  these  are  active 
in  your  community?  What  work  is  your  school  doing  for 
the  conservation  and  protection  of  nature?  What  do  you 
like  best  about  the  Theodore  Roosevelt  Bird  Sanctuary? 

How  many  books  suggested  in  Part  One  for  library 
reading  have  you  read?  Have  you  found  interesting  news¬ 
paper  and  magazine  articles  to  bring  to  class?  Have  you 
learned  to  use  The  Readers’  Guide  to  Periodical  Literature  f 


120 


PART  TWO 

THE  WORLD  OF  ADVENTURE 


There’s  a  wonderful  land  where  I  go  by  myself 
Without  stirring  from  my  chair; 

I  just  take  a  book  from  the  library  shelf, 

Turn  its  pages,  and,  presto!  I’m  there. 

In  that  wonderful  country  of  yesterday, 

Where  “tomorrow”  is  always  the  “now,” 

Where  the  good  ship  Adventure  is  spreading  her  sails, 
While  the  sea-foam  breaks  white  at  her  prow. 
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WHAT  IS  ADVENTURE? 


Have  you  ever  seen  Colonel  Lindbergh?  If  yon  have, 
you  saw  him,  no  doubt,  in  the  midst  of  an  enthusi¬ 
astic  crowd  cheering  itself  hoarse  in  his  honor  and  strug¬ 
gling  to  get  one  glimpse  of  the  hero.  If  you  have  seen  this, 
you  have  a  good  illustration  of  what  we  call  Adventure. 

A  thousand  years  ago  men  felt  the  same  way  about 
their  heroes  of  great  adventure.  Because  there  were  no 
newspapers  or  radios  to  tell  of  the  great  deeds,  men  made 
songs  about  them  that  were  handed  down  by  word  of 
mouth  from  generation  to  generation,  or  wrote  prose  stories 
and  copied  them  into  the  precious  hand-written  books  that 
were  used  before  the  invention  of  the  printing-press. 

You  will  read  how  Arthur  received  his  magic  sword 
Excalibur ;  how  Sir  Gareth  scrubbed  greasy  kitchenware 
to  win  the  way  to  his  adventure.  You  will  find,  too,  a  fine 
old  story  in  verse  that  was  said  and  sung  long  before  it 
was  printed,  “Sir  Patrick  Spens.”  An  adventure  in  the 
enchanted  realm  of  a  great  poet’s  fancy  is  “The  Tempest.” 

Among  the  best  of  adventures  is  the  story  of  Lewis  and 
Clark,  who  in  the  early  days  crossed  this  great  continent 
on  foot,  on  horseback,  and  by  boat. 

You  will  enjoy  reading  about  six  young  men  who  faced 
hardships  and  danger  so  that  another  might  reap  the 
glory  of  being  the  first  to  fly  over  the  South  Pole. 

When  you  have  finished  these  stories,  you  may  like  to 
decide  what  it  is  that  really  makes  an  adventure.  Is  it 
danger  and  hardship  in  the  world  outside,  or  is  it  some¬ 
thing  in  the  heart  of  the  man  who  longs  to  overcome 
difficulties  ? 
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To  the  music  of  their  harps  British  bards  loved  to  sing  of  a  great 
king,  Arthur  by  name,  who  probably  lived  about  500  a.  d.,  and  who 
united  scattered  British  clans  and  became  the  champion  of  Christianity 
against  the  heathen  hordes.  About  eight  centuries  later,  when  chivalry 
was  at  its  height,  strolling  minstrels  took  up  the  many  legends  that 
had  grown  up  about  King  Arthur  and  wove  them  into  a  story,  a 
blending  of  history,  legend,  and  fancy.  To  get  a  better  understanding 
of  the  background  for  your  reading  of  these  stories,  turn  to  page  133 
and  read  the  first  paragraph  under  “Notes  and  Questions/’  which  gives 
you  helpful  suggestions  for  the  reading  of  the  King  Arthur  stories. 

Arthur’s  birth  and  parentage 

Long  years  ago  there  ruled  over  Britain  a  king  called  Uther 
Pendragon.  A  mighty  prince  was  he,  and  feared  by  all  men ; 
yet,  when  he  sought  the  love  of  the  fair  Igraine  of  Cornwall, 
she  would  have  naught  to  do  with  him,  so  that,  from  grief  and 
disappointment,  Uther  fell  sick,  and  at  last  seemed  nigh  to  death. 

Now,  in  those  days  there  lived  a  famous  magician  named 
Merlin,  so  powerful  that  he  could  change  his  form  at  will,  or 
even  make  himself  invisible ;  nor  was  there  any  place  so  remote 
but  that  he  could  reach  it  at  once,  merely  by  wishing  himself 
there.  One  day,  suddenly,  he  stood  at  Uther’s  bedside  and  said : 
“Sir  King,  I  am  ready  to  help  you.  Only  promise  to  give  me, 
at  his  birth,  the  son  that  shall  be  born  to  you,  and  you  shall 
have  your  heart’s  desire.” 

To  this  the  king  agreed  joyfully,  and  Merlin  kept  his  word ; 
for  he  gave  Uther  the  form  of  one  whom  Igraine  had  loved 
dearly,  and  so  she  took  him  willingly  for  her  husband. 

When  the  time  had  come  that  a  child  should  be  born  to  the 
king  and  queen,  Merlin  appeared  before  Uther  to  remind  him 
of  his  promise;  and  Uther  swore  it  should  be  as  he  had  said. 
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Three  days  later  a  prince  was  born  and,  with  pomp  and  cere¬ 
mony,  was  christened  by  the  name  of  Arthur;  but  immediately 
thereafter  the  king  commanded  that  the  child  be  carried  to  the 
postern  gate,  to  be  given  to  the  old  man  who  would  be  found 
waiting  there. 

Not  long  afterwards  Uther  fell  sick,  and  he  knew  that  his  end 
was  near;  so,  by  Merlin’s  advice,  he  called  together  his  knights 
and  barons  and  said  to  them : 

“My  death  draws  near.  I  charge  you,  therefore,  that  you 
obey  my  son  ev^n  as  you  have  obeyed  me ;  and  my  curse  upon 
him  if  he  claim  not  the  crown  when  he  is  a  man  grown.” 

Then  the  king  turned  his  face  to  the  wall  and  died. 

Scarcely  was  Uther  laid  in  his  grave  before  disputes  arose. 
Few  of  the  nobles  had  seen  Arthur  or  even  heard  of  him,  and 
not  one  of  them  would  have  been  willing  to  be  ruled  by  a  child. 
Each  thought  himself  fitted  to  be  king,  and,  strengthening  his 
own  castle,  made  war  on  his  neighbors  until  the  poor  groaned 
because  there  was  none  to  help  them. 

Now  when  Merlin  carried  away  Arthur — for  Merlin  was  the 
old  man  who  had  stood  at  the  postern  gate — he  had  known  all 
that  would  happen,  and  had  taken  the  child  to  keep  him  safe 
from  the  fierce  barons  until  he  should  be  of  age  to  rule  wisely 
and  well,  and  perform  all  the  wonders  prophesied  of  him.  Merlin 
gave  the  child  to  the  care  of  the  good  knight  Sir  Ector  to  bring 
him  up  with  his  son  Kay,  but  revealed  not  to  the  knight  that 
it  was  the  son  of  Uther  Pendragon  that  was  given  into  his  charge. 

THE  MARVEL  OF  THE  SWORD  AT  THE  CHRISTMAS  MEETING 
OF  THE  BARONS 

At  last,  when  years  had  passed  and  Arthur  was  grown  a  tall 
youth  well  skilled  in  knightly  exercises,  Merlin  went  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  advised  him  that  he  should  call 
together  at  Christmas  time  all  the  chief  men  of  the  realm  to 
the  great  cathedral  in  London. 

“For,”  said  Merlin,  “there  shall  be  seen  a  great  marvel  by 
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which  it  shall  be  made  clear  to  all  men  who  is  the  lawful  king 
of  this  land.”  The  archbishop  did  as  Merlin  advised.  He  bade 
barons  and  knights  come  to  London  to  keep  the  feast  and  to 
pray  heaven  to  send  peace  to  the  realm. 

The  people  hastened  to  obey  the  archbishop’s  commands  and, 
from  all  sides,  barons  and  knights  came  riding  in  to  keep  the 
birth-feast  of  our  Lord.  When  they  had  prayed  and  were  com¬ 
ing  forth  from  the  cathedral,  they  saw  a  strange  sight.  There, 
in  the  open  space  before  the  church,  stood,  on  a  great  stone,  an 
anvil  thrust  through  with  a  sword;  and  on  the  stone  were 
written  these  words: 

“Whoso  can  draw  forth  this  sword  is  rightful  King  of 
Britain  born.” 

At  once  there  were  fierce  quarrels,  each  man  clamoring  to 
be  the  first  to  try  his  fortune,  none  doubting  his  own  success. 
Then  the  archbishop  decreed  that  each  should  make  the  venture 
in  turn,  from  the  greatest  baron  to  the  least  knight.  Each  in 
turn  put  forth  his  utmost  strength,  but  failed  to  move  the  sword 
one  inch,  and  drew  back  ashamed.  So  the  archbishop  dismissed 
the  company  and  appointed  guards  to  watch  over  the  stone. 
He  sent  messengers  through  all  the  land  to  give  word  of  great 
justs  to  be  held  in  London  at  Easter,  when  each  knight  could 
give  proof  of  his  skill  and  courage,  and  try  whether  or  not  the 
adventure  of  the  sword  was  for  him. 

ARTHUR  PROCLAIMED  KING 

Among  those  who  rode  to  London  at  Easter  was  the  good  Sir 
Ector,  and  with  him  his  son,  Sir  Kay,  newly  made  a  knight,  and 
the  young  Arthur.  When  the  morning  came  that  the  justs  should 
begin,  Sir  Kay  and  Arthur  mounted  their  horses  and  set  out 
for  the  lists;  but  before  they  reached  the  field,  Kay  looked  and 
saw  that  he  had  left  his  sword  behind.  Immediately  Arthur 
turned  back  to  fetch  it  for  him,  only  to  find  the  house  fast  shut, 
for  all  were  gone  to  view  the  tournament. 

Sore  vexed  was  Arthur,  fearing  lest  his  brother  Kay  should 
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lose  his  chance  of  gaining  glory,  till,  of  a  sudden  he  thought  of 
the  sword  which  he  had  seen  in  the  great  anvil  before  the 
cathedral.  Thither  he  rode  with  all  speed,  and  the  guards 
having  deserted  their  posts  to  view  the  tournament,  there  was 
none  to  forbid  him  the  adventure.  He  leaped  from  his  horse, 
seized  the  hilt,  and  instantly  drew  forth  the  sword  as  easily  as 
from  a  scabbard;  then,  mounting  his  horse  and  thinking  no 
marvel  of  what  he  had  done,  he  rode  after  his  brother  and 
handed  him  the  weapon. 

When  Kay  looked  at  it,  he  saw  at  once  that  it  was  the  won¬ 
drous  sword  from  the  stone.  In  great  joy  he  sought  his  father, 
and,  showing  it  to  him,  said: 

“Then  must  I  be  King  of  Britain.” 

But  Sir  Ector  made  him  say  how  he  came  by  the  sword,  and 
when  Sir  Kay  told  how  Arthur  had  brought  it  to  him,  Sir  Ector 
bent  his  knee  to  the  boy  and  said : 

“Sir,  I  perceive  that  you  are  my  king,  and  here  I  tender  you 
my  homage” ;  and  Kay  did  as  his  father.  Then  the  three  sought 
the  archbishop,  to  whom  they  related  all  that  had  happened; 
and  he,  much  marveling,  called  the  people  together  to  the  great 
stone  and  bade  Arthur  thrust  back  the  sword  and  draw  it  forth 
again  in  the  presence  of  all.  Arthur  put  the  sword  in  the  stone 
and  with  a  good  will  pulled  it  out  easily. 

An  angry  murmur  arose  from  the  barons,  who  cried  that  it 
would  be  a  great  shame  to  them  all  and  to  the  realm  to  be 
governed  by  a  boy.  At  the  archbishop’s  word,  the  sword  was 
put  back,  and  each  man,  whether  baron  or  knight  or  common, 
tried  in  his  turn  to  draw  it  forth,  and  failed.  Then,  for  the 
third  time,  Arthur  drew  forth  the  sword.  Immediately  there 
arose  from  the  people  a  great  shout :  “Arthur  is  king !  Arthur 
is  king !  W e  will  have  no  king  but  Arthur.”  Though  the  great 
barons  scowled  and  threatened,  they  fell  on  their  knees  before 
him  while  the  archbishop  placed  the  crown  upon  his  head,  and 
they  swore  to  obey  him  faithfully  as  their  lord  and  sovereign. 

Thus  Arthur  was  made  king ;  and  to  all  he  did  justice,  righting 
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wrongs  and  giving  to  all  their  dues.  Nor  was  he  forgetful  of 
those  who  had  been  his  friends;  for  Kay,  whom  he  loved  as  a 
brother,  he  made  chief  of  his  household,  and  to  Sir  Ector,  his 
foster  father,  he  gave  broad  lands. 

KING  ARTHUR  AND  QUEEN  GUINEVERE 

After  Arthur  became  king,  he  had  to  fight  for  his  own ;  for 
eleven  great  kings  drew  together  and  refused  to  acknowledge 
him  as  their  lord.  Chief  among  the  rebels  was  King  Lot  of 
Orkney,  who  had  married  Arthur’s  sister. 

By  Merlin’s  advice  Arthur  sent  for  help  overseas,  to  Ban  and 
Bors,  the  two  great  kings  who  ruled  in  Gaul.  With  their  aid 
he  overthrew  his  foes  in  a  fierce  battle  near  the  river  Trent ;  and 
then  he  passed  with  the  two  kings  into  their  own  lands  and 
helped  them  drive  out  their  enemies.  So  there  was  ever  great 
friendship  between  Arthur  and  the  Kings  Ban  and  Bors,  and 
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all  their  kindred;  and  afterwards  some  of  the  most  famous 
knights  of  the  Round  Table  were  of  that  kin. 

Then  King  Arthur  set  himself  to  restore  order  throughout  his 
kingdom.  To  all  who  would  submit  and  amend  their  evil  ways 
he  showed  kindness;  but  those  who  persisted  in  oppression  and 
wrong  he  removed,  putting  in  their  places  others  who  would  deal 
justly  with  the  people.  Because  the  land  had  become  overrun 
with  forests  during  the  days  of  misrule,  he  cut  roads  through 
the  thickets,  that  no  longer  wild  beasts  and  men,  fiercer  than 
the  beasts,  should  lurk  in  their  gloom,  to  the  harm  of  the  weak 
and  defenseless.  Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  soon  the  peasant 
plowed  his  fields  in  safety,  and  where  had  been  wastes,  men 
dwelt  again  in  peace  and  prosperity. 

Among  the  lesser  kings  whom  Arthur  helped  to  rebuild  their 
towns  and  restore  order  was  King  Leodogran.  Now  Leodogran 
had  one  fair  child,  his  daughter  Guinevere;  and  from  the  time 
that  Arthur  first  saw  her,  he  gave  her  all  his  love.  So  he  sought 
counsel  of  Merlin,  his  chief  adviser.  Merlin  heard  the  king  sor¬ 
rowfully,  and  said : 

“Sir  King,  when  a  man’s  heart  is  set,  he  may  not  change.  Yet 
it  had  been  well  had  you  loved  another.” 

So  the  king  sent  his  knights  to  Leodogran  to  ask  him  for  his 
daughter;  Leodogran  consented,  rejoicing  to  wed  her  to  so  good 
and  knightly  a  king.  With  great  pomp  the  princess  was  con¬ 
ducted  to  Canterbury,  and  there  the  king  met  her,  and  they 
two  were  wed  by  the  archbishop  in  the  great  cathedral,  amid 
the  rejoicing  of  the  people. 

THE  FOUNDING  OF  THE  ROUND  TABLE 

On  that  same  day  did  Arthur  found  his  Order  of  the  Round 
Table,  the  fame  of  which  was  to  spread  through  Christendom 
and  endure  through  all  time.  Now  the  Round  Table  had  been 
made  for  King  Uther  Pendragon  by  Merlin,  who  had  meant 
thereby  to  set  forth  plainly  to  all  men  the  roundness  of  the 
earth.  After  Uther  died,  King  Leodogran  had  possessed  it;  but 
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when  Arthur  was  wed,  Leodogran  sent  it  to  him  as  a  gift,  and 
great  was  the  king’s  joy  at  receiving  it.  One  hundred  fifty 
knights  might  take  their  places  about  it,  and  for  them  Merlin 
made  sieges,  or  seats.  One  hundred  twenty-eight  did  Arthur 
knight  at  that  great  feast ;  thereafter,  if  any  sieges  were  empty, 
at  the  high  festival  of  Pentecost  new  knights  were  ordained  to 
fill  them,  and  by  magic  was  the  name  of  each  knight  found 
inscribed,  in  letters  of  gold,  in  his  proper  siege.  One  seat  only 
long  remained  unoccupied,  and  that  was  the  Siege  Perilous.  No 
knight  might  occupy  it  until  the  coming  of  Sir  Galahad;  for, 
without  danger  to  his  life,  none  might  sit  there  who  was  not 
free  from  all  stain  of  sin. 

With  pomp  and  ceremony  did  each  knight  take  upon  him  the 
vows  of  true  knighthood:  to  obey  the  king ;  to  show  mercy  to  all 
who  asked  it;  to  defend  the  weak;  and  for  no  worldly  gain  to 
fight  in  a  wrongful  cause .  All  the  knights  rejoiced  together, 
doing  honor  to  Arthur  and  to  his  queen.  All  men  of  worship 
said  it  was  merry  to  be  under  such  a  chieftain,  that  would  put 
his  person  in  adventure  as  other  knights  did.  Then  they  rode 
forth  to  right  wrongs  and  help  the  oppressed,  and  by  their  aid, 
the  king  held  his  realm  in  peace,  doing  justice  to  all. 

THE  ADVENTURE  WITH  SIR  PELLINORE 

When  Arthur  was  first  made  king,  he  courted  peril  for  its 
own  sake,  as  young  knights  will,  and  often  rode  unattended  by 
lonely  forest  ways,  seeking  the  adventure  that  chance  might 
send  him.  All  unmindful  was  he  of  the  ruin  to  his  realm  if 
mischief  befell  him ;  and  even  his  trusty  counselors,  though  they 
grieved  that  he  should  thus  imperil  himself,  yet  could  not  but 
love  him  the  more  for  his  hardihood. 

So,  on  a  day,  he  rode  through  the  Forest  Perilous,  and  as  he 
rode,  the  sunbeams  falling  upon  him  made  one  glory  of  his 
armor  and  of  his  yellow  hair.  By  chance  he  followed  a  path 
that  brought  him  to  a  fountain  near  which  a  knight  had  his  tent 
and,  for  the  love  of  adventure,  held  the  way  against  all  comers. 
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Now  this  knight  was  Sir  Pellinore,  and  at  that  time  he  had  not 
his  equal  for  strength  and  knightly  skill,  nor  had  any  been 
found  that  might  stand  against  him.  So,  as  the  king  drew  nigh, 
Pellinore  cried : 

“Stay,  knight,  for  no  one  passes  this  way  except  he  just 
with  me.” 

“That  is  not  a  good  custom,”  said  the  king,  “and  it  were  well 
you  followed  it  no  more.” 

“It  is  my  custom,  and  I  will  follow  it  still,”  answered  Pelli¬ 
nore.  “If  you  like  it  not,  amend  it  if  you  can.” 

“I  will  endeavor  to  do  so,”  said  Arthur,  “but,  as  you  see,  I 
have  no  spear.” 

“Nay,  I  seek  not  to  have  you  at  disadvantage,”  replied  Pelli¬ 
nore,  and  bade  his  squire  give  Arthur  a  spear.  Then  they 
dressed  their  shields,  laid  their  lances  in  rest,  and  rushed  upon 
each  other.  Now  the  king  was  wearied  by  a  night’s  vigil,  and 
the  strength  of  Pellinore  was  as  the  strength  of  three  men;  so, 
at  the  first  encounter,  Arthur  was  unhorsed.  Then  said  he : 

“I  have  lost  the  honor  on  horseback,  but  now  will  I  encounter 
you  with  my  sword  and  on  foot.” 

“I,  too,  will  alight,”  said  Pellinore ;  “small  honor  were  it  to 
me  should  I  slay  you  on  foot,  I  being  horsed  the  while.”  So  they 
encountered  each  other  on  foot. 

So  fiercely  they  fought  that  they  hewed  off  great  pieces  of 
each  other’s  armor,  and  the  ground  was  dyed  with  their  blood. 
But  at  the  last,  Arthur’s  sword  broke  off  short  at  the  hilt,  and 
so  he  stood  all  defenseless  before  his  foe. 

“I  have  you  now,”  cried  Pellinore ;  “yield,  or  I  slay  you.” 

“That  will  I  never,”  said  the  king;  “slay  me  if  you  can.” 

Then  he  sprang  on  Pellinore,  caught  him  around  the  waist, 
flung  him  to  the  ground,  and  fell  upon  him.  Sir  Pellinore  mar¬ 
veled,  for  never  before  had  he  encountered  so  bold  and  resolute 
a  foe ;  but  exerting  his  great  strength,  he  rolled  himself  over, 
and  so  brought  Arthur  beneath  him.  Then  Arthur  would  have 
perished,  but  at  that  moment  Merlin  stood  beside  him,  and 
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when  Sir  Pellinore  would  have  struck  off  the  king’s  head,  he 
stayed  his  blow,  crying: 

“Pellinore,  if  you  slay  this  knight,  you  put  the  whole  realm 
in  peril;  for  this  is  none  other  than  King  Arthur  himself.” 
Then  was  Pellinore  filled  with  dread,  and  cried: 

“I  might  better  make  an  end  of  him  at  once;  for  if  I  suffer 
him  to  live,  what  hope  have  I  of  his  grace,  since  I  have  dealt 
with  him  so  sorely?” 

But  before  Pellinore  could  strike,  Merlin  caused  a  deep  sleep 
to  come  upon  him ;  and  raising  King  Arthur  from  the  ground, 
he  stanched  his  wounds  and  revived  him. 

When  the  king  came  to  himself  and  saw  his  foe  lie  still  as  in 
death  on  the  ground,  he  was  grieved  and  said : 

“Merlin,  what  have  you  done  to  this  brave  knight?  Nay,  if 
you  have  slain  him,  I  shall  grieve  my  life  long ;  for  a  good  knight 
he  is,  bold  and  a  fair  fighter,  though  something  wanting  in 
knightly  courtesy.” 

“He  is  in  better  case  than  you  are,  Sir  King,  who  so  lightly 
imperil  your  person,  and  thereby  your  kingdom’s  welfare.  As 
you  say,  Pellinore  is  a  stout  knight,  and  hereafter  shall  he  serve 
you  well.  Have  no  fear.  He  shall  wake  again  in  three  hours  and 
have  suffered  naught  by  the  encounter.  But  for  you,  it  were 
well  to  go  where  you  may  be  tended  for  your  wounds.” 

“Nay,”  replied  the  king,  smiling,  “I  may  not  return  to  my 
court  thus  weaponless ;  first  must  I  obtain  a  sword.” 

“That  is  easily  done,”  answered  Merlin ;  I  will  take  you  where 
you  shall  obtain  a  sword,  the  wonder  of  the  world.” 

THE  SWORD  EXCALIBUR 

Though  his  wounds  pained  him  sorely,  the  king  followed 
Merlin  by  many  a  forest  path  and  glade,  until  they  came  upon 
a  lake,  bosomed  deep  in  the  forest.  As  he  looked  thereon,  the 
king  behold  an  arm,  clothed  in  white  samite,  above  the  surface 
of  the  lake,  and  in  the  hand  was  a  fair  sword  that  gleamed  in 
the  level  rays  of  the  setting  sun. 
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“This  is  a  great  marvel,”  said  the  king;  “what  may  it  mean?” 

And  Merlin  made  answer :  “Deep  in  this  lake,  so  deep  indeed 
that  no  man  may  fathom  it ;  but  in  its  depths,  and  built  upon 
the  roots  of  the  mountains,  is  the  palace  of  the  Lady  of  the 
Lake.  Powerful  is  she,  with  a  power  that  works  ever  for  good, 
and  she  shall  help  you  in  your  hour  of  need.” 

Anon  the  Lady  of  the  Lake  herself  came  to  Arthur  and  said, 
“Sir  Arthur,  king,  yonder  sword  is  mine,  and  if  you  will 
promise  me  a  gift  when  I  ask  it  of  you,  you  shall  have  it.” 

“By  my  faith,”  said  Arthur,  “I  will  give  you  whatever 
you  ask.” 

Then  was  Arthur  aware  of  a  little  skiff,  half  hidden  among 
the  bulrushes  that  fringed  the  lake;  and  leaping  into  the  boat, 
without  aid  of  oar,  he  was  wafted  out  into  the  middle  of  the 
lake,  to  the  place  where,  out  of  the  water,  rose  the  arm  and 
sword.  Leaning  from  the  skiff,  he  took  the  sword  from  the 
hand,  which  forthwith  vanished,  and  immediately  thereafter 
the  skiff  bore  him  back  to  land. 
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Arthur  drew  from  its  scabbard  the  mighty  sword,  wondering 
at  the  marvel  of  its  workmanship,  for  the  hilt  shone  with  the 
elfin  light  of  twinkling  gems — diamond  and  .topaz  and  emerald, 
and  many  another  whose  name  none  knows.  As  he  looked  on 
the  blade,  Arthur  was  aware  of  mystic  writings  on  the  one  side 
and  the  other,  and  calling  to  Merlin,  he  bade  him  interpret 
them. 

“Sir,”  said  Merlin,  “on  the  one  side  is  written  ‘Keep  me/  and 
on  the  other  ‘Throw  me  away.’  ” 

“Then,”  said  the  king,  “which  shall  I  do?” 

“Keep  it,”  answered  Merlin ;  “the  time  to  cast  it  away  is  not 
yet  come.  This  is  the  good  sword  Excalibur,  and  well  shall  it 
serve  you.  But  what  think  you  of  the  scabbard  ?” 

“A  fair  cover  for  so  good  a  sword,”  answered  Arthur. 

“Nay,  it  is  more  than  that,”  said  Merlin,  “for  so  long  as  you 
keep  it,  though  you  be  sorely  wounded,  yet  shall  you  not  bleed 
to  death.”  "When  he  heard  that,  the  king  marveled  the  more. 

Then  they  journeyed  back  to  Camelot,  where  the  knights  made 
great  joy  of  the  return  of  their  lord.  Presently,  thither  came 
Sir  Pellinore,  craving  pardon  of  the  king,  who  made  but  jest 
of  his  own  misadventure.  Afterwards  Sir  Pellinore  became  a 
knight  of  the  Round  Table,  vowed  not  only  to  deeds  of  hardi¬ 
hood,  but  also  to  gentleness  and  courtesy.  Faithfully  he  served 
the  king,  fighting  ever  to  maintain  justice,  put  down  wrong, 
and  defend  the  weak  from  the  oppressor. 

Notes  axd  Questions 

A  background  for  reading  these  stories  intelligently  may  be  gained 
b}r  spending  a  preliminary  class  period  in  exchanging  ideas  which  the 
class  members  may  already  have  on  the  subject  of  medieval  knights, 
their  training,  armor,  tournaments,  castles,  etc.  You  may  add  interest 
and  information  to  this  informal  discussion  by  bringing  to  class,  either 
from  your  home  or  from  the  library,  pictures  illustrating  the  general 
subject  of  medieval  chivalry  (among  others,  copies  of  Edwin  A.  Abbey’s 
famous  painting,  representing  the  “ Quest  of  the  Holy  Grail,”  in  the 
Boston  Public  Library). 
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‘‘The  Coming  of  Arthur”  may  then  be  read  silently  during  the  next 
study  period.  Note  the  number  of  minutes  it  takes  you  to  read  it;  if 
you  are  an  average  seventh-grade  reader,  it  will  probably  take  you 
about  fifteen  minutes.  The  rest  of  the  study  period  may  be  spent  in 
testing  your  silent  reading  by  using  the  sub-topics  in  the  text  as  an 
outline  for  the  story. 

1.  In  the  Great  Hall  at  Winchester  there  hangs  on  the  wall  today 
an  immense  round  table.  It  has  been  hanging  there  for  five  hundred 
years,  and  no  one  knows  how  many  more.  The  table  is  eighteen  feet 
in  diameter,  built  of  strong  oak  planks.  Around  the  edge  are  inscribed 
the  names  of  twenty-four  knights,  and  King  Arthur  himself  is  por¬ 
trayed  in  person.  It  bears  the  inscription :  “This  is  the  Round  Table 
of  King  Arthur  with  twenty-four  of  his  named  knights.” 

Does  this  description  agree  with  the  description  of  the  Round  Table 
on  pages  128-129  ?  Tell  what  you  learned  from  these  descriptions 
about : 

(a)  its  origin 

( b )  its  size 

(c)  the  reason  for  its  shape 

(d)  the  number  of  seats  for  knights 

( e )  how  the  seats  were  designated 

2.  Find  the  paragraph  that  describes  the  contrast  between  Britain 
as  it  was  before  the  coming  of  Arthur  and  its  condition  after  he  became 
king.  What  have  good  roads  and  cleared  lands  done  in  our  country? 

3.  You  may  copy  these  statements  and  after  each  one  write  the 
number  of  the  page  on  which  the  incident  is  told. 

A.  Merlin  aided  Uther  Pendragon  by: 

(a)  making  Igraine  willing  to  marry  LRher. 

(&)  making  the  Round  Table  for  LTther. 

B.  Merlin  aided  Arthur  by: 

(a)  hiding  him  from  the  barons  and  having  Sir  Ector  bring 
him  up. 

( b )  making  it  evident  he  was  the  king’s  son  through  the  marvel 
of  the  sword  in  the  anvil. 

(c)  advising  him  to  seek  help  overseas. 

( d )  protecting  him  in  the  adventure  with  Sir  Pellinore. 

( e )  helping  him  to  secure  Exealibur. 
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4.  The  vows  of  the  knights  of  the  Round  Table  may  be  compared 
with  the  oaths,  creeds,  or  slogans  of  the  Boy  Scouts,  the  Camp  Fire 
Girls,  the  Girl  Scouts,  and  the  Junior  Red  Cross.  If  there  are  members 
of  these  organizations  in  the  class,  they,  no  doubt,  will  be  glad  to  make 
the  comparison. 

5.  Sir  Thomas  Malory  wrote  the  story  of  King  Arthur,  and  William 
Caxton,  the  first  English  printer,  published  it  in  1485.  “The  Coming 
of  Arthur”  and  “The  Story  of  Gareth”  are  simplified  versions  of 
Malory’s  story.  Some  of  the  quaint  expressions  have  been  retained. 
Make  a  list  of  five  quaint  expressions,  such  as  “nigh  to  death”  in  the 
first  paragraph.  Your  list  will  give  you  some  idea  of  the  changes  the 
English  language  has  undergone  in  the  last  five  hundred  years. 

6.  The  English  poet,  Tennyson,  told  the  story  of  Arthur  and  his 
knights  in  his  beautiful  Idylls  of  the  King.  Volunteers  may  bring  to 
class  and  read  (a)  the  description  of  the  marriage  of  King  Arthur; 
( h )  the  song  of  Arthur’s  knighthood,  both  from  “The  Coming  of 
Arthur,”  Tennyson;  and  ( c )  the  death  of  Arthur,  from  “The  Passing 
of  Arthur,”  Tennyson,  beginning  with  line  330. 

7.  The  swords  of  famous  heroes  of  old  were  known  by  name;  King 
Arthur’s  sword  was  Exealibur;  the  sword  of  Siegfried,  the  Norse  hero, 
was  Balmung;  and  the  sword  of  Roland,  the  French  hero,  was  Durendal. 
A  group  of  volunteers  may  prepare  for  the  class  a  brief  report  on 
famous  swords.  Information  may  be  found  in  Compton’s  Pictured 
Encyclopedia  under  the  name  “Sword.” 

Many  stories  for  boys  and  girls  have  been  written  about  King  Arthur 
and  his  knights.  Probably  your  library  has  one  or  more  of  these : 
The  Boys’  King  Arthur ,  Lanier,  illustrated  by  Wyeth;  The  Story  of 
King  Arthur  and  His  Knights,  Pyle;  King  Arthur  and  His  Noble 
Knights,  Macleod;  King  Arthur  and  His  Knights,  Warren;  The  Story 
of  King  Arthur,  Brooks;  “King  Arthur’s  Round  Table,”  illustrated, 
Pratt,  St.  Nicholas,  Volume  42,  February,  1915. 


THE  STORY  OF  GARETH 

THE  ARRIVAL  OF  BEAU  MAINS  AT  KING  ARTHUR’S  COURT 

King  Arthur  had  a  custom  that  at  the  feast  of  Pentecost  he 
would  fast  until  he  had  heard  or  seen  a  great  marvel.  Because 
of  that  custom  all  manner  of  strange  adventures  came  before 
him  at  that  feast. 

Sir  Gawain,  a  little  before  noon  of  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
saw  from  a  window  a  man  on  horseback  and  a  dwarf  on  foot. 
Then  Sir  Gawain  went  to  the  king  and  said,  “Sir,  go  to  your 
meat,  for  here  at  hand  come  strange  adventures.” 

Right  so  came  into  the  hall  the  goodliest  young  man  and  the 
fairest  that  ever  they  had  seen.  He  was  tall  and  broad  in  the 
shoulders,  and  his  hands  were  the  fairest  and  the  largest  that 
ever  man  had  looked  upon. 

This  tall  young  man  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  saving, 
“King  Arthur,  God  bless  you  and  all  your  fair  fellowship. 
I  have  come  hither  to  pray  you  to  give  me  three  gifts.  They 
shall  not  be  unreasonably  asked,  and  you  may  honorably  grant 
them  me.  The  first  gift  I  will  ask  now,  and  the  other  two  I 
will  ask  this  day  twelvemonth.” 

“Ask  then,”  said  Arthur,  “and  you  shall  have  your  petition.” 

“Sir,”  said  the  young  man,  “this  is  my  petition,  that  you  will 
give  me  meat  and  drink  for  this  twelvemonth.  At  the  end  of 
that  time,  I  will  ask  my  other  two  gifts.” 

“My  fair  son,”  said  Arthur,  “ask  better,  I  counsel  you,  for 
this  is  but  simple  asking ;  my  heart  tells  me  that  you  shall  prove 
a  man  of  great  honor.” 

“Sir,”  said  the  young  man,  “be  that  as  it  may,  I  have  asked 
what  I  wish.” 

“Well,”  said  the  king,  “you  shall  have  meat  and  drink  enough; 
I  never  refused  that  to  friend  or  foe.  But  what  is  your  name  ?” 


136 


THE  STORY  OF  GARETH 


137 


“I  cannot  tell  yon/’  said  the  young  man. 

“That  is  strange/’  said  the  king,  “that  you  know  not  your 
own  name,  and  yet  are  the  goodliest  young  man  that  ever  I  saw.” 

Then  the  king  charged  Sir  Kay,  the  steward,  that  he  should 
give  the  young  man  meat  and  drink  of  the  best,  as  though  he 
were  a  lord’s  son. 

“There  is  no  need  of  that,”  said  Sir  Kay,  “for  I  am  sure  he 
is  of  lowly  birth.  If  he  had  come  of  gentle  birth,  he  would  have 
asked  of  you  horse  and  armor ;  but  such  as  he  is,  so  he  asks. 
And  since  he  has  no  name,  I  shall  call  him  Beaumains,  that  is 
Fairhands,  and  into  the  kitchen  I  shall  take  him.” 

Then  were  Sir  Gawain  and  Sir  Lancelot  wroth  and  besought 
Sir  Kay  to  stop  his  mocking  of  the  young  man.  Sir  Lancelot 
bade  Beaumains  come  to  his  chamber,  where  he  should  have 
meat  and  drink  enough;  this  Sir  Lancelot  did  of  his  great  gen¬ 
tleness  and  courtesy.  Sir  Gawain  also  proffered  him  meat  and 
drink.  But  Beaumains  refused  them  both,  and  thus  he  was 
put  into  the  kitchen,  where  Sir  Kay  bade  him  to  sit  dowm  to 
meat  with  the  kitchen  boys. 

So  Beaumains  endured  all  that  twelvemonth  and  never  dis¬ 
pleased  man  nor  child,  but  always  he  was  meek  and  kindly.  But 
whenever  there  was  any  justing  of  knights,  that  would  he  see 
if  he  might. 


GRANTING  OF  THE  TWO  GIFTS 

A  year  passed  thus,  and  it  was  again  the  feast  of  Pentecost. 
On  that  day  there  came  a  damsel,  Linet,  into  the  hall  and  saluted 
the  king  and  prayed  for  succor  for  her  lady  who  was  besieged 
in  her  castle. 

“Who  is  your  lady  and  who  is  it  that  is  besieging  her?” 
asked  the  king. 

“Sir  King,”  she  said,  “my  lady’s  name  shall  you  not  know 
from  me  at  this  time,  but  the  tyrant  that  besieges  her  and 
destroys  her  lands  is  called  the  Red  Knight  of  the  Red  Lands.” 

“I  know  him  not,”  said  the  king. 
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“Sir,”  said  Sir  Gawain,  “I  know  him  well;  men  say  that  he 
has  seven  men’s  strength,  and  from  him  I  escaped  once  barely 
with  my  life.” 

“Fair  damsel,”  said  the  king,  “there  are  knights  here  who 
would  do  all  in  their  power  to  rescue  your  lady,  but  because 
you  will  not  tell  her  name,  none  of  my  knights  shall  go  with 
you  by  my  will.” 

Then  Beaumains  came  before  the  king  and  said,  “Sir  King,  I 
have  been  this  twelvemonth  in  your  kitchen,  and  now  I  will  ask 
my  two  gifts.” 

“Ask,”  said  the  king,  “and  right  gladly  will  I  grant  them.” 

“Sir,  these  shall  be  my  two  gifts :  first,  that  you  will  grant  me 
to  have  this  adventure.” 

“You  shall  have  it,”  said  the  king. 

“Then,  sir,  this  is  the  other  gift,  that  you  shall  bid  Sir  Lance¬ 
lot  to  make  me  knight.  I  pray  you  let  him  ride  after  me  and 
make  me  knight  when  I  ask  him.” 
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“All  this  shall  be  done/’  said  the  king. 

“Fie  on  thee,”  said  the  damsel;  “shall  I  have  none  but  one 
that  is  your  kitchen  boy?” 

Then  was  she  wroth  and  took  her  horse  and  departed  from 
him. 

Thereupon  came  a  messenger  to  Beaumains  and  told  him  that 
a  dwarf,  with  horse,  armor,  and  all  things  necessary,  was  waiting 
for  him.  And  all  men  marveled  whence  these  things  had  come. 
But  when  he  was  on  horseback  and  armed,  no  knight  at  court 
was  goodlier  than  he. 

Sir  Kay  said  openly  in  the  hall,  “I  will  ride  after  my  boy 
of  the  kitchen  to  see  whether  he  will  know  me  for  his  better.” 
Just  as  Beaumains  overtook  the  damsel,  Linet,  up  came  Sir  Kay 
and  said,  “Beaumains,  what,  sir,  know  you  not  me?” 

“Yea,”  said  Beaumains,  “I  know  you  for  an  ungentle  knight 
of  the  court,  and  therefore  beware  of  me.” 

Therewith  Sir  Kay  put  his  spear  in  the  rest  and  ran  straight 
upon  him.  Beaumains  came  back  as  fast  upon  him  with  his 
sword  and  thrust  him  through  the  side,  so  that  Sir  Kay  fell 
down  as  if  he  were  dead.  Beaumains  took  Sir  Kay’s  shield  and 
spear  and  rode  on  his  way. 

When  Sir  Lancelot  overtook  him,  he  asked  Sir  Lancelot  to 
just  with  him,  and  they  came  together  fiercely  and  fought  for 
an  hour ;  and  Lancelot  marveled  at  Beaumains’s  strength,  for 
he  fought  more  like  a  giant  than  a  knight.  So  Sir  Lancelot  said, 
“Beaumains,  fight  not  so  sorely;  your  quarrel  and  mine  is  not 
so  great  but  we  may  leave  off.” 

“Truly,  that  is  so,”  said  Beaumains,  “but  it  does  me  good  to 
feel  your  might.”  And  then  he  asked  Lancelot,  “Think  you  that 
I  may  sometime  stand  a  proved  knight  ?” 

“Yea,”  said  Lancelot,  “do  as  you  have  done,  and  I  shall  be 
your  warrant.” 

“Then  I  pray  you,”  said  Beaumains,  “give  me  the  order  of 
knighthood.” 

“Then  must  you  tell  me  your  name,”  said  Lancelot. 
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“Sir,”  he  said,  “my  name  is  Gareth,  and  I  am  brother  to 
Sir  Gawain.” 

“Ah,  sir,”  said  Lancelot,  “I  am  even  more  glad  than  I  was, 
for  ever  I  thought  you  were  of  great  blood,  and  that  you  came 
not  to  the  court  for  meat  and  drink.” 

Then  Sir  Lancelot  gave  Beaumains  the  order  of  knighthood 
and  departed  from  him.  Going  along  his  way,  Lancelot  came 
to  Sir  Kay  and  had  him  carried  home  upon  his  shield,  where 
he  was  healed  of  his  wound. 

THE  DAMSEL’S  TAUNTS 

When  Sir  Beaumains  had  overtaken  the  damsel,  Linet,  she 
said,  .“What  do  you  here?  You  smell  of  the  kitchen,  and  your 
clothes  are  soiled  with  the  grease  and  tallow  from  King  Arthur’s 
kitchen.  Therefore,  turn  again,  dirty  kitchen  boy ;  I  know  you 
well,  for  Sir  Kay  named  you  Beaumains.” 

“Damsel,”  said  Beaumains,  “say  to  me  what  you  will,  I  will 
not  go  from  you,  for  I  have  promised  King  Arthur  to  achieve 
your  adventure;  and  so  shall  I  finish  it  to  the  end  or  I  shall 
die  therefor.” 

So  thus  as  they  rode  in  the  wood,  there  came  a  man  fleeing 
as  for  his  life.  “Whither  are  you  going?”  asked  Beaumains. 

“0  lord,”  he  said,  “help  me,  for  six  thieves  have  taken  my 
lord  and  bound  him,  and  I  am  afraid  they  will  slay  him.” 

“Take  me  thither,”  said  Beaumains. 

They  rode  together  until  they  came  where  the  knight  was 
bound,  and  then  Beaumains  rode  upon  the  thieves  and  slew 
them  all  and  unbound  the  knight.  The  knight  thanked  him  and 
prayed  him  to  ride  with  him  to  his  castle  that  he  might  reward 
him  for  his  good  deeds. 

“Sir,”  said  Beaumains,  “I  will  have  no  reward;  I  was  this 
day  made  knight  by  noble  Sir  Lancelot,  and  therefore  I  will 
have  no  reward  but  God  reward  me.  Also,  I  must  follow  this 
damsel.” 

When  he  came  nigh  her,  she  bade  him  ride  from  her.  “For 
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you  smell  of  the  kitchen/’  she  said.  Then  the  same  knight  who 
was  rescued  rode  after  the  damsel  and  Beaumains,  and  prayed 
them  to  lodge  with  him  that  night;  and  so  that  night  they  had 
good  cheer  and  rest. 

On  the  morrow  Linet  and  Beaumains  rode  on  their  way  until 
they  came  to  a  great  forest,  through  which  flowed  a  river  with 
hut  one  passage ;  and  at  the  passage  were  two  knights  to  prevent 
their  crossing.  “What  say  you?”  said  the  damsel;  “will  you 
match  yonder  knights  or  turn  again?” 

“Nay,”  said  Sir  Beaumains,  “I  will  not  turn  again,  though 
they  were  six  more.”  Therewith  he  rushed  into  the  water,  and 
the  knights  drew  their  swords  and  smote  at  him.  But  Beau¬ 
mains  slew  them  both. 

“Alas,”  said  Linet,  “that  a  kitchen  boy  should  have  the  fortune 
to  destroy  two  such  brave  knights.” 

“Damsel,”  said  Beaumains,  “I  care  not  what  you  say,  so  long 
as  I  may  rescue  your  lady.” 

“If  you  follow  me,”  said  the  damsel,  “you  will  surely  be 
slain,  for  I  see  that  all  you  do  is  just  by  chance  and  not  by  your 
own  might.” 

“Well,  damsel,  say  what  you  will,  but  wherever  you  go,  I  will 
follow  you.” 


THE  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  BLACK  KNIGHT 

Beaumains  rode  with  Linet  till  evening,  and  ever  she  kept 
chiding  him  and  would  not  stop.  They  came  to  a  black  plain, 
and  there  was  a  black  hawthorn  on  which  hung  a  black  shield 
and  a  black  spear,  great  and  long.  And  near  by  was  a  black 
horse  covered  with  silk.  On  the  horse  sat  a  knight  all  armed 
in  black  armor,  and  his  name  was  the  Knight  of  the  Black 
Lands. 

When  Linet  came  nigh,  he  said,  “Damsel,  have  you  brought 
this  knight  of  King  Arthur  to  be  your  champion?”  “Nay,  fair 
knight,”  said  she,  “this  is  but  a  kitchen  boy  that  was  fed  in 
King  Arthur’s  kitchen  for  alms.” 
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“Why  comes  he,”  said  the  knight,  “in  such  array?  It  is  shame 
that  he  bears  you  company.” 

“Sir,  I  cannot  be  rid  of  him;  I  saw  him  slay  through  mishap 
two  knights  at  the  passage  of  the  river,  and  other  deeds  he  did 
before  right  marvelous,  but  all  by  chance.” 

“I  marvel,”  said  the  Black  Knight,  “that  any  man  that  is  of 
honor  will  fight  with  him.” 

“They  know  him  not,”  said  the  damsel. 

“That  may  be,”  said  the  knight,  “but  this  much  I  shall  grant 
you:  I  shall  put  him  down  upon  foot,  and  his  horse  and  his 
armor  he  shall  leave  with  me;  for  it  were  shame  to  me  to  do 
him  any  more  harm.” 

When  Sir  Beaumains  heard  him  speak  thus,  he  said,  “Sir 
Knight,  you  are  liberal  indeed  with  my  horse  and  my  armor. 
I  let  you  know  that  neither  horse  nor  armor  of  mine  will  you 
have  unless  you  win  them  with  your  hands.” 

Then  in  great  wrath  they  departed  with  their  horses  and 
came  together  as  if  it  had  been  thunder.  When  they  had  fought 
for  an  hour  and  a  half,  the  Black  Knight  fell  off  his  horse  in 
a  swToon  and  died  forthwith.  Beaumains  armed  himself  in  the 
Black  Knight’s  armor  and  took  his  horse  and  rode  after  the 
damsel. 

When  she  saw  him  come  nigh,  she  said,  “Away,  kitchen  boy, 
for  the  smell  of  your  clothes  grieves  me.  Alas,  that  a  kitchen 
boy  should  by  mishap  slay  so  good  a  knight.” 

“I  warn  you,  fair  damsel,”  said  Beaumains,  “that  I  will  not 
flee  away  nor  leave  your  company  for  all  that  you  can  say; 
therefore,  ride  on  your  way,  for  follow  you  I  will,  whatever 
happens.” 


THE  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  GREEN  KNIGHT 

As  they  rode  together  thus,  they  saw  a  knight  come  driving 
by  them,  all  in  green,  both  his  horse  and  his  armor,  and  when 
he  came  nigh  Linet,  he  asked  her,  “Is  that  my  brother,  the 
Black  Knight,  that  you  have  brought  with  you?” 
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“Nay,  nay/’  she  said,  “this  kitchen  boy  has  slain  your 
brother.” 

“Ah !  traitor,”  said  the  Green  Knight,  “for  this  you  shall  die.” 

“I  defy  you,”  said  Sir  Beaumains,  “for  I  slew  him  knightly 
and  not  shamefully.” 

Then  they  ran  together  with  all  their  might  and  fought  a 
long  while,  and  at  last  Beaumains  gave  the  Green  Knight  such 
a  blow  upon  the  helmet  that  he  fell  upon  his  knees.  The 
Green  Knight  cried  for  mercy  and  prayed  Sir  Beaumains  not 
to  slay  him. 

“Fair  knight,”  said  the  Green  Knight,  “spare  me  my  life  and 
I  will  forgive  you  the  death  of  my  brother  and  forever  be  your 
man,  and  thirty  knights  that  follow  me  shall  forever  do  you 
service.” 

“Sir  Knight,”  said  Beaumains,  “all  this  avails  you  nothing 
unless  this  damsel  speaks  for  your  life.”  Therewith  he  made 
a  motion  as  if  to  slay  him. 

“Let  be,”  said  the  damsel;  “slay  him  not,  for  if  you  do,  you 
shall  repent  it.” 

Then  Beaumains  said,  “Sir  Knight,  I  release  you  at  the 
damsel’s  request.” 

The  Green  Knight  kneeled  down  and  did  homage  with  his 
sword,  and  said,  “You  shall  lodge  with  me  tonight,  and  tomor¬ 
row  I  shall  help  you  through  this  forest.”  So  they  took  their 
horses  and  rode  to  his  manor. 

Ever  Linet  rebuked  Beaumains  and  would  not  allow  him  to 
sit  at  her  table.  “I  marvel,”  said  the  Green  Knight,  “why  you 
rebuke  this  noble  knight  as  you  do,  for  I  warn  you,  damsel,  he 
is  a  full  noble  knight,  and  I  know  no  knight  who  is  able  to 
match  him;  therefore  you  do  great  wrong  to  rebuke  him.” 

On  the  morrow  they  took  their  horses  and  rode  on  their  way, 
and  the  Green  Knight  said,  “My  lord  Beaumains,  I  and  these 
thirty  knights  shall  be  always  at  your  summons  both  early 
and  late.” 

“It  is  well  said,”  answered  Beaumains;  “when  I  call  upon 
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you,  you  must  yield  yourself  to  King  Arthur  with  all  your 
knights.” 

“If  you  so  command  us,  we  shall  be  ready  at  all  times,”  said 
the  Green  Knight,  and  departed. 

THE  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  RED  KNIGHT 

Within  a  while,  as  they  rode  along,  they  saw  a  tower  as  white 
as  any  snow;  and  the  lord  of  the  tower  was  in  his  castle  and 
looked  out  at  a  window  and  saw  a  damsel  and  a  knight.  So 
he  armed  himself  hastily  and  mounted  his  horse ;  he  was  all 
red,  both  his  horse  and  his  armor.  And  when  he  came  nigh,  he 
thought  it  was  his  brother,  the  Black  Knight,  and  he  cried 
aloud,  “Brother,  what  do  you  here?” 

“Nay,  nay,”  said  Linet,  “it  is  not  he.  This  is  but  a  kitchen 
boy.  He  has  killed  your  brother,  the  Black  Knight.  I  saw  your 
brother,  the  Green  Knight,  also  overcome  by  him.  Now  may 
you  be  revenged  on  him.” 

With  this  the  knights  came  together  with  all  their  might  and 
fought  furiously  for  two  hours,  so  that  it  was  wonder  to  see 
such  strong  battle.  Yet  at  the  last,  Sir  Beaumains  struck  the 
Red  Knight  to  the  earth.  The  Red  Knight  cried  mercy,  saying, 
“Noble  knight,  slay  me  not,  and  I  shall  yield  myself  with  sixty 
knights  that  are  at  my  command;  I  forgive  you  all  that  you 
have  done  to  me,  and  the  death  of  my  brother,  the  Black 
Knight.” 

“All  this  avails  not,”  said  Beaumains,  “unless  the  damsel 
prays  me  to  save  your  life.”  Therewith  he  made  a  motion  as 
if  to  slay  him. 

“Let  be,”  said  the  damsel;  “slay  him  not,  for  he  is  a  noble 
knight.” 

Then  Beaumains  bade  the  Red  Knight  stand  up,  and  the  Red 
Knight  prayed  them  to  see  his  castle  and  rest  there  that  night. 
Upon  the  morn  he  came  before  Beaumains  with  his  threescore 
knights  and  offered  him  his  homage  and  service. 
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“I  thank  you,”  said  Beaumains,  “but  this  you  shall  grant  me, 
to  come  before  my  lord  King  Arthur  when  I  call  upon  you  and 
yield  yourself  to  him  to  be  his  knight.” 

“Sir,”  said  the  Red  Knight,  “I  will  be  ready  at  your 
summons.” 

THE  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  BLUE  KNIGHT 

Sir  Beaumains  departed  with  Linet,  and  ever  she  rode 
chiding  him. 

“Damsel,”  said  Beaumains,  “you  are  discourteous  to  rebuke 
me  as  you  do,  for  I  have  done  you  good  service.” 

“Well,”  said  she,  “right  soon  you  shall  meet  a  knight  who 
shall  pay  you  all  your  wages,  for  he  is  the  greatest  in  the  world, 
except  King  Arthur.” 

Soon  there  was  before  them  a  city  rich  and  fair,  and  between 
them  and  the  city  there  was  a  new-mown  meadow  wherein  were 
many  pavilions  goodly  to  behold. 

“Lo,”  said  the  damsel,  “yonder  is  a  lord  that  owns  this  city, 
and  his  custom  is,  when  the  weather  is  fair,  to  just  in  the 
meadow.  And  ever  he  has  about  him  five  hundred  knights  and 
gentlemen  of  arms.” 

“That  goodly  lord,”  said  Beaumains,  “would  I  gladly  see.” 

“You  shall  see  him  soon  enough,”  said  Linet,  and  as  she  rode 
near,  she  saw  the  pavilion  where  he  was.  “Lo,”  said  she,  “yonder 
is  his  pavilion  that  is  all  blue  of  color,  and  the  lord’s  name  is 
Sir  Persant,  the  lordliest  knight  you  have  yet  encountered.” 

“It  may  well  be,”  said  Beaumains,  “but  in  this  field  I  shall 
abide  until  I  see  him.” 

“Sir,”  she  said,  “I  marvel  what  you  are;  boldly  you  speak 
and  boldly  have  you  acted,  as  I  have  seen ;  therefore  I  pray  you 
save  yourself,  for  both  you  and  your  horse  are  weary.  But  I 
must  tell  you  that  Sir  Persant  is  nothing  in  might  unto  the 
knight  that  lays  the  siege  about  my  sister.” 

“As  for  that,”  said  Sir  Beaumains,  “in  spite  of  all  your  threats 
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of  knights  that  might  destroy  me,  all  they  who  came  lie  in  the 
dust  before  me ;  and  since  I  have  come  so  nigh  this  knight,  I 
will  prove  his  might  before  I  depart  from  him.” 

“Oh,”  said  Linet,  “I  marvel  what  manner  of  man  you  are, 
for  so  shamefully  did  never  woman  treat  knight  as  I  have  done 
you,  and  ever  courteously  you  have  borne  it.  Alas,  Sir  Beau- 
mains,  forgive  me  all  that  I  have  said  or  done  against  you.” 

“With  all  my  heart,”  said  he,  “I  forgive  you,  for  I  took  no 
heed  of  whatever  you  said  to  me  except  that  at  times  when  your 
scorn  angered  me,  it  made  me  all  the  stronger  against  those 
with  whom  I  fought,  and  thus  you  furthered  me  in  all  my 
battles.  Now  I  think  there  is  no  knight  living  but  I  am  able 
enough  for  him.” 

When  Sir  Persant  saw  them  in  the  field,  he  sent  to  them  to 
know  whether  Beaumains  came  in  war  or  in  peace. 

“Say  to  your  lord,”  said  Beaumains,  “that  shall  be  as  he 
pleases.” 

So  Sir  Persant  rode  against  him,  his  armor  and  trappings  all 
in  blue.  Beaumains  saw  him  and  made  himself  ready;  their 
horses  rushed  together,  and  they  fought  two  hours  and  more. 
At  last  Beaumains  smote  Sir  Persant  so  that  he  fell  to  the  earth. 
Then  Sir  Persant  yielded  him  and  asked  mercy.  With  that 
came  the  damsel  and  prayed  to  save  his  life. 

“I  will  gladly,”  said  Beaumains,  “for  it  were  pity  this  noble 
knight  should  die.” 

“Now  this  shall  I  do  to  please  you,”  said  Sir  Persant,  “you 
shall  have  homage  of  me  and  an  hundred  knights  to  be  always 
at  your  command.” 

So  they  went  to  Sir  Persant’s  pavilion  to  rest  that  night,  and 
on  the  morn  Linet  and  Sir  Beaumains  took  their  leave. 

“Fair  damsel,”  said  Sir  Persant,  “whither  are  you  leading 
this  knight  ?” 

“Sir,”  she  said,  “this  knight  is  going  to  rescue  my  sister,  Lady 
Liones.  who  is  besieged  in  the  Castle  Perilous.” 
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“Ah,”  said  Sir  Persant,  “she  is  besieged  by  the  Red  Knight 
of  the  Red  Lands,  a  man  that  is  without  mercy,  and  men  say 
that  he  has  seven  men’s  strength.  He  has  been  well-nigh  two 
years  at  this  siege  and  he  prolongs  the  time,  hoping  to  have 
Sir  Lancelot  himself  do  battle  with  him.” 

“My  lord,  Sir  Persant,”  said  the  damsel,  “I  request  that  you 
make  this  gentleman  knight  before  he  fight  the  Red  Knight.” 

“I  will  with  all  my  heart,”  said  Sir  Persant,  “if  it  please  him 
to  take  the  order  of  knighthood  from  so  simple  a  man  as  I  am.” 

“Sir,”  said  Beaumains,  “I  thank  you  for  your  good  will,  but 
the  noble  knight  Sir  Lancelot  made  me  knight.” 

“Ah,”  said  Sir  Persant,  “of  a  more  renowned  knight  might 
you  not  receive  the  order  of  knighthood,  for  of  all  knights  he 
is  chief.  Therefore,  God  speed  you  well,  for  if  you  conquer  the 
Red  Knight,  you  shall  be  called  the  equal  of  Lancelot.” 

“Sir,”  said  Beaumains,  “I  wish  to  be  of  good  fame  and  knight¬ 
hood,  and  I  will  tell  you  both  who  I  am.  Truly  then,  I  am 
Gareth  of  Orkney.  King  Lot  was  my  father,  and  my  mother 
is  King  Arthur’s  sister.  Sir  Gawain  is  my  brother,  and  Sir 
Agravaine  and  Sir  Gaheris,  and  I  am  the  youngest  of  them  all. 
Up  to  this  time,  however,  neither  King  Arthur  nor  Sir  Gawain 
knows  who  I  am.” 

THE  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  RED  KNIGHT  OF  THE  RED  LANDS 

Linet  sent  the  dwarf  ahead  to  her  sister  in  the  Castle  Perilous 
to  tell  her  of  their  coming,  and  also  how  the  knight  had  passed 
all  the  perilous  passages. 

“Dwarf,”  said  Lady  Liones,  “I  am  glad  of  these  things. 
Return  to  my  sister  and  greet  her  well.  Commend  me  to  her 
gentle  knight  and  pray  him  to  eat  and  drink  and  make  himself 
strong.  Say  to  him  that  I  thank  him  for  his  courtesy  and 
goodness.” 

So  the  dwarf  departed,  and  on  the  way  back  he  met  the  Red 
Knight  of  the  Red  Lands,  who  asked  him  where  he  had  been. 
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“Sir,”  said  the  dwarf,  “I  came  here  with  the  sister  of  the 
lady  of  this  castle.  She  has  been  at  King  Arthur’s  court  and 
brought  a  knight  with  her.” 

“Then  I  count  her  labor  lost,  for  though  she  .had  brought  with 
her  Sir  Lancelot,  I  would  think  myself  his  equal.” 

“It  may  well  be,”  said  the  dwarf,  “but  this  knight  has  passed 
all  the  perilous  passages,  has  slain  the  Black  Knight  and  has 
won  the  Green  Knight,  the  Red  Knight,  and  the  Blue  Knight.” 

“What  is  his  name  ?”  asked  the  Red  Knight  of  the  Red  Lands. 

“That  will  I  not  tell  you,”  said  the  dwarf. 

“I  care  not,”  said  the  Red  Knight,  “what  knight  soever  he 
be,  he  shall  have  a  shameful  death  as  many  others  have  had.” 

Meanwhile  Beaumains  and  the  damsel  came  to  a  plain  whereon 
were  many  tents  and  a  fair  castle,  and  there  was  much  smoke 
and  great  noise.  As  they  came  near,  they  saw  upon  great  trees 
the  bodies  of  forty  knights  hanging,  with  rich  armor  on  them, 
their  shields  and  swords  about  their  necks. 

“Fair  sir,”  said  the  damsel,  “all  these  knights  came  to  this 
siege  to  rescue  my  sister,  and  when  the  Red  Knight  of  the  Red 
Lands  had  overcome  them,  he  put  them  to  this  shameful  death 
without  mercy  or  pity.” 

“Truly,”  said  Beaumains,  “he  uses  shameful  customs,  and  it 
is  a  marvel  that  none  of  the  noble  knights  of  my  lord  Arthur 
has  dealt  with  him.” 

Then  said  Linet,  “See  you  that  ivory  horn  hanging  upon  the 
sycamore  tree?  The  Red  Knight  hung  it  there,  that  any  knight 
may  blow  thereon,  and  then  will  he  himself  come  forth  and  fight 
with  him.  But  I  pray  you,  blow  not  the  horn  till  it  be  high 
noon,  for  his  strength  increases  until  noon  to  the  might  of 
seven  men.” 

“Ah,  for  shame,  fair  damsel,  say  so  never  more  to  me,  for  I 
will  win  honorably,  or  die  knightly  in  the  field.” 

Therewith  he  blew  the  horn  so  eagerly  that  the  castle  rang 
with  the  sound. 
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Then  the  Red  Knight  armed  himself  hastily,  and  all  was 
blood  red,  his  armor,  spear,  and  shield. 

“Sir,”  said  Linet,  “yonder  is  your  deadly  enemy,  and  at 
yonder  window  is  my  sister.” 

With  that  the  Red  Knight  of  the  Red  Lands  called  to  Sir 
Beaumains,  “Sir  Knight,  I  warn  you  that  for  this  lady  I  have 
done  many  strong  battles.” 

“If  you  have  done  so,”  said  Beaumains,  “it  was  but  waste 
labor,  and  know,  Red  Knight  of  the  Red  Lands,  I  will  rescue 
her,  or  die.” 

Sir  Beaumains  bade  Linet  go  from  him ;  then  he  and  the  Red 
Knight  put  their  spears  in  their  rests  and  came  together  with 
all  their  might. 

They  fought  till  it  was  past  noon,  and  when  they  had  rested 
awhile,  they  returned  to  the  battle  and  fought  till  evening. 
But  at  last  Sir  Beaumains  smote  the  sword  out  of  the  Red 
Knight’s  hand  and  smote  him  on  the  helmet,  so  that  he  fell 
to  earth. 

Then  the  Red  Knight  said  in  a  loud  voice,  “0  noble  knight, 
I  yield  me  to  your  mercy.” 

But  Sir  Beaumains  said,  “I  may  not  with  honor  save  your 
life,  for  the  shameful  deaths  that  you  have  caused  many  good 
knights.” 

“Sir,”  said  the  Red  Knight,  “hold,  and  you  shall  know  the 
causes  why  I  put  them  to  so  shameful  a  death.” 

“Say  on,”  said  Sir  Beaumains. 

“Sir,  a  lady  prayed  to  me  to  make  her  a  promise  by  the  faith 
of  my  knighthood  that  I  would  labor  daily  in  arms  until  I 
met  Sir  Lancelot  or  Sir  Gawain,  who,  she  said,  had  slain  her 
brother,  and  this  is  the  reason  that  I  have  put  all  these  knights 
to  death.” 

Then  there  came  many  earls  and  barons  and  noble  knights 
and  prayed  Sir  Beaumains  to  save  his  life. 

“Sir,”  they  said,  “it  were  fairer  to  take  homage  and  let  him 
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hold  his  lands  of  you  than  to  slay  him;  by  his  death  you  shall 
have  no  advantage,  and  his  misdeeds  that  be  done  may  not  be 
undone.  For  these  he  shall  make  amends  to  all  parties,  and  we 
all  will  become  your  men  and  do  you  homage.” 

“Fair  lords,”  said  Beaumains,  “I  am  loath  to  slay  this  knight, 
who,  nevertheless,  has  done  shamefully.  But  since  all  that  he 
did  was  at  a  lady’s  request,  I  will  release  him  upon  these  con¬ 
ditions,  that  he  go  within  the  castle  and  yield  himself  to  the 
lady,  and  if  she  will  forgive  him,  I  will;  and  also  when  this  is 
done,  that  he  go  to  the  court  of  King  Arthur  and  there  ask 
Sir  Lancelot  mercy  and  Sir  Gawain,  for  the  evil  will  he  has 
had  against  them.” 

“Sir,”  said  the  Red  Knight,  “all  this  will  I  do  as  you 
command.” 

And  so  within  a  while  the  Red  Knight  went  into  the  castle 
and  promised  to  make  amends  for  all  that  had  been  done  against 
the  lady.  Thereupon  he  made  ready  to  depart  for  the  court  of 
King  Arthur  with  six  hundred  knights  and  nobles. 

Lady  Liones  and  her  brother  begged  Sir  Beaumains  to  tarry 
at  the  castle,  which  he  did  quite  willingly.  “For,”  said  he,  “I 
have  promised  to  be  away  from  the  court  a  twelvemonth, 
though  I  am  sure  I  shall  be  sought  by  my  good  lord  King 
Arthur.” 

Lady  Liones  asked  her  sister  many  times  about  the  lineage 
of  Sir  Beaumains,  but  Linet  would  not  tell  her,  being  bound  by 
oath  to  the  knight.  Forthwith  she  asked  the  dwarf,  who  said 
to  her,  “He  is  a  king’s  son,  and  his  mother  is  King  Arthur’s 
sister.  He  is  Sir  Gareth  of  Orkney,  and  the  good  knight  Gawain 
is  his  brother.” 


THE  FEAST  OF  PENTECOST 

Again  it  was  Pentecost,  and  King  Arthur  held  the  feast  with 
great  ceremony.  The  hall  and  the  cathedral  were  made  festive 
with  banners,  tapestries,  and  garlands  woven  from  the  wood- 
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land  greens.  The  minstrels  sang,  and  the  young  knights  justed. 
Into  the  midst  of  the  festivities  came  the  Green  Knight  and  his 
thirty  knights  and  yielded  themselves  to  King  Arthur.  There 
came,  also,  the  Red  Knight,  his  brother,  and  yielded  himself 
to  King  Arthur  with  threescore  knights.  And  then  came  the 
Blue  Knight,  brother  to  them,  with  one  hundred  knights  and 
yielded  to  King  Arthur. 

These  three  brothers  told  King  Arthur  how  they  were  over¬ 
come  by  a  knight,  that  a  damsel  had  with  her,  who  called  him 
Beaumains. 

“I  wonder,”  said  the  king,  “who  Beaumains  is  and  of  what 
lineage  he  is  come.” 

Then,  right  as  the  king  stood  talking  with  these  three  brothers, 
came  Sir  Lancelot  and  told  the  king  that  there  was  come  a 
goodly  lord  and  six  hundred  knights  with  him. 

Forthwith  this  lord  saluted  the  king. 
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“Sir,”  he  said,  “my  name  is  the  Red  Knight  of  the  Red  Lands, 
and  here  I  am  sent  by  a  knight  who  is  called  Beaumains,  for 
he  won  me  in  battle  hand  for  hand.” 

“Yon  are  welcome,”  said  the  king,  “for  you  have  long  been 
a  great  foe  to  me  and  my  court,  and  now  I  trust  to  God  I  shall 
so  treat  you  that  you  shall  be  my  friend.” 

“Sir,  both  I  and  these  knights  shall  always  be  at  your 
summons  to  do  you  service.” 

“Then  I  shall  make  you  a  knight  of  the  Table  Round,  but  you 
must  be  no  more  a  murderer.” 

“Sir,  as  to  that,  I  have  promised  Sir  Beaumains  never  more 
to  use  such  customs,  and  I  must  go  unto  Sir  Lancelot  and  to 
Sir  Gawain  and  ask  them  forgiveness  for  the  evil  will  I  had 
toward  them.” 

“They  are  here  now  before  thee,”  said  the  king. 

And  then  he  kneeled  down  before  Sir  Lancelot  and  Sir 
Gawain  and  prayed  for  forgiveness  for  the  enmity  that  he 
had  borne  against  them. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  ORKNEY  AT  THE  FEAST 

After  these  adventures  they  went  to  meat;  and  as  they  sat 
at  meat,  there  was  great  rejoicing;  for  it  was  announced  that 
the  Queen  of  Orkney  with  ladies  and  knights,  a  great  number, 
had  arrived.  Sir  Gawain,  Sir  Agravaine,  and  Sir  Gaheris  arose 
and  went  to  her  and  saluted  her  upon  their  knees  and  asked  her 
blessing,  for  in  fifteen  years  they  had  not  seen  their  mother. 

Anon  she  asked  her  brother,  King  Arthur,  “Where  is  my 
youngest  son,  Sir  Gareth?  He  was  here  a  twelvemonth,  and 
you  made  a  kitchen  boy  of  him,  which  is  shame  to  you  all.  Alas, 
where  is  my  dear  son  that  was  my  joy  and  my  bliss?” 

“0  dear  mother,”  said  Sir  Gawain,  “I  knew  him  not.”  “Nor 
I,”  said  the  king;  “but  thank  God  he  is  proved  an  honorable 
knight  as  any  now  living  of  his  years,  and  I  shall  never  be 
glad  until  I  find  him.” 
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“Ah.  brother,7’  said  the  queen,  “yon  did  yourself  great  shame 
when  you  kept  my  son  in  the  kitchen.77 

“Fair  sister,77  said  the  king,  “I  knew  him  not,  nor  did  Sir 
Gawain.  Also,  sister,  you  might  have  told  me  of  his  coming 
and  then,  if  I  had  not  done  well  to  him,  you  might  have  blamed 
me.  For  when  he  came  to  my  court,  he  asked  me  three  gifts, 
and  one  he  asked  the  same  day;  that  was,  that  I  would  give 
him  meat  enough  for  that  twelvemonth.  The  other  two  gifts 
he  asked  that  day  a  twelvemonth,  that  he  might  have  the 
adventure  for  the  damsel  and  that  Sir  Lancelot  should  make 
him  knight  when  he  desired  him.  And  so  I  granted  him  all 
his  desire.77 

“Sir,77  said  the  queen,  “I  sent  him  to  you  well  armed  and 
horsed,  and  gold  and  silver  plenty  to  spend.77 

“It  may  be,77  said  the  king,  “but  of  that  we  saw  nothing, 
save  that  on  the  day  he  departed  from  us,  knights  told  me  that 
there  came  a  dwarf  hither  suddenly  and  brought  him  armor 
and  a  good  horse.  At  that  we  all  marveled  from  whence  those 
riches  came.77 

“Brother,77  said  the  queen,  “all  that  you  say  I  believe,  but 
I  marvel  that  Sir  Kay  did  mock  and  scorn  him  and  gave  him 
the  name  Beaumains.77 

“By  the  grace  of  God,77  said  Arthur,  “Sir  Gareth  shall  be 
found ;  so  let  all  this  pass  and  be  merry,  for  he  is  proved  a  man 
of  honor,  and  that  is  my  joy.77 

THE  SEARCH  FOR  SIR  GARETH 

Then  said  Sir  Gawain  and  his  brothers  to  Arthur,  “Sir,  if 
you  will  give  us  leave,  we  will  go  and  seek  our  brother.77 

“Nay,77  said  Sir  Lancelot,  “that  shall  you  not  need,  for  by 
my  advice  the  king  shall  send  unto  Lady  Liones  a  messenger 
and  pray  that  she  will  come  to  the  court  in  all  the  haste  that 
she  may.  She  may  give  you  best  counsel  where  to  find  him.77 

“That  is  well  said  of  you,77  said  the  king. 
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So  the  messenger  was  sent  forth,  and  night  and  day  he  went 
until  he  came  to  the  Castle  Perilous.  And  the  lady  was  there 
with  her  brother  and  Sir  Gareth.  When  she  understood  the 
message,  she  went  to  her  brother  and  Sir  Gareth  and  told  them 
how  King  Arthur  had  sent  for  her. 

“That  is  because  of  me,”  said  Sir  Gareth.  “I  pray  you  do 
not  let  them  know  where  I  am.  I  know  my  mother  is  there 
and  all  my  brothers,  and  they  will  take  upon  them  to  seek  me.” 

So  the  lady  departed  and  came  to  King  Arthur’s  court,  where 
she  was  nobly  received,  and  there  she  was  questioned  by  the 
king.  She  answered  that  she  could  not  tell  where  Sir  Gareth 
was.  But  she  said  to  Arthur,  “Sir,  I  will  have  a  tournament 
proclaimed  to  take  place  before  my  castle,  and  the  proclama¬ 
tion  shall  be  this — that  you,  my  lord  Arthur,  shall  be  there, 
and  your  knights;  and  I  will  provide  that  my  knights  shall  be 
against  yours,  and  then  I  am  sure  you  shall  have  tidings  of 
Sir  Gareth.” 

“That  is  well  advised,”  said  King  Arthur;  so  she  departed. 

When  the  Lady  Liones  returned  to  her  home,  she  told  what 
she  had  done  and  the  promise  she  had  made  to  King  Arthur. 

Then  Sir  Gareth  sent  unto  Sir  Persant,  the  Blue  Knight,  and 
summoned  him  and  his  knights.  Then  he  sent  unto  the  Red 
Knight  of  the  Red  Lands  and  charged  him  that  he  be  ready 
with  all  his  knights. 

Then  the  Red  Knight  answered  and  said,  “Sir  Gareth,  you 
shall  understand  that  I  have  been  at  the  court  of  King  Arthur 
with  Sir  Persant  and  his  brothers,  and  there  we  have  done  our 
homage  as  you  commanded  us.  At  the  tournament,  however, 
I  have  decided  with  Sir  Persant  and  his  brothers  to  hold  part 
against  my  lord,  King  Arthur,  and  the  knights  of  that  court. 
And  this  have  I  undertaken  for  the  love  of  you,  my  lord  Sir 
Gareth.” 

“You  have  done  well,”  said  Sir  Gareth,  “but  you  must  know 
you  shall  be  matched  with  the  most  noble  knights  of  the  world; 
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therefore  we  must  provide  us  with  good  knights,  wherever  we 
may  get  them.” 

So  the  proclamation  was  made  in  England,  "Wales,  Scotland, 
Ireland,  and  Brittany  that  men  should  come  to  the  Castle 
Perilous,  and  all  the  knights  should  have  the  choice  whether 
to  be  on  the  side  with  the  knights  of  the  castle  or  on  the  other 
side  with  King  Arthur.  And  so  there  came  many  good  knights 
and  chose  to  be  on  the  side  of  the  castle  and  against  King 
Arthur  and  his  knights. 

THE  TOURNAMENT  AT  CASTLE  PERILOUS 

There  came  to  the  tournament  with  King  Arthur  man}7  kings, 
princes,  earls,  barons,  and  other  noble  knights.  The  two  queens 
also,  Queen  Guinevere  and  the  Queen  of  Orkney,  Gareth’s 
mother,  came  with  the  king.  So  there  was  a  great  array  both 
within  and  without  the  castle,  with  all  manner  of  feasting  and 
minstrelsy. 

Then  Sir  Gareth  prayed  Lady  Liones  and  the  Red  Knight 
and  Sir  Persant  that  none  should  tell  his  name,  and  that  they 
should  make  no  more  of  him  than  of  the  least  knight  that 
was  there. 

Upon  the  day  of  the  tournament  the  heralds  sounded  the 
trumpets  to  call  the  knights  to  the  field.  After  many  noble 
knights  had  encountered,  Sir  Gareth  came  upon  the  field.  All 
the  knights  that  encountered  him  were  overthrown. 

“That  knight  is  a  good  knight,”  said  King  Arthur. 

Wherefore  the  king  called  unto  him  Sir  Lancelot  and  prayed 
him  to  encounter  with  that  knight. 

“Sir,”  said  Lancelot,  “when  a  good  knight  doth  so  well  upon 
a  day,  it  is  not  a  good  knight’s  part  to  prevent  him  from  receiv¬ 
ing  honor,  and  therefore,  as  for  me,  this  day  he  shall  have  the 
honor;  though  it  lay  in  my  power  to  hinder  him,  I  would 
not.” 

Then  betwixt  many  knights  there  was  strong  battle,  and 
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marvelous  deeds  of  arms  were  done.  Two  knights,  who  were 
brothers,  assailed  Sir  Lancelot  at  once,  and  he,  as  the  noblest 
knight  of  the  world,  fought  with  them  both,  so  that  all  men 
wondered  at  the  nobility  of  Sir  Lancelot.  And  then  came  in 
Sir  Gareth,  who  knew  that  it  was  Sir  Lancelot  that  fought  with 
the  two  strong  knights.  So  Sir  Gareth  came  with  his  good  horse 
and  hurled  them  apart,  and  no  stroke  would  he  smite  at  Sir 
Lancelot. 

Sir  Lancelot  saw  this  and  thought  it  must  be  the  good  knight 
Sir  Gareth,  and  Sir  Gareth  rode  here  and  there  and  smote  on 
the  right  hand  and  on  the  left  hand,  so  that  all  men  said  he 
best  did  his  duty. 

“Now  go,”  said  King  Arthur  unto  the  heralds,  “and  ride 
about  him  and  see  what  manner  of  knight  he  is,  for  I  have 
inquired  of  many  knights  this  day  that  be  of  his  party,  and  all 
say  they  know  him  not.” 
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And  so  a  herald  rode  as  near  Sir  Gareth  as  he  could,  and 
there  he  saw  written  upon  his  helmet  in  gold,  “Sir  Gareth  of 
Orkney.”  Then  the  herald  cried  and  many  heralds  with  him, 
“This  is  Sir  Gareth  of  Orkney.”  Then  all  the  kings  and  knights 
pressed  to  behold  him,  and  ever  the  heralds  cried,  “This  is  Sir 
Gareth  of  Orkney,  King  Lot’s  son.” 

When  Sir  Gareth  saw  that  he  was  known,  he  doubled  his 
strokes  and  with  great  difficulty  made  his  way  out  of  the  crowd 
and  rode  into  the  forest.  Then  fell  there  a  storm  of  thunder 
and  rain  as  though  heaven  and  earth  should  go  together. 

Sir  Gareth  was  not  a  little  weary,  for  all  that  day  he  had 
had  but  little  rest,  neither  his  horse  nor  he,  and  he  rode  in  the 
forest  until  night  came.  Ever  it  lightened  and  thundered,  but 
at  last  by  fortune  he  came  to  a  castle,  where  he  found  shelter 
for  the  night. 

SIR  GARETH  AND  SIR  GAWAIN  IN  COMBAT 

On  the  morn  Sir  Gareth  took  his  leave  from  the  castle  and 
departed  on  his  way.  By  fortune  he  came  to  a  mountain  side 
and,  as  he  stood  there  alone,  he  saw  an  armed  knight  coming 
toward  him.  Then  Sir  Gareth  mounted  upon  his  horse,  and 
they  ran  together  as  if  it  had  been  thunder.  And  thus  they 
fought  two  hours.  At  last  came  the  damsel,  Linet,  who  had 
ridden  with  Sir  Gareth  for  so  long  time,  and  she  cried,  “Sir 
Gawain,  Sir  Gawain,  leave  your  fighting  with  your  brother,  Sir 
Gareth.” 

When  Sir  Gawain  heard  her,  he  threw  away  his  shield  and 
his  sword  and  ran  to  Sir  Gareth  and  took  him  in  his  arms  and 
then  kneeled  down  and  asked  for  mercy. 

“Who  are  you,”  said  Sir  Gareth,  “that  right  now  were  so 
strong  and  mighty  and  now  so  suddenly  yield  yourself  to  me?” 

“0  Gareth,  I  am  your  brother,  Gawain,  that  for  your  sake 
have  had  great  sorrow  and  labor.” 

Forthwith  Sir  Gareth  unlaced  his  helmet  and  kneeled  down 
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to  him  and  asked  for  mercy.  Then  they  rose  and  embraced  each 
other  and  wept  a  great  while,  and  each  of  them  gave  the  other 
the  prize  of  the  battle.  And  there  were  many  kind  words 
between  them. 

“Alas,  my  fair  brother/’  said  Sir  Gawain,  “I  ought  of  right 
to  honor  you,  if  you  were  not  my  brother,  for  you  have  honored 
King  Arthur  and  all  his  court.  You  have  sent  him  more  honor¬ 
able  knights  this  twelvemonth  than  six  of  the  best  of  the  Round 
Table  have  done  except  Sir  Lancelot.” 

Then  the  damsel,  Linet,  went  to  King  Arthur,  who,  as  it 
happened,  was  but  two  miles  away.  When  she  told  him  of  Sir 
Gawain  and  Sir  Gareth,  the  king  mounted  his  horse  and  bade 
the  lords  and  ladies  come  after,  who  that  would.  There  was 
saddling  and  bridling  of  queens’  horses  and  princes’  horses, 
and  well  for  him  who  was  soonest  ready. 

When  King  Arthur  came  nigh  Sir  Gareth,  the  king  made 

great  joy  and  ever  he  wept  as  if  he  were  a  child.  With  that 

came  Gareth’s  mother,  and  when  she  saw  Gareth,  she  might 

not  weep ;  but  suddenly  fell  in  a  swoon,  as  if  she  were  dead. 

But  Sir  Gareth  comforted  his  mother  that  she  soon  recovered 
and  made  good  cheer. 

THE  MARRIAGE  OF  SIR  GARETH  AND  LADY  LIONES 

Sir  Lancelot,  too,  made  great  cheer  of  Sir  Gareth,  and  he 
of  him,  for  there  was  never  knight  that  Sir  Gareth  loved  so 
well  as  he  did  Sir  Lancelot.  And  there  was  great  joy  and 
gladness  among  them  all. 

Then  said  the  king  to  the  damsel,  “Where  is  the  Lady  Liones 
for  whom  Sir  Gareth  engaged  in  many  a  mortal  combat?  Go 
and  bring  her  hither.” 

So  Linet  rode  to  tell  her  sister  where  Sir  Gareth  was,  and 
when  the  Lady  Liones  heard  it,  she  rejoiced  heartily  and  came 
with  all  the  speed  she  could.  And  when  Sir  Gareth  saw  her, 
there  wTas  great  joy  and  comfort  between  them. 
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Then  the  king  asked  Sir  Gareth  whether  he  would  have  that 
lady  for  his  wife.  “My  lord,”  replied  Sir  Gareth,  “know  well 
that  I  love  her  above  all  ladies  living.”  “Now,  fair  lady,”  said 
King  Arthur,  “how  does  he  stand  with  you?”  “Most  noble 
king,”  she  answered,  “Sir  Gareth  is  my  first  love  and  shall  be 
my  last.”  Then  said  the  king,  “Not  for  my  crown  would  I  be 
the  cause  of  parting  your  two  hearts.” 

Great  preparations  were  then  made  for  the  day  of  marriage. 
Sir  Gareth  sent  out  messengers  to  all  the  knights  whom  he 
had  overcome  in  battle,  inviting  them  to  the  marriage  feast. 
And  in  the  presence  of  this  goodly  company  did  the  Arch¬ 
bishop  of  Canterbury  marry  Sir  Gareth  and  the  Lady  Liones. 

For  three  days  the  feasting  continued  with  justing  and  all 
manner  of  games  and  revelry,  with  music  and  minstrelsy.  Sir 
Lancelot  did  many  marvelous  deeds  of  arms,  that  all  men 
wondered  at  him. 

The  Lady  Liones  gave  to  Sir  Gareth  a  goodly  and  rich  ring, 
and  he  gave  her  another ;  and  King  Arthur  gave  her  a  rich 
bee  of  gold. 

And  this  Sir  Gareth  all  his  life  was  a  noble  knight,  well-ruled 
and  fair-languaged. 

Thus  ends  this  tale  of  Sir  Gareth  of  Orkney  that  wedded  the 
Lady  Liones  of  the  Castle  Perilous.  His  brother,  Sir  Gaheris, 
wedded  her  sister,  the  damsel,  Linet.  To  them  King  Arthur 
gave  mighty  lands  with  great  riches,  that  royally  they  might 
live  to  the  end  of  their  lives. 

Notes  and  Questions 

This  story  may  be  read  silently  either  at  school,  during  a  study 
period,  or  at  home.  If,  for  your  age,  you  are  an  average  reader,  it 
will  probably  take  you  nearly  thirty-five  minutes  to  read  it.  You  may 
test  your  understanding  of  the  story  by  this  outline : 

I.  At  King  Arthur’s  court 

A.  The  king’s  custom  at  Pentecost 
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B.  The  most  noticeable  characteristics  of  the  young  stranger 

C.  His  request  for  three  gifts 

D.  Sir  Kay’s  name  for  the  young  man 

E.  Beaumains’s  year  in  King  Arthur’s  kitchen 

F.  The  granting  to  Beaumains  of  the  adventure  for  the  damsel 

II.  The  adventures  of  Sir  Gareth 

A.  Receiving  the  order  for  knighthood 

B.  First  adventures  and  the  damsel’s  taunting 

C.  The  adventures  with  the  three  brothers,  the  Black  Knight, 
the  Green  Knight,  and  the  Red  Knight 

D.  The  change  in  the  damsel’s  conduct,  and  the  encounter  with 
the  Blue  Knight 

E.  Sir  Persant’s  offer  to  make  Gareth  a  knight,  and  Sir 
Gareth’s  revelation 

F.  The  adventure  with  the  Red  Knight  of  the  Red  Lands,  and 
its  outcome 

III.  The  feast  of  Pentecost  at  King  Arthur’s  court 

A.  The  arrival  of  the  knights  overcome  by  Sir  Gareth 

B.  The  Queen  of  Orkney  at  the  feast 

C.  The  search  for  Sir  Gareth 

D.  The  plan  of  Lady  Liones  for  finding  Sir  Gareth 

E.  Sir  Gareth  at  the  tournament 

F.  Sir  Gareth  and  Sir  Gawain  in  combat 

G.  The  marriage  of  Sir  Gareth 

1.  Gareth,  as  the  nephew  of  King  Arthur,  would  have  received 
extraordinary  treatment  at  the  king’s  court,  but  he  preferred  to  keep 
his  identity  a  secret  and  to  stand  upon  his  own  merits;  what  does  this 
show  about  his  character?  Have  you  read  any  other  stories  in  which 
concealed  identity  plays  an  important  part? 

2.  The  story  opens  on  the  feast  of  Pentecost,  and  important  events 
occur  also  on  the  same  feast  day  the  first  and  second  years  afterwards. 
Name  the  important  events  on  these  three  successive  feasts  of  Pentecost. 
Where  and  how  did  Gareth  spend  the  first  year?  The  second  year? 

3.  Find  lines  that  help  to  describe  the  character  of  Gareth  by  show¬ 
ing  that : 

(a)  He  wished  to  win  knighthood  through  ability,  not  through  influ¬ 
ence  of  his  rank  and  wealth. 
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(b)  He  would  take  no  reward  for  helping  the  distressed. 

(c)  He  was  not  afraid  when  outnumbered. 

( d )  He  could  not  be  turned  from  his  purpose  by  ridicule  or  injustice. 

( e )  He  granted  mercy  to  those  who  asked  it. 

(/)  He  would  not  take  an  unfair  advantage  of  an  opponent. 

( g )  He  was  courteous. 

(h)  He  was  ready  to  forgive  wrongs  done  to  him. 

( i )  He  desired  to  help  in  righting  wrongs  in  Arthur’s  kingdom. 

4.  A  volunteer  may  make  a  brief  report  to  the  class  on  the  feast  of 
Pentecost  from  an  unabridged  dictionary,  and  from  the  Bible,  Acts, 
Chapters  1  and  2,  for  the  story  of  the  Christian  Pentecost. 

5.  How  does  the  method  to  right  wrong  used  by  the  knights  of  King 
Arthur’s  court  compare  with  methods  used  in  our  day? 

6.  Members  of  the  class  may  have  had  interesting  adventures  with 
firemen,  policemen,  coastguards,  sailors,  railway  engineers,  doctors, 
nurses,  etc. ;  if  so,  tell  the  class  about  them. 

7.  In  what  three  ways  do  you  think  a  modern  football  game  might 
resemble  a  medieval  tournament? 

8.  Make  a  list  of  five  heroes  in  aviation,  in  polar  and  other  scientific 
expeditions,  who  might  qualify  for  a  present-day  order  of  the  Round 
Table. 

Read  the  story  of  the  knighting  of  an  English  hero,  Sir  Wilfred  T. 
Grenfell,  page  300.  You  may  also  enjoy  reading  Tommy  Reming¬ 
ton’s  Battle ,  Burton  E.  Stevenson;  King  Arthur  Stories  from  Malory, 
Stevens  and  Allen. 
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The  king  sits  in  Dunfermline  town, 
Drinking  the  blude^red  wine : 

“0  whare  will  I  get  a  skeely2  skipper 
To  sail  this  new  ship  o’  mine?” 

0  up  and  spake  an  eldern  knight, 

Sat  at  the  king’s  right  knee : 

“Sir  Patrick  Spens  is  the  best  sailor 
That  ever  sailed  the  sea.” 

Our  king  has  written  a  braid3  letter 
And  sealed  it  wi’  his  hand, 

And  sent  it  to  Sir  Patrick  Spens, 

Was  walking  on  the  sand. 

“To  Noroway,  to  Noroway, 

To  Noroway  o’er  the  faem;4 

The  king’s  daughter  to  Noroway, 

’Tis  thou  maun5  bring  her  hame.” 

“Be  it  wind  or  weet,6  be  it  hail  or  sleet, 
Our  ship  must  sail  the  faem; 

The  king’s  daughter  to  Noroway, 

’Tis  we  must  bring  her  hame.” 

They  hoisted  their  sails  ©n  Monenday 
Wi’  a’7  the  speed  they  may; 

They  hae  landed  safe  in  Noroway 
Upon  a  Wodensday. 

blude,  blood  5  maun,  must 

skeely,  skillful  6  weet,  wet,  rainy 

braid,  long  7  a%  all 

faem,  foam 
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They  hadna  been  a  week,  a  week, 
In  Noroway  but  twae, 

When  that  the  lords  o’  Noroway 
Began  aloud  to  say: 


“Ye  Scottish  men  spend  a ’  onr  king’s  goud1 
And  a’  our  queenis  fee.”2 
“Ye  lie,  ye  lie,  ye  liars  loud; 

Fu’3  loud  I  hear  ye  lie ! 


“For  I  brought  as  mickle4  white  monie5 
As  gane6  my  men  and  me — 

And  I  brought  a  half-fou’7  o’  gude  red  goud 
Out  o’er  the  sea  wi’  me. 


“Mak’  ready,  mak’  ready,  my  merry  men  a’ ! 

Our  gude  ship  sails  the  morn.” 

“Nor  ever  alake  !8  my  master  dear, 

I  fear  a  deadly  storm. 


“I  saw  the  new  moon  late  yestreen,9 
Wi’  the  auld  10  moon  in  her  arm; 
And  if  we  gang11  to  sea,  master, 

I  fear  we’ll  come  to  harm.” 


They  hadna12  sailed  upon  the  sea 
A  day  but  barely  three, 

Till  loud  and  boisterous  grew  the  wind, 
And  gurly13  grew  the  sea. 


goud,  gold 
fee,  property 
fu’,  full 
mickle,  much 

white  monie,  silver  money 


6  gane,  would  do 

7  half-fou,  quart 
s  alake,  alas 

9  yestreen,  last  night 


10  auld,  old 

11  gang,  go 

12  hadna,  had  not 

13  gurly,  stormy 
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uO  where  will  I  get  a  gude  sailor 
To  tak’  my  helm  in  hand, 

Till  I  gae1  up  to  the  tall  topmast 
To  see  if  I  can  spy  land?” 


“0  here  am  I,  a  sailor  gude, 

To  tak’  the  helm  in  hand, 

Till  you  gae  up  to  the  tall  topmast, 
But  I  fear  you’ll  ne’er  spy  land.” 


He  hadna  gane  a  step,  a  step, 

A  step  but  barely  ane,2 
When  a  bolt  flew  out  o’  our  goodly  ship, 
And  the  salt  sea  it  came  in. 


“Gae  fetch  a  web  o’  the  silken  claith,3 
Anither  o’  the  twine,4 
And  wap5  them  into  our  ship’s  side, 
And  letna6  the  sea  come  in.” 


They  fetched  a  web  o’  the  silken  claith, 

Anither  o’  the  twine, 

And  they  wapped  them  into  that  gude  ship’s  side, 
But  still  the  sea  cam’  in. 


0  laith,7  laith  were  our  gude  Scots  lords 
To  weet  their  milk-white  hands; 

But  lang  ere  a’  the  play  was  ower,8 
They  wat9  their  gouden  bands.10 

1  gae,  go  3  wap,  bind  8  ere  a’  the  play  was  ower,  before 

2  ane,  one  6  letna,  let  not  the  affair  was  ended 

3  claith,  cloth  7  laith,  unwilling  9  wat,  wet 

4  twine,  coarse  10  gouden  hands,  golden  arm-bands 
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0  laith,  laith  were  our  gude  Scots  lords 
To  weet  their  cork-heel’d  shoon;1 

But  lang  ere  a’  the  play  was  play’d, 

They  wat  their  hats  aboon.2 

0  lang,  lang  may  the  ladies  sit 
Wi’  their  fans  into  their  hand, 

Before  they  see  Sir  Patrick  Spens 
Come  sailing  to  the  land! 

And  lang,  lang  may  the  maidens  sit 
Wi’  their  goud  kaims3  in  their  hair, 

Awaiting  for  their  ain  dear  loves, 

For  them  theyTl  see  nae  mair. 

Half  ower,  half  ower4  to  Aberdour, 

It’s  fifty  fathoms  deep ; 

And  there  lies  gude  Sir  Patrick  Spens, 

Wi’  the  Scots  lords  at  his  feet. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  The  king’s  daughter  mentioned  in  the  fourth  stanza  is  said  to 
have  been  the  Princess  Margaret,  daughter  of  King  Alexander  of 
Scotland,  who  was  betrothed  to  Eric,  a  prince  of  Norway.  The  passage 
between  Scotland  and  Norway  is  a  very  rough  one.  Indeed,  in  olden 
times  there  was  a  law  in  Scotland  forbidding  ships  carrying  staple 
goods  from  crossing  between  October  28  and  February  2.  How  long 
did  it  take  Sir  Patrick  to  cross?  How  does  this  time  compare  with  that 
made  at  the  present  time? 

2.  The  language  of  the  folk  ballad  is  so  direct  that  the  story  itself 
is  never  slowed  up  to  tell  you  who  it  is  that  is  speaking.  Who  is  speak¬ 
ing  in  the  fourth  stanza?  In  the  fifth?  In  stanza  eight,  who  are  the 
speakers?  Retell  these  four  lines  to  show  their  importance  in  the  story. 


1 Hhoon,  shoes 

2  aboon,  above  (them).  The  men  were 
drowned. 


3  kaims,  combs 

4  half  ower,  etc.,  halfway 
home 
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What  two  persons  are  speaking  in  the  tenth  stanza?  How  could  the 
minstrel  of  old  show  this  difference?  Try  in  your  reading  to  follow 
the  minstrel’s  example. 

3.  Read  the  note  on  the  ballad,  at  the  bottom  of  this  page,  and  then 
compare  “Sir  Patrick  Spens”  with  the  typical  folk  ballad  as  to: 

(a)  number  of  lines  in  the  stanza. 

( b )  number  of  accented  syllables  in  the  lines. 

(c)  the  rime-scheme. 

( d )  quaint  words. 

( e )  repetitions. 

Does  this  ballad  tell  a  thrilling  story?  What  does  it  tell  you  about 
the  life,  dress,  and  superstitions  of  the  times? 

4.  Notice  the  quiet  dignity  with  which  the  wreck  is  described;  there 
are  no  gruesome  details.  Compare  this  method  with  that  of  many 
modern  newspapers. 

5.  Volunteers  may  bring  to  class  and  read  “The  Wreck  of  the 
Hesperus,”  Longfellow;  “Helen  of  Kirconnel  Lea,”  “Young  Waters,” 
and  other  folk  ballads  in  Ballad  Book,  Bates;  or  The  Ballad  Book, 
Allingham. 

If  you  are  interested  in  ballads,  you  will  find  these  books  useful: 
Some  British  Ballads,  illustrated  by  Rackham;  Tales  from  Scottish 
Ballads,  Grierson;  Old  Ballads  in  Prose,  Tappan;  selected  ballads  from 
English  Popular  Ballads,  Hart. 

The  Ballad 

The  old  folk  ballads,  of  which  “Sir  Patrick  Spens”  is  an  excellent 
example,  have  all  come  down  to  us  from  the  far-off  past.  Such  ballads 
are  not  the  work  of  any  one  author,  but,  like  the  stories  of  King  Arthur, 
were  preserved  mainly  in  the  memories  of  men.  Some  of  them  were 
sung  or  recited  to  the  music  of  the  harp  or  lute  by  minstrels  who  wan¬ 
dered  from  village  to  village,  and  from  castle  to  castle,  entertaining 
their  hearers  in  return  for  food  and  lodging;  or  by  the  bards  and 
minstrels  who  were  maintained  by  kings  and  nobles  to  entertain  them 
and  to  celebrate  their  deeds  and  honors. 

Often  these  ballads  were  made  by  the  people  themselves,  not  by  pro¬ 
fessional  singers,  and  were  expressions  of  their  love  of  adventure. 
Indeed,  the  best  definition  of  a  folk  ballad  is  “a  tale  telling  itself  in 
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song.”  This  means  that  it  always  tells  a  story;  that  it  has  no  known 
author,  being  composed  by  several  people  or  by  a  community,  and  then 
handed  down  orally  from  generation  to  generation  without  ever  being 
put  into  writing;  and  finally,  that  it  is  sung,  not  recited.  In  this  way 
such  folk  ballads  as  “Sir  Patrick  Spens”  were  handed  down  in  different 
versions,  before  they  were  written  down  and  became  a  part  of  what 
we  call  literature. 

When  the  invention  of  the  printing  press  made  it  possible  to  put 
these  old  ballads  into  permanent  form,  they  were  collected  from  the 
recitations  of  old  men  and  women  and  printed.  Thus  they  have  become 
a  precious  literary  possession  telling  us  something  of  the  life,  the  his¬ 
tory,  the  superstitions,  and  the  beliefs  of  distant  times,  besides  thrilling 
us  with  their  stirring  stories.  The  beauty  of  these  old  ballads  lies  in 
the  stories  they  tell,  in  their  directness  and  simplicity,  in  their  marked 
rhythm  and  rime,  and  in  their  use  of  quaint  words  and  repetitions. 
The  typical  ballad  form  is  the  four-line  stanza,  the  first  and  the  third 
lines  having  four  accented  syllables,  and  the  second  and  the  fourth 
having  three;  the  alternating  lines,  usually  the  second  and  the  fourth, 
carry  the  rime. 

Many  modern  poets  have  written  stories  in  verse  which  are  also  called 
ballads.  Some  of  these  imitate  the  old  ballads  not  only  in  form  and 
simple  language,  but  also  in  the  use  of  quaint  words  and  expressions 
and  of  refrains  and  repetitions.  Other  modern  ballads  are  simple  nar¬ 
ratives  in  verse — short  stories  dealing  with  stirring  subjects.  But  while 
the  true  old  ballad  directs  the  attention  to  the  story  only,  the  modern 
ballad  often  introduces  descriptions  of  the  characters. 


THE  SKELETON  IN  ARMOR 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow 

“Speak !  speak !  thou  fearful  guest ! 
Who,  with  thy  hollow  breast 
Still  in  rude  armor  dressed, 

Comest  to  daunt  me! 

Wrapped  not  in  Eastern  balms, 

But  with  thy  fleshless  palms 
Stretched,  as  if  asking  alms, 

Why  dost  thou  haunt  me?” 

Then,  from  those  cavernous  eyes 
Pale  flashes  seem  to  rise, 

As  when  the  Northern  skies 
Gleam  in  December ; 

And,  like  the  water’s  flow 
Under  December’s  snow, 

Came  a  dull  voice  of  woe 
From  the  heart’s  chamber. 


“I  was  a  viking  old! 

My  deeds,  though  manifold, 

No  scald  in  song  has  told, 

No  saga  taught  thee! 

Take  heed,  that  in  thy  verse 
Thou  dost  the  tale  rehearse, 
Else  dread  a  dead  man’s  curse; 
For  this  I  sought  thee. 
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“Far  in  the  Northern  Land, 

By  the  wild  Baltic’s  strand, 

I,  with  my  childish  hand, 

Tamed  the  gyrfalcon ; 

And,  with  my  skates  fast-bonnd, 
Skimmed  the  half -frozen  sound 
That  the  poor  whimpering  hound 
Trembled  to  walk  on. 

“Oft  to  his  frozen  lair 
Tracked  I  the  grizzly  bear, 

While  from  my  path  the  hare 
Fled  like  a  shadow; 

Oft  through  the  forest  dark 
Followed  the  werewolf’s  bark, 
Until  the  soaring  lark 
Sang  from  the  meadow. 

“But  when  I  older  grew, 

Joining  a  corsair’s  crew, 

O’er  the  dark  sea  I  flew 
With  the  marauders. 

Wild  was  the  life  we  led, 

Many  the  souls  that  sped, 

Many  the  hearts  that  bled, 

By  our  stern  orders. 

“Many  a  wassail-bout 
Wore  the  long  winter  out; 

Often  our  midnight  shout 
Set  the  cocks  crowing, 

As  we  the  berserk’s  tale 
Measured  in  cups  of  ale, 

Draining  the  oaken  pail, 

Filled  to  o’erflowing. 
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“Once  as  I  told  in  glee 
Tales  of  the  stormy  sea, 

Soft  eyes  did  gaze  on  me, 
Burning  yet  tender; 

And  as  the  white  stars  shine 
On  the  dark  Norway  pine, 

On  that  dark  heart  of  mine 
Fell  their  soft  splendor. 

“I  wooed  the  blue-eyed  maid, 
Yielding,  yet  half  afraid, 

And  in  the  forest’s  shade 
Our  vows  were  plighted. 

Under  its  loosened  vest 
Fluttered  her  little  breast, 

Like  birds  within  their  nest 
By  the  hawk  frighted. 

“Bright  in  her  father’s  hall 
Shields  gleamed  upon  the  wall, 
Loud  sang  the  minstrels  all, 
Chanting  his  glory; 

When  of  old  Hildebrand 
I  asked  his  daughter’s  hand, 

Mute  did  the  minstrels  stand 
To  hear  my  story. 

“While  the  brown  ale  he  quaffed, 
Loud  then  the  champion  laughed, 
And  as  the  wind-gusts  waft 
The  sea-foam  brightly, 

So  the  loud  laugh  of  scorn, 

Out  of  those  lips  unshorn, 

From  the  deep  drinking-horn 
Blew  the  foam  lightly. 
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“She  was  a  prince’s  child, 

I  but  a  viking  wild, 

And  though  she  blushed  and  smiled, 
I  was  discarded! 

Should  not  the  dove  so  white 
Follow  the  sea-mew’s  flight? 

Why  did  they  leave  that  night 
Her  nest  unguarded? 

“Scarce  had  I  put  to  sea, 

Bearing  the  maid  with  me — 

Fairest  of  all  was  she 
Among  the  Norsemen ! — 

When  on  the  white  seastrand, 
Waving  his  armed  hand, 

Saw  we  old  Hildebrand, 

With  twenty  horsemen. 

“Then  launched  they  to  the  blast, 
Bent  like  a  reed  each  mast, 

Yet  we  were  gaining  fast, 

When  the  wind  failed  us; 

And  with  a  sudden  flaw 
Came  round  the  gusty  Skaw, 

So  that  our  foe  we  saw 
Laugh  as  he  hailed  us. 

“And,  as  to  catch  the  gale, 

Round  veered  the  flapping  sail, 
Death!  was  the  helmsman’s  hail, 
Death  without  quarter ! 

Midships  with  iron  keel 
Struck  we  her  ribs  of  steel; 

Down  her  black  hulk  did  reel 
Through  the  black  water! 
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“As  with  his  wings  aslant, 

Sails  the  fierce  cormorant, 
Seeking  some  rocky  haunt, 

With  his  prey  laden, 

So  toward  the  open  main, 
Beating  to  sea  again, 

Through  the  wild  hurricane, 
Bore  I  the  maiden. 

“Three  weeks  we  westward  bore, 
And  when  the  storm  was  o’er, 
Cloud-like  we  saw  the  shore 
Stretching  to  leeward; 

There  for  my  lady’s  bower 
Built  I  the  lofty  tower, 

Which,  to  this  very  hour, 

Stands  looking  seaward. 

“There  lived  we  many  years; 
Time  dried  the  maiden’s  tears; 
She  had  forgot  her  fears, 

She  was  a  mother ; 

Death  closed  her  mild  blue  eyes, 
Under  that  tower  she  lies; 

Ne’er  shall  the  sun  arise 
On  such  another ! 

“Still  grew  my  bosom  then, 

Still  as  a  stagnant  fen! 

Hateful  to  me  were  men, 

The  sunlight  hateful. 

In  the  vast  forest  here, 

Clad  in  my  warlike  gear, 

Fell  I  upon  my  spear, 

Oh,  death  was  grateful! 
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“Thus,  seamed  with  many  scars, 

Bursting  these  prison  bars, 

Up  to  its  native  stars 
My  soul  ascended! 

There  from  the  flowing  bowl 
Deep  drinks  the  warrior’s  soul, 

Shoal!  to  the  Northland!  Skoal !” 

— Thus  the  tale  ended. 

Notes  and  Questions 

Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  was  born  in  Portland,  Maine.  He 
attended  the  Portland  schools  and  Bowdoin  College,  where  he  had  for 
a  classmate  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  whose  stories  yon  have  all  read. 

Longfellow  became  the  best-loved  poet  of  the  American  people,  inter¬ 
preting  our  everyday  life  in  terms  of  beauty.  His  great  gift  of  story¬ 
telling  has  gained  for  him  the  title,  “the  children’s  poet.” 

In  an  explanatory  note  to  this  poem  Longfellow  says:  “A  skeleton 
had  been  dug  up  at  Fall  River  clad  in  broken  and  corroded  armor; 
and  the  idea  occurred  to  me  of  connecting  it  with  the  Round  Tower  at 
Newport.”  The  tower  was  then  thought  to  be  of  Norse  origin,  but  has 
since  been  proved  to  be  of  a  later  date. 

1.  Describe  the  scene  suggested  by  the  first  stanza;  who  is  speaking? 
Who  is  the  “guest”?  Note  the  effect  of  the  words,  fearful ,  daunt,  haunt. 

2.  Give  the  name  to  the  “flashes”  in  the  Northern  skies.  Does  the 
second  stanza  prepare  us  for  a  story  of  happy  things?  Give  reasons 
for  your  answer. 

3.  With  which  stanza  does  the  narrative  begin?  What  may  the  first 
two  stanzas  be  called?  Where  does  the  narrative  end?  Why  did  the 
skeleton  haunt  the  poet?  Tell  the  story  briefly. 

4.  Find  lines  that: 

(a)  Show  the  viking’s  courage. 

( b )  Tell  us  interesting  things  about  the  life  of  the  vikings. 

5.  How  long  did  it  take  the  viking  to  cross  the  Atlantic?  Compare 
the  time  with  that  of  a  modern  ocean  liner. 

6.  The  folk  ballad  often  hints  at  what  happened,  but  leaves  no 
doubt  as  to  what  actually  did  happen ;  find  an  example  of  this  method  in 
the  twelfth  stanza.  What  other  marks  of  the  folk  ballad  do  you  find? 


SPANISH  WATERS 

John  Masefield 


Spanish  waters,  Spanish  waters,  yon  are  ringing  in  my  ears, 
Like  a  slow,  sweet  piece  of  music  from  the  gray,  forgotten 
years ; 

Telling  tales,  and  beating  tunes,  and  bringing  weary  thought 
to  me 

Of  the  sandy  beach  at  Muertos,  where  I  would  that  I  could  be. 

There’s  a  surf  breaks  on  Los  Muertos,  and  it  never  stops  to  roar, 
And  it’s  there  we  came  to  anchor,  and  it’s  there  we  went  ashore, 
Where  the  blue  lagoon  is  silent  amid  snags  of  rotting  trees, 
Dropping  like  the  clothes  of  corpses  cast  up  by  the  seas. 

We  anchored  at  Los  Muertos  when  the  dipping  sun  was  red, 
We  left  her  half-a-mile  to  sea,  to  west  of  Nigger  Head; 

And  before  the  mist  was  on  the  Cay,  before  the  day  was  done, 
We  were  all  ashore  on  Muertos  with  the  gold  that  we  had  won. 

We  bore  it  through  the  marshes  in  a  half -score  battered  chests, 
Sinking,  in  the  sucking  quagmires,  to  the  sunburn  on  our 
breasts, 

Heaving  over  tree-trunks,  gasping,  damning  at  the  flies  and 
heat, 

Longing  for  a  long  drink,  out  of  silver,  in  the  ship’s  cool 
lazareet. 

The  moon  came  white  and  ghostly  as  we  laid  the  treasure  down ; 
There  was  gear  there’d  make  a  beggarman  as  rich  as  Lima 
Town, 
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Copper  charms  and  silver  trinkets  from  the  chests  of  Spanish 
crews, 

Gold  doubloons  and  double  moidores,  louis  d’ors  and  ortagues. 

Clumsy  yellow-metal  earrings  from  the  Indians  of  Brazil, 
Uncut  emeralds  out  of  Rio,  bezoar  stone  from  Guayaquil, 
Silver,  in  the  crude  and  fashioned,  pots  of  old  Arica  bronze, 
Jewels  from  the  bones  of  Incas  desecrated  by  the  Dons. 

We  smoothed  the  place  with  mattocks,  and  we  took  and  blazed 
the  tree 

Which  marks  yon  where  the  gear  is  hid  that  none  will  ever  see, 
And  we  laid  aboard  the  ship  again,  and  south  away  we  steers, 
Through  the  loud  surf  of  Los  Muertos,  which  is  beating  in  my 
ears. 

I’m  the  last  alive  that  knows  it.  All  the  rest  have  gone  their 
ways, 

Killed,  or  died,  or  come  to  anchor  in  the  old  Mulatas  Cays, 
And  I  go  singing,  fiddling,  old  and  starved  and  in  despair, 

And  I  know  where  all  that  gold  is  hid,  if  I  were  only  there. 

It’s  not  the  way  to  end  it  all.  I’m  old  and  nearly  blind, 

And  an  old  man’s  past’s  a  strange  thing,  for  it  never  leaves  his 
mind. 

And  I  see  in  dreams,  awhiles,  the  beach,  the  sun’s  disk  dipping 
red, 

And  the  tall  ship,  under  topsails,  swaying  in  past  Nigger  Head. 

I’d  be  glad  to  step  ashore  there.  Glad  to  take  a  pick  and  go 
To  the  lone  blazed  coco-palm  tree  in  the  place  no  others  know, 
And  lift  the  gold  and  silver  that  has  moldered  there  for  years 
By  the  loud  surf  of  Los  Muertos,  which  is  beating  in  my  ears. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

John  Masefield  is  an  English  poet  and  story  writer.  As  a  boy  he 
loved  the  sea,  and  to  satisfy  this  longing  his  father  sent  him  to  sea 
when  he  was  fourteen  years  old,  in  charge  of  the  captain  of  a  sailing 
vessel.  During  his  travels  he  had  many  adventures,  and  these  experi¬ 
ences  he  afterwards  made  use  of  in  his  poems. 

1.  Who  is  speaking  in  this  ballad?  What  do  the  eighth  and  ninth 
stanzas  tell  you  about  the  person?  Would  you  like  to  go  with  him  to 
find  the  treasure?  How  would  you  know  the  place? 

2.  Tell  the  story  in  your  own  words.  Notice  how  the  words  used 
by  the  poet  to  describe  the  treasure  stir  the  imagination;  it  really  is 
not  necessary  to  know  the  dictionary  definition  to  get  the  poet's 
thought  and  feeling.  What  reference  to  Spanish  treasure-ships  did 
Lowell  make  in  his  poem  “To  the  Dandelion,"  page  90? 

3.  This  ballad  is  especially  rich  in  musical  quality,  discussed  in 
“Reading  Aloud,"  at  the  bottom  of  this  page.  Can  you  tell  what  gives 
it  this  quality?  Notice  how  naturally  each  line  divides  itself  into  two 
parts.  What  marks  of  the  ballad  do  you  find  in  this  poem? 

You  may  enjoy  reading:  “Legend  of  the  Moor's  Legacy,"  Irving  (in 
Child-Library  Readers,  Book  Seven);  Captain  Blood  and  The  Sea 
Hawk,  Sabatini;  The  Dark  Frigate,  Hawes;  The  Book  of  Pirates,  Pyle. 

Reading  Aloud 

A  poetry-recitation  contest  is  held  annually  at  Oxford,  England, 
sponsored  by  John  Masefield  and  others.  These  contests  are  for  the 
purpose  of  encouraging  oral  reading  and  also  for  training  the  human 
voice  in  the  reading  of  poetry. 

Many  of  us  think  of  poetry  as  it  appears  in  lines  and  stanzas  upon 
the  printed  page ;  but  these  contests  aim  to  restore  poetry  to  the  human 
voice,  that  is,  to  have  poetry  make  its  appeal  not  to  the  eye,  but  to  the 
ear.  “Poetry  should  be  heard  and  not  seen." 

At  a  recent  Oxford  contest  there  were  three  hundred  contestants,  and 
the  poems  read  by  them  were  by  Wordsworth,  Shelley,  Milton,  and 
others.  Many  of  the  contestants  surprised  both  judges  and  audiences 
by  the  fine  quality  of  voice,  the  observance  of  rhythm,  and  the  fineness 


178 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


of  understanding.  Their  triumph — the  delight  of  their  audiences — con¬ 
vinced  everybody  of  the  real  loss  which  we  moderns  are  suffering  in 
the  neglect  of  poetic  recitation. 

We  in  America  do  not  pay  as  much  attention  to  the  training  of  a 
beautiful  speaking  voice  as  do  the  people  of  many  European  countries. 
And  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  this  is  so  when  one  thinks  of  the  pleasure 
to  be  derived  from  such  a  voice  so  trained.  Those  who  heard  Masefield 
read  his  poems  when  he  was  in  America  will  never  forget  his  deep, 
rich  tones. 

Your  class  may  wish  to  inaugurate  such  a  poetry-recitation  contest 
to  see  whether  the  voice  quality  and  the  reading  are  not  thereby 
improved.  To  such  groups  Mr.  Masefield’s  notes  to  the  judges  and  con¬ 
testants  may  be  helpful : 

“The  speech  desired  by  the  judges  is  speech  so  beautiful  in  sound, 
so  exquisite  in  perception  of  the  poet’s  meaning,  that  the  illumination 
of  the  poet  may  kindle  the  hearers. 

“The  first  requisite  is  that  the  speaker  should  sink  himself  or  herself 
in  the  poem,  not  remain  outside  it.  Then  it  is  essential  to  give  full  value 
to  the  music  of  the  poem  simply  as  sound.  If  the  speaker  gives  the 
rhythmical  movement  with  a  feeling  for  its  beauty,  full  meaning  will 
usually  follow. 

“The  commonest  faults  are :  1.  A  kind  of  meagerness  of  voice,  rhythm, 
emotion.  2.  Literalness,  draining  the  words  of  life  and  color.  3. 
Attempting  to  be  dramatic  where  there  is  no  drama.” 


KILMENY 

(a  song  of  the  trawlers) 

Alfred  Noyes 

Dark,  dark  lay  the  drifters,  against  the  red  west, 

As  they  shot  their  long  meshes  of  steel  overside ; 

And  the  oily  green  waters  were  rocking  to  rest 
When  Kilmeny  went  out,  at  the  turn  of  the  tide. 

And  nobody  knew  where  that  lassie  would  roam, 

For  the  magic  that  called  her  was  tapping  unseen. 

It  was  well  nigh  a  week  ere  Kilmeny  came  home, 

And  nobody  knew  where  Kilmeny  had  been. 

She’d  a  gun  at  her  bow  that  was  Newcastle’s  best, 

And  a  gun  at  her  stern  that  was  fresh  from  the  Clyde, 

And  a  secret  her  skipper  had  never  confessed, 

Not  even  at  dawn,  to  his  newly  wed  bride ; 

And  a  wireless  that  whispered  above,  like  a  gnome, 

The  laughter  of  London,  the  boast  of  Berlin. 

0  it  may  have  been  mermaids  that  lured  her  from  home, 
But  nobody  knew  where  Kilmeny  had  been. 

It  was  dark  when  Kilmeny  came  home  from  her  quest, 

With  her  bridge  dabbled  red  where  her  skipper  had  died; 

But  she  moved  like  a  bride  with  a  rose  at  her  breast ; 

And  “Well  done,  Kilmeny !”  the  admiral  cried. 

Now  at  sixty-four  fathom  a  conger  may  come 
And  nose  at  the  bones  of  a  drowned  submarine; 

But  late  in  the  evening  Kilmeny  came  home, 

And  nobody  knew  where  Kilmeny  had  been. 
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There’s  a  wandering  shadow  that  stares  at  the  foam, 

Though  they  sing  all  the  night  to  old  England,  their  queerr 
Late,  late  in  the  evening  Kilmeny  came  home, 

And  nobody  knew  where  Kilmeny  had  been. 

Notes  and  Questions 

Alfred  Noyes  is  an  English  poet  whose  home  is  in  London.  He  was 
educated  at  Oxford,  where  for  three  years  he  rowed  on  the  college 
crew.  While  still  a  student  he  wrote  poetry,  his  first  volume  being  pub¬ 
lished  when  he  was  twenty-two.  When  his  college  days  were  over,  he 
devoted  himself  to  literature,  contributing  to  many  English  magazines. 
He  has  spent  considerable  time  in  America,  teaching  English  literature 
at  Princeton  University,  and  lecturing  and  reading  his  poems  in  the 
larger  cities  of  our  country. 

1.  There  is  an  air  of  mystery  and  secrecy  about  this  poem  in  keeping 
with  the  errand  of  the  ship;  find  lines  that  produce  this  effect.  What 
two  lines  in  the  third  stanza,  however,  tell  what  actually  happened? 
Does  it  add  to  your  pleasure  to  have  the  story  told  to  you  by  sugges¬ 
tion  rather  than  directly?  Is  the  poet  paying  a  compliment  to  your 
imagination  by  his  method?  How,  for  instance,  does  he  tell  you  that 
the  skipper  lost  his  life  on  this  secret  enterprise? 

2.  How  was  this  fishing  vessel  converted  into  a  submarine  chaser? 
How  is  the  wireless  spoken  of  in  the  first  and  second  stanzas?  Do  you 
like  the  fanciful  idea  of  the  mermaids  that  Noyes  puts  into  the  second 
stanza  ? 

3.  Notice  the  very  interesting  rime-scheme  and  the  fact  that  there 
are  only  four  rimes  in  the  entire  poem.  Unless  you  pronounce  “been” 
as  the  English  do,  you  will  lose  a  musical  rime.  In  your  reading  of 
the  poem,  try  to  show  your  appreciation  of  its  musical  quality,  the 
result  of  painstaking  work  on  the  part  of  the  author.  What  charac¬ 
teristics  of  the  ballad  (see  pages  166-167)  do  you  find  in  this  poem? 

4.  You  may  like  to  bring  to  class  and  read  some  of  the  descriptions 
in  Historic  Ships ,  Holland. 


BY  DOG  SLED  FOR  BYRD 

John  S.  OBreen 


Before  Rear  Admiral  Byrd  undertook  his  flight  from  Little  America 
over  the  South  Pole,  a  party  of  six  men,  including  the  author  of  this 
story,  went  ahead  with  dog  sleds.  The  purpose  of  the  party  was  to 
get  geological  facts,  to  establish  an  air  base  and  depots  of  supplies, 
and  to  act  as  rescuers  in  case  the  admiral’s  plane  met  with  an  accident 
in  its  flight.  It  took  them  three  months  to  cover  the  distance  of  1600 
miles  to  the  Queen  Maud  Range  and  back  to  Little  America.  These 
two  incidents,  one  describing  the  first  day  of  the  trip  and  the  other 
relating  an  event  on  the  return  trip,  are  taken  from  By  Dog  Sled  for 
Byrd ,  a  book  by  John  S.  O’Brien. 

SOUTHWARD  BOUND 

Leaden,  overcast  skies  hold  the  promise  of  an  oncoming  bliz¬ 
zard.  An  icy  wind,  sweeping  in  from  the  Ross  Sea  that  lies  far 
to  the  northwest,  brings  a  raw,  biting  cold  that  sears  one’s  face 
like  a  keen-edged  blade  and  stings  fingers  to  the  bone  when 
gloves  are  removed  for  a  moment. 

In  the  grayish  half-light  that  envelops  the  endless  expanse 
of  snow  and  ice,  ghostlike  figures  move  about,  strange  figures, 
oddly  shaped  and  clumsy  in  their  loose-fitting  polar  clothing. 
They  remind  one  of  a  company  of  bears  walking  erect.  Now 
one  dives  into  a  tunnel  entrance,  gopher-like,  to  emerge  in  a 
few  minutes  with  a  pack  sack  or  a  pair  of  skis  and  hurry  along 
to  a  row  of  five  sledges.  These  stand  directly  in  front  of  the 
dog  kennels,  on  the  western  edge  of  the  settlement. 

Here  and  there  groups  of  three  or  four  fur-clad  men  engage 
in  earnest  conversation,  now  scanning  the  sullen  sky  with 
anxious  looks,  now  calling  out  to  those  passing  to  and  fro 
between  huts  and  sledges.  Except  for  the  ever-increasing  moan 
of  rising  winds,  a  strange  quiet  prevails.  Yet  tension  is  high, 
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for  this  is  just  twenty  minutes  past  one  on  the  afternoon  of 
Sunday,  November  4,  1929;  within  the  next  few  minutes  one 
of  the  most  remarkable  journeys  on  record  will  begin.  The 
geological  party  that  forms  part  of  Admiral  Byrd’s  South 
Polar  Expedition  is  preparing  to  drive  across  the  icy  wastes 
of  that  treacherous  barrier  that  has  snuffed  out  the  lives  of 
many  brave  men  who  have  tried  to  wrest  its  secrets  from  their 
snowbound  stronghold. 

We,  who  comprise  the  party,  know  full  well  the  dangers, 
hard  work,  and  possible  suffering  that  lie  before  us.  What  our 
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rewards  may  be,  we  dare  only  hope.  Many  times  we  have  lived 
over  in  thought  that  terrible  journey  of  Captain  Scott  and  his 
brave  men,  dragging  on  and  on  through  the  blinding  blizzards 
and  withering  antarctic  cold,  only  to  perish  within  a  few  miles 
of  the  base  that  held  food  and  life  for  them.  Often  have  we 
discussed  Sir  Ernest  Shackleton,  another  gallant  Englishman. 
His  attempts  to  reach  the  Pole  were  always  beset  by  unfor¬ 
tunate  and  unavoidable  incidents  that  would  have  discouraged 
a  weaker  man.  After  fighting  through  almost  superhuman 
obstacles,  living  for  days  on  short  rations  and  making  forced 
marches,  he  was  obliged  to  turn  back  when  within  ninety  miles 
of  his  goal.  And  we  know,  too,  that  the  great  Norwegian, 
Amundsen,  and  his  party  were  called  upon  to  the  utmost  of 
their  endurance  in  being  the  first  to  reach  the  South  Pole. 

Is  it  any  wonder,  therefore,  that  we  are  all  just  a  bit  tight- 
lipped  this  morning,  and  that  the  rest  of  the  camp  also  realize 
that  maybe  they  are  to  shake  hands  with  their  pals  for  the  last 
time?  For  over  a  year  we  forty-two  men  have  lived  together; 
together  we  have  built  our  base  camp,  Little  America,  on  the 
small  bay  of  Ver-sur-Mer  that  is  part  of  the  Bay  of  Whales. 
Here,  near  the  northern  edge  of  the  great  Ross  Barrier,  we  have 
been  doing  the  slow,  hard  preparatory  work  that  must  precede 
any  trip  out  into  the  antarctic  wastes. 

The  time  is  drawing  near  now,  the  time  for  which  we  have 
been  preparing  so  many  months.  See  the  dogs!  Even  they 
sense  the  unusual.  Another  time  they  would  be  jumping  fran¬ 
tically  to  the  length  of  their  chains.  Now,  down  beyond  the 
little  group  of  huts,  they  sit  on  top  of  their  kennels,  row  on 
row,  like  soldiers  at  attention.  Not  a  sound  do  they  make,  but 
with  ears  alertly  cocked  and  shining  eyes,  they  follow  every 
move.  Once  we  are  ready  and  take  our  leaders  to  their  places, 
the  lid  of  an  inferno  will  be  off,  and  the  huskies  will  make  the 
barrier  echo  with  their  excited  howling.  Now,  they  wait  for 
the  signal. 
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Admiral  Byrd  and  Larry  Gould,  the  latter  the  geologist  who 
is  to  lead  onr  party,  are  pacing  back  and  forth,  the  Admiral 
giving  Larry  some  last-minnte  instructions.  Freddie  Crockett, 
whose  tall,  slender  build  gives  no  hint  of  his  great  strength,  has 
his  face  half -hidden  behind  a  pair  of  green  goggles,  as  he  brings 
out  a  radio  generator  and  makes  it  fast  on  his  load.  Goodale, 
working  with  that  quiet  manner  that  always  inspires  confidence, 
is  beside  me  as  we  give  our  equipment  a  final  inspection  before 
bringing  out  our  dogs.  We  have  learned  that  it  is  best  never  to 
harness  the  animals  until  we  are  ready  to  go,  so  great  is  their 
excitement  and  desire  to  get  under  way. 

The  zero  hour  has  come.  There  goes  Norman  Vaughan  after 
his  leader,  Dinty.  And  that  is  the  signal  for  the  rest.  Instantly 
all  the  huskies  break  into  such  a  chorus  of  barking  and  howling 
that  one  can  scarcely  make  himself  heard  without  shouting. 
Now  we  all  start  leading  out  our  teams,  one  by  one.  Rather,  I 
should  say,  they  lead  us  out  to  their  place  in  the  gang  line ;  for 
it  is  all  one  man  can  do  to  hold  these  fellows  by  the  collar. 

We  work  fast  now.  The  dogs  are  all  harnessed.  Larry  is 
shaking  hands  with  the  Admiral,  who  now  comes  to  each  of  us 
to  bid  us  good-by.  “Good  luck,  boys,”  he  says.  “Come  back 
safe.” 

We  hastily  grasp  the  hands  of  all  our  friends,  each  of  them 
wishing  us  a  heartfelt  Godspeed.  Then  we  take  our  places  at 
the  gee-pole  of  our  sledges.  Larry,  who  drives  no  team  of  his 
own,  climbs  on  Vaughan’s  load.  He  turns  and  grins  at  us. 
“All  set?”  he  asks.  We  wave  assent.  “Then  let’s  go!”  The 
anchor  ropes  are  jerked  loose,  the  men  holding  the  dogs 
leap  back. 

No  command  is  needed,  for  with  one  jump  the  dogs  are 
away,  snow  flying  in  clouds  from  their  racing  feet.  We  are  off 
at  last  on  the  long,  cold  trek.  Vaughan  is  in  the  lead,  looking 
like  a  mammoth  butter  ball,  as  the  air  swells  out  the  loose  gray- 
white  windproof  that  covers  his  woolen  parka.  Larry  turns 
to  give  one  final  wave,  loses  his  balance,  and  rolls  off  into  the 
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snow.  But  he  is  on  his  feet  in  an  instant,  the  dogs  are  held 
back,  and  amid  shouts  of  laughter  that  break  the  solemn  sad¬ 
ness  of  a  moment  ago,  we  are  off  again. 

Our  hands  are  full  now.  Clinging  to  the  sledge  and  guiding 
a  dog-team  that  is  running  at  top  speed  demands  all  a  man’s 
attention.  The  surface  is  bumpy,  and  care  must  be  used  at  all 
times,  if  we  are  not  to  be  upset.  The  dogs  gradually  settle  down 
to  a  more  steady  lope  as  we  leave  Ver-sur-Mer  and  head  south¬ 
ward  across  the  uneven  ice  of  the  Bay  of  Whales. 

Once  upon  the  bay  we  are  confronted  by  Antarctic’s  most 
dreadful  weapon — blizzard.  This  is  serious,  because  the  treach¬ 
erous,  ever-changing  bay  ice  has  undergone  enormous  changes 
in  the  last  twenty-four  hours.  Towering  pressure  ridges — those 
huge,  jagged  elevations  of  ice  formed  by  the  shifting  currents 
— have  been  thrown  across  the  former  trail  over  this  area. 

Larry  realizes  at  once  that  we  would  be  wasting  valuable 
time  chopping  out  our  old  trails  that  had  been  mapped  so  care¬ 
fully  in  advance  for  this  very  journey.  Dangerous  as  it  is, 
hunting  new  routes  with  open  water  on  every  hand,  and  unable 
to  see  ten  feet  ahead,  he  resolutely  swings  westward  toward  the 
very  center  of  the  bay.  With  long  open  leads  of  water  on  all 
sides,  half-blinded  by  the  flying  snow,  swerving,  skidding, 
dodging,  we  swing  along  at  a  racing  speed. 

The  dogs  respond  to  our  shouts  of  “gee”  and  “haw,”  but 
their  animal  sense  of  danger  is  far  keener  than  our  ability  to 
direct  them.  Time  and  again,  of  their  own  accord,  they  swerve 
sharply  aside  with  breath-taking  suddenness,  escaping  by  a  few 
inches  some  huge  crack  in  the  ice  through  which  the  oily  sea 
water  is  lapping  hungrily  for  us.  Without  their  instinctive 
knowledge  of  danger  we  might  have  steered  directly  into 
those  cracks. 

On  and  on  we  go.  We  have  twenty  miles  to  make  this  first 
day,  and  Gould  is  determined  to  push  ahead,  regardless  of 
blizzard  or  any  other  unlooked-for  handicap.  At  last,  after  six 
miles,  we  swing  back  once  more  to  our  old  trail,  with  a  mile 
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still  to  travel  before  we  reach  the  barrier,  that  great  mass  of 
ice  that  for  centuries  has  kept  men  from  reaching  the  heart  of 
the  Antarctic.  But  a  few  have  made  the  crossing,  and  we  know 
it  can  be  done. 

One  immense  pressure  ridge  stands  directly  across  our  path. 
These  great  snow-crowned,  glittering  ice  ridges  are  not  neces¬ 
sarily  dangerous  if  enough  time  is  allowed  to  inspect  them  and 
lay  out  a  trail  before  they  are  crossed.  Formed  as  they  are, 
by  the  action  of  the  sea  causing  the  ice  to  buckle  and  heave  up 
sometimes  as  high  as  fifty  or  sixty  feet,  broken  and  jagged,  men 
must  go  in  with  shovels  and  ice  picks,  leveling,  bridging,  and 
filling,  until  a  trail  sufficient  for  a  sledge  is  made.  But  even 
with  these  precautions  it  is  a  thrilling  adventure  to  cross  a  big 
pressure  ridge,  for  once  the  dogs  are  under  way,  they  never 
stop.  They  tear  through,  upsetting  sledges,  spilling  drivers, 
never  halting  unless  snagged. 

And  so  we  swing  along,  headed  for  our  last  hurdle.  Vaughan, 
with  Larry  aboard,  is  in  the  lead,  the  rest  of  us  trailing  in  single 
file.  And  now  all  the  drivers  except  Vaughan  grasp  the  lashes 
of  their  sledges  and  dig  their  heels  into  the  snow  to  break  the 
speed  of  their  teams  and  allow  greater  distance  between  units. 
This  is  a  precaution  against  a  pile-up  in  the  pressure.  Although 
a  road  has  been  cut  through  for  us  some  days  ago,  it  is  narrow 
and  rough. 

Swinging  sharply  to  the  left,  Dinty  takes  the  slight  slope 
approaching  the  ridge  on  the  dead  run.  Up  they  go  and  are 
soon  lost  from  sight  behind  a  big  icy  shoulder.  In  about  two 
minutes  we  see  them  emerge  on  the  other  side,  pulling  up  on 
the  smoother  surface  of  the  barrier.  One  by  one,  we  each  race 
through  the  pressure,  and  one  by  one,  we  come  out  without 
mishap,  drawing  up  beside  our  leader  on  the  barrier.  Seven 
miles  of  rough  going  are  behind  us,  but  we  still  have  thirteen 
miles  to  travel  before  calling  it  a  day.  We  stop  a  few  minutes 
to  give  our  dogs  breathing  time  and  to  readjust  and  tighten 
our  loads,  which  have  taken  considerable  beating  across  the  ice. 


BY  DOG  SLED  FOR  BYRD 


187 


Luckily  for  us,  there  have  been  no  serious  accidents,  and  so, 
no  breakage. 

A  supporting  party  has  preceded  us  for  two  hundred  miles, 
laying  out  trail.  Every  half  mile  they  have  stuck  a  bamboo 
reed  that  has  an  orange-colored  flag  attached.  Experiment  has 
shown  that  orange  is  the  only  color  that  can  be  seen  for  any 
distance  on  the  barrier.  But  blizzard  is  another  matter.  And 
although  the  storm  has  abated  somewhat,  the  wind  still  holds, 
and  the  fine,  granular  barrier  snow  is  swirling  about  in  eddies 
like  a  sand  storm.  The  sun  is  still  hidden,  and  the  visibility  is 
therefore  decidedly  bad. 

“Those  flags  are  going  to  be  tough  to  pick  up/’  observes  Larry. 
“Better  stick  close  together.  Norm  and  I  will  lead  off,  but  all 
hands  keep  a  sharp  lookout.  There  are  some  bad  crevasses  about 
three  miles  south,  according  to  the  supporting  party’s  report.” 

It  doesn’t  take  Norm  long  to  get  Dinty  straightened  out,  and 
soon  we  settle  down  to  that  steady,  mile-eating  trot  that  is  the 
most  efficient  gait  for  sledging. 

It’s  cold  business,  this  riding.  Despite  furs  and  windproofs, 
the  frigid  breath  of  the  barrier  creeps  upon  us.  Feet  and  hands 
begin  to  feel  the  chill  after  a  short  period  of  inactivity.  To 
combat  the  cold  a  driver  must  jump  off  and  run  alongside  the 
sledge,  a  trying  job  when  visibility  is  poor.  Hummocks  and 
depressions  in  the  surface  cannot  always  be  seen.  But  we  must 
keep  warm ;  so  we  each  grab  our  gee-pole  and  stumble  along  as 
best  we  can  until  we  are  in  a  glow,  then  drop  back  on  the  sledge 
for  a  rest.  In  a  few  minutes  we  get  up  and  do  it  all  over  again 
before  our  perspiring  bodies  become  chilled.  There  is  no  easy, 
comfortable  way  to  sledge  the  icy  wastes.  It’s  all  work — hard, 
grueling  work. 

And  so  the  miles  slip  by  on  this  first  day  out.  The  tempera¬ 
ture  is  about  ten  degrees  below  zero,  which  is  about  right  for 
good  sliding.  The  wind  is  dying  down  now;  the  snow  has 
stopped  drifting;  the  horizon  becomes  more  distinct,  the  white 
of  the  barrier  contrasting  vividly  with  the  blue-black  sky.  Still 
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the  dogs  jog  along,  while  we  are  now  riding,  now  trotting  along 
beside  the  sledges.  We  are  traveling  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
apart.  It  is  very  quiet — the  silence  of  a  dead  land — silence 
undisturbed  for  thousands  of  years.  Here  are  no  trees  to  rustle 
in  the  wind;  no  soft  patter  of  tiny  animal  footsteps;  no  insect 
life  to  make  little  humming  sounds.  Life  ?  Since  we  have 
turned  inland  from  the  coast,  all  life  has  been  left  behind.  A 
few  stray  gulls  are  all  we  will  see,  besides  our  own  party,  that 
live  and  move. 

A  tiny  dark  spot  appears  directly  ahead,  perhaps  three  miles 
away,  the  marking  flag  of  our  first  emergency  food  base,  twenty 
miles  from  Little  America,  laid  down  by  our  supporting  party. 
Shortly  the  snow  wall  that  has  been  built  about  the  little  tent 
containing  the  stores  becomes  visible.  The  dogs  see  it;  they 
speed  up  a  little.  They,  too,  realize  that  ahead  are  food  and 
rest.  One  by  one  the  teams  follow,  coming  to  a  halt  directly 
behind  each  other  in  a  row  back  of  the  first  sledge.  It  is  just 
seven  o’clock.  We  have  covered  twenty  miles  in  about  five  and 
a  half  hours,  and  feel  well  satisfied  with  the  first  day’s  trek. 

The  dogs  drop  down,  tongues  dripping,  sides  heaving,  tired, 
but  happy  that  their  day’s  work  is  over. 

WHITE  CHRISTMAS 

Traveling  slowly,  saving  our  dogs  all  we  could  in  the  heat 
that  was  wearing  down  their  strength,  on  Christmas  Day  we 
reached  a  point  five  miles  from  Storm  Gap.  For  several  days 
we  had  been  keeping  a  sharp  lookout  for  some  trace  of  Amund¬ 
sen’s  trek  to  the  Pole,  for  we  knew  he  had  passed  through  the 
region  we  were  now  crossing.  But,  so  far,  our  quest  had  been 
without  the  slightest  trace  of  the  former  trek. 

This  day  we  had  made  a  fairly  long  distance  and  were  glad 
to  reach  a  convenient  resting  place  near  little  Mount  Betty, 
lying  slightly  southeast  of  Axel  Heiberg.  Camp  was  made,  and 
we  were  all  wandering  about  before  getting  supper,  when  Larry 


BY  DOG  SLED  FOR  BYRD 


189 


called  out  with  more  excitement  than  usually  showed  in  his 
voice,  “Say,  fellows,  look  over  this  way.  Doesn’t  that  look  like 
a  cairn  over  there  a  bit  to  the  northeast?  Wouldn’t  it  be  great 
if  it  actually  is  the  one  Amundsen  said  that  he  left  here  near 
Mount  Betty  on  his  way  back  from  the  Pole  ?” 

We  all  gathered  about  Larry  and  peered  off  toward  that  dark 
speck  in  the  distance.  It  certainly  looked  as  if  it  might  be  a 
rock  cairn  over  there.  But  we  were  too  tired  and  hungry  to  try 
for  it  until  we  had  had  a  hasty  supper.  Then  Larry  and  Mike 
put  on  their  skis  and  went  over  to  investigate.  Sure  enough, 
there  was  the  cairn  that  the  first  man  to  reach  the  South  Pole 
had  built  on  his  return  trip,  over  eighteen  years  before,  and 
just  about  this  time  of  year. 

Promptly  after  breakfast  next  morning  we  put  on  our  skis 
and  went  over  to  examine  the  cairn.  There  it  stood,  a  carefully 
heaped  up  pile  of  stones,  some  six  feet  in  height,  and  on  the 
inside  were  hidden  a  five-gallon  tin  of  oil,  a  small  piece  of  rope, 
some  matches  carefully  wrapped  from  the  dampness  in  a  bit 
of  oiled  silk,  and  a  note  from  Amundsen  written  in  Norwegian, 
together  with  a  list  of  the  members  of  his  party. 

To  be  permitted  to  find  and  explore  that  cairn  was  certainly 
a  Christmas  gift,  the  like  of  which  few  men  can  match.  To  us 
it  seemed  the  most  wonderful  gift  imaginable.  Everything  was 
carefully  examined,  and  then  all  the  contents  were  carefully 
put  back  in  place  and  the  cairn  closed.  That  is,  everything 
except  Amundsen’s  note  went  back.  That  we  took  to  camp 
with  us. 

As  soon  as  we  reached  our  own  camp,  Freddie  got  his  radio 
working  and  called  the  base  camp.  He  told  of  our  find,  and 
then  Peterson,  the  operator,  sent  for  Bernt  Balchen,  who  is  a 
Norwegian  and  could  give  us  a  translation  of  Amundsen’s  note. 
Then,  letter  by  letter,  Crockett  spelled  out  the  note  in  Morse 
code.  The  operator  at  Little  America  copied  it  as  given,  and 
he  and  Balchen,  eagerly  reading  each  word  as  it  was  written 
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out,  had  sent  back  the  translation  to  us  in  barely  a  quarter  of 
an  hour.  The  note  told  the  date,  what  equipment  the  explorer 
had  with  him,  the  number  of  his  dogs,  that  they  were  traveling 
fast  on  the  way  home,  and  general  conditions. 

While  it  was  a  most  matter-of-fact  little  note,  closing  with  a 
list  of  his  party,  to  us  those  few  plain  lines  in  Norwegian  told 
a  tale  of  heroism  and  competent  leadership  that  makes  one  of 
the  romances  of  polar  exploration. 

We  had  decided  to  build  a  cairn  of  our  own  next  to  Amund¬ 
sen’s  and  leave  a  few  more  supplies  there  in  case  some  other 
party  might  some  day  wander  that  way  and  be  in  need  of 
equipment.  Most  of  us  had  thought  the  cairn  we  found  con¬ 
tained  sensible  material,  but  Freddie  Crockett  didn’t  agree 
with  the  rest  of  us.  Freddie,  as  it  happens,  has  a  healthy  appe¬ 
tite.  Without  the  slightest  warning,  at  any  time  of  the  day  or 
night,  he  could  stow  away  a  meal  that  would  stagger  two 
ordinary  fellows.  So  when  we  opened  Amundsen’s  cache  and 
found  nothing  but  oil,  rope,  and  matches,  Freddie  took  excep¬ 
tion  to  the  great  explorer’s  consideration  for  those  who  had 
found  his  cairn. 

“What!  No  food?”  he  cried.  “Well,  believe  me,  we  won’t  let 
future  generations  down  that  way.  You  can’t  eat  a  lot  of  tin 
cans  and  matches.  We’ll  build  a  cairn  that  will  be  worth  find¬ 
ing.  We’ll  give  ’em  some  grub.  Lots  o’  grub!” 

And  so  it  came  about  that  when  we  went  back  next  day  and 
built  our  rock  cairn  next  to  Amundsen’s,  we  put  into  it  not 
only  some  extra  clothing  and  a  history  of  our  party,  together 
with  the  tale  of  how  we  found  Amundsen’s  cache,  but  also  we 
put  in  some  food,  so  that  future  explorers  who  have  healthy 
appetites  will  not  suffer  the  disappointment  that  Freddie 
Crockett  did. 

Will  another  party  some  day  find  those  two  cairns?  And 
will  they  have  need  of  the  oil  and  matches  he  left,  and  the  food 
and  clothing  hidden  beneath  the  pile  of  stones  our  group 
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erected?  Who  knows?  But  one  thing  is  certain.  No  party  will 
ever  feel  a  greater  thrill  than  did  ours  when  we  realized  that  we 
six  men,  attached  to  the  first  expedition  that  ever  flew  over  the 
South  Pole,  were  handling  relics  of  the  man  who  first  sighted 
the  Pole  and  made  his  way  there  by  hard,  slow  trekking  over 
ice  with  dog-teams. 


Notes  and  Questions 

Rear  Admiral  Byrd  says  of  this  journey: 

“The  long  dog-team  journey  was  a  rare  combination  of  hardship, 
danger,  romance,  adventure,  and  science.  To  Dr.  Gould,  the  party 
leader,  and  his  aides,  Crockett,  Goodale,  O’Brien,  Thorne,  and  Vaughan, 
the  Antarctic  Expedition  owes  an  enduring  debt  of  gratitude  for  the 
scientific  results  achieved.  The  rest  of  us,  who  did  not  get  a  chance  to 
make  this  journey,  envied  them,  for  it  was  the  essence  of  adventure.” 

1.  An  Arctic  explorer,  Nansen,  says  that  three  reasons — desire  for 
glory,  for  knowledge,  and  for  gain — prod  men  to  undertake  these  dan¬ 
gerous  exploits.  Admiral  Byrd  and  three  other  explorers,  who  made 
weather  records  and  took  pictures  from  the  air  along  the  route,  flew 
over  the  South  Pole  Thanksgiving  Day,  1929,  covering  the  distance  of 
1600  miles  from  Little  America  and  back  in  nineteen  hours,  including 
a  one-hour  stop  for  refueling;  it  took  Laurence  Gould  and  his  men 
three  months  to  travel  1600  miles  by  dog  sled  from  Little  America  to 
Queen  Maud  Range  and  return.  At  the  same  time  they  gathered  geo¬ 
graphical  facts,  laid  depots  of  supplies,  and  kept  Admiral  Byrd 
informed  by  radio  of  weather  conditions.  Compare  the  two  exploits 
and  check  the  side  that  you  think  had  the  greater  opportunity  in  each 
case. 

By  airplane  By  dog  sled 

(a)  Opportunity  for  glory 

( b )  Opportunity  for  knowledge 

(c)  Opportunity  for  gain 

(d)  Opportunity  for  service 

( e )  Opportunity  for  thrilling  adventure 

2.  What  thoughts  made  the  company  “tight-lipped”  just  before 
starting  ? 

3.  In  what  ways  had  Gould  made  careful  plans  for  his  undertaking? 
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Mention  two  dangers  encountered  the  first  day.  What  means  of  help 
did  this  party  have  that  was  unknown  to  Scott  and  to  Amundsen? 

4.  List  the  articles  found  in  the  cairn,  and  opposite  each  tell  what 
special  use  it  might  be  to  an  explorer.  What  do  you  think  of  Freddie 
Crockett’s  suggestion? 

5.  The  author  uses  words  that  produce  vivid  pictures,  “gopher-like,” 
for  example,  in  the  second  paragraph,  page  181.  Select  five  words  or 
phrases  that  you  think  especially  fitting  and  write  them  upon  the  black¬ 
board.  How  many  different  words  have  the  class  members  selected? 
Try  to  make  your  own  language,  spoken  or  written,  more  vivid  by  using 
apt  words. 

6.  Select  a  passage  to  read  to  the  class  and  give  a  reason  for  your 
choice.  For  example: 

“I  selected  this  passage  because  it  is:  (a)  exciting;  (b)  vivid;  (c) 
humorous;  ( d )  dramatic.” 

You  may  have  some  other  reasons. 

You  may  like  to  read  how  these  men  received  Thanksgiving  football 
scores  in  By  Dog  Sled  for  Byrd ,  O’Brien.  Some  of  the  class  members 
may  enjoy  looking  at  the  maps  of  Admiral  Byrd’s  expedition  in  Scien¬ 
tific  American,  February,  1930,  and  in  World’s  Work ,  April,  1930. 
Others  may  enjoy  reading  A  Boy  Scout  with  Byrd,  by  Paul  Siple,  an 
eagle  scout  who  went  with  Admiral  Byrd;  or  Heroes  of  Modern  Adven¬ 
ture,  Bridges  and  Tiltman;  The  Voyages  of  Captain  Scott,  Turley; 
A  Boy’s  View  of  the  Arctic,  Rawson;  We,  Lindbergh;  Skyward,  Byrd; 
The  Arcturus  Adventure,  Beebe. 


LEWIS  AND  CLARK,  FAMOUS  PIONEER 

SCOUTS 

Percy  K.  Fitzhugh 

HOW  THEY  WERE  THE  FIRST  TO  CROSS  THE  CONTINENT  AND 
THE  STORY  OF  THEIR  FAMOUS  EXPEDITION 

There  are  scouts  and  scouts,  and  some  of  them  have  been  pre¬ 
eminent  for  one  thing,  and  some  for  another.  In  the  case  of 
some,  their  scouting — which  means,  briefly,  going  ahead  and 
exploring — has  been  incidental  to  their  trapping  and  hunting; 
while  in  the  case  of  others,  it  has  been  incidental  to  their  pur¬ 
suit  of  Indians,  or  their  quest  of  a  home. 

Lewis  and  Clark,  on  the  other  hand,  were  typical  scouts,  or, 
professional  scouts,  if  you  will.  They  were,  if  we  may  so  express 
it,  hired  for  that  purpose.  This  does  not  dim  the  glamour  of 
romance  which  we  are  wont  to  see  about  them.  They  performed 
one  of  the  greatest  scouting  exploits  in  the  history  of  the  world, 
and  they  saved  time  and  did  it  the  better  because  they  followed 
a  program  and  did  just  exactly  what  they  set  out  to  do. 

Perhaps  they  were  not  the  greatest  scouts,  but  they  were 
certainly  typical  scouts. 

We  cannot  separate  Lewis  and  Clark.  They  are  bound 
together  by  their  great  exploit  and  seem  to  have  no  story 
worth  the  telling  either  before  or  after  that  one  adventurous 
expedition. 

So  let  us  follow  the  trail  of  Lewis  and  Clark,  according  equal 
credit  to  both,  as  indeed  they  accorded  equal  credit  to  each 
other. 

The  vast  tract  of  land  formerly  known  as  Louisiana  was  sold 
by  the  great  Napoleon  to  the  United  States  in  1803.  The  price 
which  our  country  paid  for  this  enormous  territory  was  fifteen 
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million  dollars,  and  Napoleon  was  very  glad  to  get  the  money, 
for  he  needed  it  in  his  imperial  business. 

Roughly  speaking,  Louisiana  then  comprised  all  the  land 
west  of  the  Mississippi,  bounded  on  the  north  by  the  British 
possessions,  and  on  the  south  by  those  of  Spain.  In  other  words, 
it  covered  the  region  which  is  now  occupied  by  the  states  of 
Louisiana,  Arkansas,  Missouri,  Kansas,  Iowa,  Nebraska,  South 
and  North  Dakota,  Wyoming,  Montana,  and  parts  of  Idaho 
and  Colorado. 

In  all  this  vast  territory  there  were  not  a  hundred  thousand 
white  persons.  Many  extravagant  and  absurd  tales  were  circu¬ 
lated  about  the  region  and  were  believed.  Stories  of  strange 
animals,  quite  unknown  to  zoologists,  were  bandied  about;  sav¬ 
ages,  more  primitive  and  ferocious  than  any  before  known,  were 
described  as  roaming  the  vast  northwestern  wilderness.  Even 
President  Jefferson  himself  believed  many  of  these  tales. 

When  the  purchase  of  this  vast  territory  was  completed, 
President  Jefferson  resolved  that  it  should  be  explored,  and  he 
proposed  to  the  Congress  then  in  session  that  an  expedition 
should  be  formed  for  that  purpose.  He  had  as  his  private 
secretary  a  young  man,  Meriwether  Lewis,  who  had  risen  to 
the  rank  of  captain  in  the  army,  and  in  suggesting  him  as  a 
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suitable  leader  of  the  proposed  party,  Jefferson  enumerated 
some  of  the  young  man’s  qualifications  for  the  hazardous  mis¬ 
sion,  incidentally  furnishing  about  the  best  description  of  an 
all-around  scout  which  we  have  ever  heard : 

.  .  of  courage  undaunted;  possessing  a  firmness  and  per¬ 
severance  of  purpose  which  nothing  but  impossibilities  could 
divert  from  its  direction ;  careful  as  a  father  of  those  committed 
to  his  charge,  yet  steady  in  the  maintenance  of  order  and 
discipline;  intimate  with  the  Indian  character,  customs,  and 
principles ;  habituated  to  the  hunting  life ;  trained  to  exact 
observation  of  the  vegetable  and  animal  life  about  him;  honest, 
disinterested,  liberal,  and  of  sound  understanding,  and  a  fidelity 
to  truth  so  scrupulous  that  whatever  he  should  report  would 
be  as  certain  as  if  seen  by  ourselves.  With  all  these  qualifica¬ 
tions,  as  if  selected  and  implanted  by  nature  in  one  body  for 
this  express  purpose,  I  could  have  no  hesitation  in  confiding 
the  enterprise  to  him.” 

We  should  think  not!  Indeed,  it  leaves  little  to  be  told  of 
Meriwether  Lewis  except  that  he  was  born  in  Virginia  in  1774, 
in  the  town  of  Charlottesville. 

Lewis  selected  as  his  assistant,  and  to  lead  the  party  in  the 
event  of  mishap  to  himself,  William  Clark,  who  was  four  years 
older  than  himself  and  who,  we  are  told,  was  “almost  a  dupli¬ 
cate  of  Lewis  in  all  his  qualities.”  Clark  was  likewise  a  Vir¬ 
ginian  by  birth. 

Both  of  these  young  men  held  the  rank  of  captain,  and  in  the 
whole  course  of  the  expedition’s  progress  to  the  Pacific  coast 
and  back  they  exercised  equal  authority  without  the  suggestion 
of  a  rift  in  the  affectionate  friendship  which  existed  between 
them.  This  is  not  the  least  remarkable  feature  of  that  remark¬ 
able  journey. 

As  finally  organized,  the  famous  expedition  was  made  up  of 
these  two  captains  and  twenty-seven  men.  Nine  hailed  from 
Kentucky  and  were  accustomed  to  frontier  life;  fourteen  were 
soldiers  of  the  United  States  army ;  two  were  French  voyageurs, 
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or  watermen  (one  of  whom  understood  the  Indian  language 
and  was  to  act  as  interpreter)  ;  one  was  a  hunter;  and  the  last, 
a  negro  servant  of  Captain  Clark,  who,  in  his  appropriate 
character  of  minstrel  and  comedian,  greatly  enlivened  the  party 
and  became  quite  a  character  among  them.  He  was  viewed 
with  consternation  by  the  savages  of  the  Far  West,  who  had 
never  before  seen  a  black  man,  nor  a  white  man  either,  for  that 
matter.  In  all  the  long  wanderings  only  one  of  this  famous 
party  lost  his  life. 

In  addition  to  these  men,  a  small  party  of  voyageurs  and 
soldiers  was  to  accompany  the  expedition  as  far  as  the  country 
of  the  Mandan  Indians  in  the  region  which  is  now  North 
Dakota,  for  it  was  believed  that  hostile  attacks  were  more  likely 
to  be  made  east  of  that  point  than  west  of  it. 

The  purpose  of  the  expedition  was  very  clearly  defined.  The 
men  were,  if  possible,  to  find  a  waterway  across  the  continent. 
They  were  to  explore  the  country  thoroughly  as  far  west  as 
they  could  get.  They  were  to  procure  information  which  would 
be  helpful  in  making  maps.  They  were  to  observe  the  Indians, 
particularly  their  manners,  customs,  government,  diseases,  etc. ; 
they  were  to  observe  the  wild  life,  the  flowers  and  minerals,  and 
indeed  were  to  report  on  anything  and  everything  which  might 
be  of  any  service  in  the  future  settlement  and  development  of 
the  country. 

On  May  14,  1804,  the  expedition  left  the  neighborhood  of 
St.  Louis  and  started  up  the  Missouri  River  in  three  boats. 
The  largest  of  these  was  fifty  feet  long,  and  was  equipped  with 
sail  and  oars  and  mounted  with  a  small  gun.  The  others  were 
much  smaller  and  of  rough  construction.  The  boats  were  to  be 
used  as  far  as  the  river  would  permit. 

Four  days  later  the  exploring  party  reached  the  last  white 
settlement  on  the  river,  a  little  village  called  La  Charrette,  con¬ 
sisting  of  a  dozen  or  so  cabins.  In  one  of  these  lived  Daniel 
Boone,  the  famous  pioneer  of  Kentucky,  then  seventy  years 
of  age. 
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Leaving  La  Charrette,  the  men  pursued  their  way  through 
an  unknown  country,  following  the  tortuous  windings  of  the 
great  river.  After  journeying  for  a  few  days  they  came  upon  a 
raft  carrying  a  hunter  and  trapper  named  Dorian,  who  had 
lived  among  the  Sioux  Indians  for  many  years,  and  who,  on 
hearing  of  the  expedition,  gladly  agreed  to  join  it. 

After  an  inland  voyage  of  more  than  five  months,  during 
which  time  the  explorers  held  friendly  intercourse  with  many 
Indian  tribes,  they  came  to  the  Mandan  villages ;  finding  a  suit¬ 
able  spot  near  by,  they  proceeded  to  fell  trees  and  make  prepa¬ 
rations  for  their  winter  camp,  which  they  called  Fort  Mandan. 
This  was  in  the  vicinity  of  the  present  city  of  Bismarck. 

The  white  men  found  the  Mandans  hospitable  and  friendly, 
and  the  winter  spent  among  them  passed  pleasantly.  Corn  and 
other  supplies  were  bought  from  the  red  men,  and  the  hunters 
of  the  party  found  game  plentiful. 

Early  in  April  the  party  broke  camp,  and  having  sent  back 
the  extra  members  who  had  been  detailed  to  accompany  them 
that  far,  proceeded  up  the  tortuous  river. 

Eight  days  later  the  men  passed  a  place  which  they  named 
Charboneau  Creek,  after  one  of  the  French  voyageurs,  who  had 
previously  encamped  there.  “Beyond  this,”  the  famous  journal 
of  the  expedition  reads,  “no  white  man  has  ever  been,  but  two 
Frenchmen.” 

All  through  this  region  the  explorers  saw  large  numbers  of 
fallen  trees  which  had  been  cut  down  by  beavers,  and  there 
were  multitudes  of  these  industrious  little  animals  which  are 
now  so  scarce.  The  men  encountered  also  great  herds  of  buffalo 
and  innumerable  grizzly  bears.  These  latter  were  very  ferocious. 

On  one  occasion  six  of  the  party,  all  good  hunters,  simul¬ 
taneously  attacked  one  of  these  monsters  and,  though  all  the 
bullets  struck  the  beast,  such  was  its  amazing  vitality  that  some 
of  the  attackers  were  forced  to  flee  in  a  canoe  while  the  others 
concealed  themselves  and  kept  up  a  continual  fire.  With  every 
shot  which  took  effect  the  beast  became  only  the  more  enraged, 


LEWIS  AND  CLARK,  FAMOUS  PIONEER  SCOUTS  199 


seeming  to  gain  in  strength  under  the  fusillade  of  shot.  At 
length,  just  as  the  hunters  had  given  up  in  despair,  and  were 
scrambling  down  a  precipitous  bank  to  save  their  lives,  one  of 
them  turned  and  shot  the  animal  between  the  eyes,  which  put 
an  end  to  his  career.  He  had  been  able  to  pursue  them  with 
eight  bullets  in  his  body! 

On  the  26th  of  May,  Captain  Lewis,  standing  upon  a  hilltop, 
beheld,  about  fifty  miles  distant  as  he  thought,  a  range  of  lofty 
peaks  which  he  knew  to  be  the  Rocky  Mountains.  Somewhere 
there,  he  felt  sure,  this  mighty,  sinuous  stream  which  he  and 
his  men  were  following  had  its  source,  and  beyond,  on  the 
westerly  slopes,  he  hoped  to  find  the  trickling  headwaters  of 
the  stream  or  streams  which  should  carry  them,  or  at  least 
guide  them,  through  the  mysterious  unknown  country,  on  to 
the  Pacific. 

How  the  hearts  of  all  those  bold  adventurers  must  have 
thrilled  as  they  gazed  upon  the  gray  peaks ;  and  we  may  believe 
that  even  in  their  stout  resolve  they  were  not  free  from  mis¬ 
givings  at  thought  of  the  obstacles  which  those  unknown  moun¬ 
tains  might  present  to  their  progress.  Shortly,  they  knew,  they 
would  have  to  abandon  their  boats  and  press  on  afoot  in  quest 
of  a  pass  into  the  strange  land  far  to  the  westward. 

The  river  was  still  more  than  one  hundred  yards  wide,  and 
the  explorers  continued  their  journey  without  difficulty.  As 
they  approached  the  mountains,  game  became  more  plentiful, 
and  they  lived  on  the  fat  of  the  land. 

The  men  were  now  passing  through  a  region  rich  in  memo¬ 
rials  of  ancient  life,  and  every  mile  they  traversed  revealed 
wonders  of  animal  and  floral  life  of  which  they  had  never 
dreamed. 

This  was  the  immemorial  home  and  hunting-ground  of  the 
Minitarees.  As  the  explorers  toiled  up  the  narrowing  stream, 
they  came  at  length  to  a  point  where  it  was  difficult  to  deter¬ 
mine  which  of  two  branches  to  take ;  but  they  decided  that  the 
southern  branch  was  the  true  Missouri,  and  they  followed  it, 
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naming  the  northern  branch  Maria’s  River,  after  an  old  sweet¬ 
heart  of  Captain  Clark’s. 

This  was  the  region  which  is  now  the  state  of  Montana.  Pres¬ 
ently  the  men  came  to  the  great  falls  of  the  Missouri,  where 
they  paused  to  build  canoes,  transporting  them  above  the  falls 
by  means  of  a  rough  wagon  which  they  made.  A  perfectly 
round  cottonwood  tree  sawed  into  thin  sections  supplied  the 
wheels. 

Here,  according  to  the  famous  journal  of  the  expedition, 
strange,  booming  sounds  were  heard  continually.  These  are 
still  heard  by  travelers  in  that  wild,  lonely  region,  and  their 
cause  has  never  been  determined. 

The  explorers  were  now  within  the  lower  reaches  of  the 
Rockies,  pushing  through  an  untrodden  wilderness  such  as  is 
surpassed  nowhere  in  the  world. 

As  they  journeyed  on,  they  came  to  three  forks  and,  as 
before,  they  were  in  a  quandary  as  to  which  stream  to  follow. 
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They  wished,  of  course,  to  pursue  the  one  which  would  bring 
them  to  that  part  of  the  mountains  nearest  to  the  source  of 
some  westerly-flowing  river. 

Whether  by  reason  of  their  skill  in  scoutcraft  or  by  sheer 
good  luck,  they  chose  the  right  one,  which  they  named  Jefferson 
River ;  following  it  up  to  its  source,  they  came  at  last  to  a  tiny 
trickle,  the  infinitesimal  beginning  of  the  mighty  Missouri  River 
whose  windings  they  had  followed  through  the  unexplored  wil¬ 
derness  which  is  now  five  states. 

This  spot  is  known  as  Lemhi  Pass,  and  it  was  upon  the  twelfth 
of  August,  1805,  that  Captain  Lewis,  traveling  a  little  in 
advance  of  the  others,  stood  there,  realizing  (may  we  not 
assume,  with  a  thrill  of  pride  and  satisfaction?)  that  he  was  at 
last  near  to  the  backbone  of  the  continent. 

Keeping  still  ahead  of  his  companions,  Captain  Lewis  pressed 
on  through  the  rocky  intricacies  of  those  mighty  heights  till  he 
came  to  another  little  trickle  which  flowed  westward,  and  which 
he  believed  must  bear  its  crystal  contribution  down  through 
rock  and  cavern  to  swell  the  flood  of  the  Columbia  as  it  swept 
on  to  the  Pacific ! 

So  far  as  he  knew,  no  white  man  had  ever  before  trodden  these 
dim  recesses,  and  we  may  fancy  the  pride  and  satisfaction  of  the 
intrepid  scout  as  he  gazed  upon  that  tiny  brooklet  among  the 
rocks  which  would  show  the  way,  however  difficult  and  baffling, 
to  the  shores  of  the  great  ocean. 

Still  keeping  ahead  of  the  main  party,  he  came  upon  a  band 
of  Shoshone  Indians  who  gazed  at  him  in  consternation,  for 
they  had  never  before  seen  a  white  man,  and  he  was  as  much  a 
marvel  to  them  as  Columbus  had  been  to  the  natives  of  San 
Salvador. 

When  the  astonishment  of  the  Indians  had  somewhat  sub¬ 
sided,  Captain  Lewis  was  able,  after  a  fashion,  to  hold  inter¬ 
course  with  them,  and  he  found  the  red  men  inclined  to  be 
peaceable  and  friendly.  He  borrowed  horses  from  and  persuaded 
the  chief  to  accompany  him  back  to  the  main  party,  where  a 
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further  surprise  awaited  the  warrior.  For  whom  should  he  dis¬ 
cover  with  the  expedition  but  Sacajawea,  his  own  long-lost 
sister,  who  had  come  along  as  the  wife  of  one  of  the  French 
voyageurs.  She  had,  it  seemed,  been  stolen  by  the  Minitarees 
while  a  child,  and  her  people  had  given  up  all  hope  of  ever 
seeing  her  again. 

Pausing  at  the  camp  of  these  friendly  Indians,  the  party 
waited  while  Captain  Clark  explored  one  of  the  streams  and 
the  westerly-flowing  Salmon  River,  of  which  it  was  a  tributary. 

He  found,  as  the  Indians  had  told  him,  that  the  country 
below  in  this  direction  was  too  rough  for  travel;  so,  taking 
several  of  the  Shoshones  for  guides,  the  voyagers  descended  in 
another  direction  until  they  reached  the  head  of  Bitterroot 
River. 

This  river  the  men  followed  through  the  wild  Rocky  Moun¬ 
tain  country  until  it  brought  them  to  a  stream  which  they  called 
Lolo  Creek,  and  here  they  made  a  camp,  calling  it  Travelers’ 
Rest. 

Resuming  their  journey  through  the  passes  of  the  Bitterroot 
Range,  the  explorers  followed  Lolo  Creek  to  a  point  which  they 
called  Lolo  Pass  and  came  at  length  in  their  tortuous  wander¬ 
ings  to  a  place  in  the  mountains  from  which  the  natives  told 
them  how  they  might  descend  in  canoes. 

The  men  had,  of  course,  abandoned  even  their  canoes  as  they 
ascended  and  the  streams  became  less  navigable ;  so  they  made 
camp  again  in  order  to  rest  and  construct  enough  rough  craft 
to  proceed  by  water. 

Here  the  exploring  party  remained  from  September  26  to 
October  7,  1805,  making  preparations  and  constructing  the 
canoes  for  the  last  stage  of  the  long  journey.  As  usual,  the 
white  men  found  the  natives  greatly  interested  in  them,  oblig¬ 
ing,  and  friendly.  Here  also  the  explorers  secured  provisions, 
which  had  of  late  been  alarmingly  low. 

Resuming  their  journey  on  October  7,  the  men  descended  in 
their  canoes  till  they  came  to  Snake  River  or,  as  they  called  it, 
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Lewis  River,  in  honor  of  their  leader.  This  stream  broadened 
as  it  descended,  until  presently  the  brave  adventurers  were 
sailing  down  the  wide  bosom  of  a  noble  river,  which  wound  its 
way  through  deep  ravines.  Above  them  on  either  hand  rose 
precipitous  rocky  heights  between  which  the  hurrying  stream 
was  at  times  churned  into  perilous  rapids. 

Following  the  erratic  wanderings  and  braving  the  dangers  of 
the  river,  the  explorers  reached  the  point  where  it  separated 
the  present  states  of  Oregon  and  Idaho,  and  presently  they 
were  sailing  down  the  wide  expanse  of  the  lordly  Columbia, 
their  gaze  enthralled  by  the  magnificent  prospect  of  green  and 
lofty  mountains  which  rolled  away  into  the  misty  distance  on 
either  hand. 

On  November  7  they  had  their  first  glimpse  of  the  Pacific 
Ocean,  and  before  that  memorable  day  was  over,  the  welcome 
sound  of  its  incessant  breakers  reached  the  ears  of  the  weary, 
but  triumphant,  explorers. 

Their  long  journey  was  over,  their  mission  accomplished.  Not 
a  serious  mishap  had  there  been.  It  was  a  triumph  without 
alloy. 

A  little  above  the  mouth  of  the  great  Columbia  River,  at  a 
spot  which  they  called  Netul,  the  men  made  their  camp.  Here, 
in  a  dim  grove  of  stately  pines,  they  built  rough  cabins,  and 
being  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Clatsop  Indians,  they  named 
their  little  makeshift  settlement  after  that  friendly  tribe. 

The  party  lived  now  chiefly  on  fish  and  elks’  meat,  and  though 
their  fare  grew  monotonous  as  the  winter  months  wore  away, 
and  even  though  starvation  sometimes  threatened,  the  contem¬ 
plation  of  their  successful  expedition  buoyed  them  up  and. gave 
them  strength  and  spirit  for  the  tedious  journey  homeward. 

Toward  the  end  of  March,  1806,  after  a  winter  which,  despite 
its  hardships  and  privations,  was  by  no  means  unpleasant,  the 
men  abandoned  their  little  home  among  the  pines  and  set  forth 
again  up  the  Columbia  toward  the  mountains. 

They  had  traded  off  all  their  glass  beads  and  miscellaneous 
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gewgaws  to  the  Indians,  and  they  had  nothing  wherewith  to 
buy  necessaries  and  safe  conduct  home  save  only  the  friendship 
wThich  their  justice  and  honesty  had  won  them  among  the  Indian 
tribes  through  which  they  must  again  pass. 

But  this  good  will  served  the  explorers  in  good  stead.  More¬ 
over,  Lewis  and  Clark  had  acquired  the  reputation  of  famous 
doctors,  and  on  their  journey  homeward  they  found  lines  of 
patients  waiting  for  them  such  as  would  swell  the  pride  of  the 
most  arrogant  specialist  of  today.  They  made  “eye-water”  and 
traded  it  for  horses,  dogs,  fish,  and  game. 

Their  clothing  had  gone  in  tatters,  and  they  were  clad  wholly 
in  skins. 

In  good  time  the  men  crossed  the  mountains  again,  and  after 
some  adventures  with  the  Blackfoot  Indians,  they  pressed  their 
way  eastward  and  came  at  length  to  their  old  camp  among  the 
Mandans  in  Dakota. 

The  explorers  reached  St.  Louis  on  September  23,  1806,  after 
an  absence  of  two  years  and  four  months.  Their  primitive  cos¬ 
tumes  and  tanned  faces  were  viewed  with  amazement  by  those 
who  had  never  expected  to  see  them  again. 

In  acknowledgment  of  their  exploit  and  its  great  value  to 
the  young  nation,  Lewis  was  made  Governor  of  Louisiana  and 
Clark  was  raised  to  Militia  General  of  the  same  vast  area  and 
also  appointed  Indian  agent  for  the  many  tribes  whose  acquaint¬ 
ance  he  had  made.  The  other  members  of  the  expedition  were 
given  double  pay  and  three  hundred  twenty  acres  of  land  each. 

The  Lewis  and  Clark  Expedition  was  unique  in  many  ways. 
For  one  thing,  its  two  leaders  shared  the  authority  of  leadership 
without  a  suggestion  of  jealousy  or  discord.  For  another  thing, 
although  they  encountered  many  Indian  tribes,  they  had  no 
serious  trouble  with  the  red  men,  although  there  were,  of  course, 
instances  of  individual  theft  and  treachery  and  a  varying 
measure  of  hospitality  shown  them  in  their  arduous  progress 
westward. 

To  be  sure,  the  Indians  of  the  Northwest,  having  never  before 
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seen  white  men,  had  not  been  swindled  and  oppressed,  and  cher¬ 
ished  no  grudge  against  these  strange  creatures  whom  they  now 
saw  for  the  first  time.  Yet  this  does  not  fully  explain  the 
refreshing  absence  of  scrimmages  and  massacres  in  that  long 
journey  of  two  years,  and  doubtless  much  credit  must  be 
accorded  to  the  tact  and  kindness  of  the  two  leaders. 

That  only  one  man  lost  his  life  in  two  years  of  journeying 
and  camping  in  an  unknown  country  seems  scarcely  credible, 
but  such  was  the  fact.  We  might  have  supposed  that  the  Rocky 
Mountains  alone  would  have  claimed  at  least  one  victim. 

The  Lewis  and  Clark  Expedition  was  one  of  the  most  ambi¬ 
tious  and  venturesome  ever  undertaken  in  our  country,  and  it 
was  out  and  away  the  most  successful.  Meriwether  Lewis  and 
William  Clark  must  have  possessed  indeed  all  of  the  qualities 
which  the  astute  Thomas  Jefferson  accorded  to  his  young  secre¬ 
tary.  It  seems  evident  that  that  great  and  true  democrat  could 
do  other  things  besides  write  the  Declaration  of  Independence. 

He  knew  a  good  scout  when  he  saw  one. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Copy  the  following  outline  on  your  paper  and  complete  it  by 
filling  in  the  blank  spaces : 

A.  Preparation  for  expedition 

(a)  Leaders 

( b )  Purpose  of  expedition 

B.  Off  on  a  dangerous  mission 

(«) 

(&) 

(c) 

C.  The  last  stage  of  the  difficult  journey 

(a) 

(&) 

D.  Homeward  bound 

(a) 
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E.  Summary  of  things  accomplished 
(a) 

(&) 

(c)  Proof  that  President  Jefferson  “knew  a  good  scout  when  he 
saw  one” 

2.  Find  sentences  in  this  story  which  prove  that  Lewis  and  Clark 
were  good  scouts. 

3.  Read  aloud  lines  which  give: 

(a)  The  purpose  of  the  expedition. 

(b)  President  Jefferson’s  description  of  “an  all-around  scout.” 

4.  There  are  some  new  words  in  this  story  which  you  may  have  had 
trouble  in  understanding.  Consult  your  Glossary  for  the  meaning 
of :  pre-eminent,  bandied,  imperial,  fusillade,  precipitous,  intricacies, 
intrepid,  astute. 

5.  Make  a  list  of  five  or  more  historical  facts  you  learned  from  the 
reading  of  this  story.  For  example : 

(a)  The  United  States  bought  Louisiana  from  France  in  1803. 

6.  Make  a  list  of  camps  and  creeks  located  and  named  by  the  Lewis 
and  Clark  expedition.  For  example : 

(a)  Netul — camp- — located  a  little  above  the  mouth  of  the  Columbia 
River. 

7.  How  old  was  Daniel  Boone  when  the  Lewis  and  Clark  Expedition 
was  made? 

8.  What  animals  mentioned  in  this  story,  abundant  at  that  time,  have 
now  become  scarce? 

9.  Which  five  of  the  following  words  best  describe  Lewis  and  Clark, 
the  leaders  of  the  party?  Tactful,  crafty,  kind,  courageous,  honest,  dis¬ 
interested,  truthful. 

Write  a  three-sentence  paragraph  description  of  these  two  men,  using 
the  five  words  you  have  chosen. 

These  stories  about  pioneers,  scouts,  and  the  early  exploration  of 
our  country  may  prove  interesting  to  you :  On  the  Trail  of  the  Pioneers, 
Faris;  Daniel  Boone,  Wilderness  Scout,  White;  Scouting  with  Kit 
Carson,  Tomlinson;  Bird  Woman,  Schultz;  The  Pageant  of  the  North¬ 
west,  Koch;  First  Across  the  Continent,  Brooks;  Historic  Adventures, 
Holland;  The  Trail  of  Lewis  and  Clark,  Wheeler;  Boys’  Book  of 
Indian  Warriors  and  Heroic  Indian  Women,  Sabin. 


THE  OREGON  TRAIL  (1843) 

Arthur  Guiterman 

Before  you  begin  to  read  the  poem,  turn  to  page  209  and  read  the 
first  paragraph  under  “Notes  and  Questions.”  You  will  then  read  more 
intelligently. 

Two  hundred  wagons,  rolling  out  to  Oregon, 

Breaking  through  the  gopher  holes,  lurching  wide  and  free, 
Crawling  up  the  mountain  pass,  jolting,  grumbling,  rumbling  on, 
Two  hundred  wagons,  rolling  to  the  sea. 

From  east  and  south  and  north  they  flock,  to  muster,  row  on  row, 
A  fleet  of  ten-score  prairie  ships  beside  Missouri’s  flow. 

The  bullwhips  crack,  the  oxen  strain,  the  canvas-hooded  files 
Are  off  upon  the  long,  long  trail  of  sixteen  hundred  miles. 

The  women  hold  the  guiding-lines;  beside  the  rocking  steers, 
With  goad  and  ready  rifle,  walk  the  bearded  pioneers 
Through  clouds  of  dust  beneath  the  sun,  through  floods  of 
sweeping  rain, 

Across  the  Kansas  prairie  land,  across  Nebraska’s  plain. 

Two  hundred  wagons,  rolling  out  to  Oregon, 

Curved  around  the  camp  fire  flame  at  halt  when  day  is  done, 
Rest  awhile  beneath  the  stars,  yoke  again  and  lumber  on, 

Two  hundred  wagons,  rolling  with  the  sun. 

Among  the  barren  buttes  they  wind  beneath  the  jealous  view 
Of  Blackfoot,  Pawnee,  Omaha,  Arapahoe,  and  Sioux. 

No  savage  threat  may  check  their  course,  no  river  deep  and  wide ; 
They  swim  the  Platte,  they  ford  the  Snake,  they  cross  the  Great 
Divide. 
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They  march  as  once,  from  India’s  vales  through  Asia’s  moun¬ 
tain  door, 

With  shield  and  spear  on  Europe’s  plain,  their  fathers  marched 
before. 

They  march  where  leap  the  antelope  and  storm  the  buffalo, 
Still  westward  as  their  fathers  marched  ten  thousand  years  ago. 


Two  hundred  wagons,  rolling  out  to  Oregon, 

Creeping  down  the  dark  defile  below  the  mountain  crest, 
Surging  through  the  brawling  stream,  lunging,  plunging,  forg¬ 
ing  on, 

Two  hundred  wagons,  rolling  toward  the  West. 


Now  toils  the  dusty  caravan  with  swinging  wagon-poles 
Where  Walla  Walla  pours  along,  where  broad  Columbia  rolls. 
The  long-haired  trapper’s  face  grows  dark,  and  scowls  the 
painted  brave; 

Where  now  the  beaver  builds  his  dam,  the  wheat  and  rye  shall 
wave. 


The  British  trader  shakes  his  head  and  weighs  his  nation’s  loss, 
For  where  those  hardy  settlers  come,  the  Stars  and  Stripes  will 
toss. 

Then  block  the  wheels,  unyoke  the  steers;  the  prize  is  his  who 
dares ; 

The  cabins  rise,  the  fields  are  sown,  and  Oregon  is  theirs! 

They  will  take,  they  will  hold, 

By  the  spade  in  the  mold, 

By  the  seed  in  the  soil, 

By  the  sweat  and  the  toil, 

By  the  plow  in  the  loam, 

By  the  School  and  the  Home! 
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Two  hundred  wagons,  rolling  out  to  Oregon, 

Two  hundred  wagons,  ranging  free  and  far, 

Two  hundred  wagons,  rumbling,  grumbling,  rolling  on, 

Two  hundred  wagons,  following  a  Star ! 

Notes  and  Questions 

The  Oregon  Trail  was  one  of  the  great  pioneer  overland  routes  that 
led  across  the  country  extending  from  the  Missouri  River  to  the  Colum¬ 
bia  River  and  the  Pacific  Ocean.  In  June,  1843,  Dr.  Marcus  Whitman, 
with  a  caravan  of  two  hundred  wagons  (“prairie  schooners”),  almost 
nine  hundred  settlers,  and  thirteen  hundred  head  of  cattle,  set  out  for 
Westport,  near  where  Kansas  City  now  stands,  for  an  overland  journey 
to  Oregon.  The  colonists  followed  the  Oregon  Trail,  the  route  com¬ 
monly  used  by  emigrants  on  their  way  to  the  northwest  coast.  These 
pioneers  traveled  up  the  Missouri  River  to  its  headwaters  by  boats 
from  St.  Louis,  crossed  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  proceeded  westward 
to  the  Oregon  country  and  the  Pacific  Ocean. 

1.  What  picture  does  the  poet  give  you  of  the  pioneer  movement  to 
the  northwest?  Read  in  your  history  about  the  westward  movement 
following  the  Louisiana  Purchase  of  1803.  Trace  the  route  of  the 
Oregon  Trail  on  the  map  on  page  195. 

2.  Give  your  own  word  picture  of  how  the  camp  fire  looks  to  you. 
What  five  Indian  tribes  along  the  trail  are  mentioned?  Explain  the 
reference  to  the  British  trader. 

3.  Name  six  means  by  which  these  pioneers  took  and  held  this  new 
country.  It  is  hard  for  us  to  realize  the  difficulties  and  dangers  that  the 
pioneer  emigrants  encountered. 

4.  This  poem  is  written  in  a  very  pleasing  meter;  practice  reading 
it  aloud  until  you  can  read  it  smoothly  and  intelligently. 

5.  Prepare  a  program  for  Scout  Day,  which  may  consist  of :  demon¬ 
strations  of  scout  ideals  of  skill  and  service;  reports  of  interesting 
camping  and  hiking  experiences;  selected  readings  or  dramatizations. 
The  program  may  be  in  charge  of  special  committees  appointed  from 
the  Boy  Scouts,  the  Girl  Scouts,  Camp  Fire  Girls,  and  allied  organiza¬ 
tions.  You  will  find  assistance  in  preparing  such  a  program  in  Boy 
Scouts ’  Entertainments ,  Lisle,  and  in  Boys’  Life,  The  American  Girl, 
and  Every  girls’  Magazine. 


THE  TEMPEST 

Charles  and  Mary  Lamb 

Elizabeth  was  queen  of  England  when  Shakespeare  wrote  his  plays. 
Englishmen  of  that  time  never  tired  of  hearing  stories  of  Sir  Francis 
Drake,  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  and  other  explorers  and  travelers.  The 
very  names  of  foreign  places  fired  their  imagination — Milan,  Naples, 
Algiers.  Many  learned  men  at  that  time,  too,  devoted  themselves  to  the 
study  of  magic.  In  “The  Tempest”  you  will  find  evidences  of  these  two 
interests  of  Englishmen  in  Shakespeare’s  time. 

There  was  a  certain  island  in  the  sea,  the  only  inhabitants 
of  which  were  an  old  man  whose  name  was  Prospero,  and  his 
daughter  Miranda,  a  very  beautiful  young  lady.  She  came  to 
this  island  so  young  that  she  had  no  memory  of  having  seen 
any  other  human  face  than  her  father’s. 

They  lived  in  a  cave,  or  cell,  made  out  of  a  rock;  it  was 
divided  into  several  apartments,  one  of  which  Prospero  called 
his  study;  there  he  kept  his  books,  which  chiefly  treated  of 
magic,  a  study  at  that  time  highly  regarded  by  all  learned  men. 
The  knowledge  of  this  art  he  found  very  useful  to  him;  for 
being  thrown  by  a  strange  chance  upon  this  island,  which  had 
been  enchanted  by  a  witch  called  Sycorax,  who  died  there  a 
short  time  before  his  arrival,  Prospero,  by  his  art,  released 
many  good  spirits  that  Sycorax  had  imprisoned  in  the  bodies 
of  large  trees  because  they  had  refused  to  execute  her  wicked 
commands.  These  spirits  were  ever  after  obedient  to  Prospero. 
Of  these  Ariel  was  the  chief. 

The  lively  little  sprite  Ariel  had  nothing  mischievous  in  his 
nature,  except  that  he  took  rather  too  much  pleasure  in  tor¬ 
menting  an  ugly  monster  called  Caliban;  for  he  owed  him  a 
grudge  because  he  was  the  son  of  his  old  enemy  Sycorax.  This 
Caliban,  Prospero  found  in  the  woods,  a  strange  misshapen 
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thing,  far  less  human  in  form  than  an  ape.  He  took  him  home 
to  his  cell,  and  taught  him  to  speak;  and  Prospero  would  have 
been  very  kind  to  him,  but  the  bad  nature  which  Caliban  inher¬ 
ited  from  his  mother  Sycorax  would  not  let  him  learn  anything 
good  or  useful.  Therefore  he  was  employed  like  a  slave,  to  carry 
wood,  and  do  the  most  laborious  tasks,  and  Ariel  had  the  charge 
of  compelling  him  to  these  services. 

When  Caliban  was  lazy  and  neglected  his  work,  Ariel  (who 
was  invisible  to  all  eyes  but  Prospero’s)  would  come  slyly  and 
pinch  him,  and  sometimes  tumble  him  in  the  mire ;  again,  the 
sprite,  in  the  likeness  of  an  ape,  would  make  mouths  at  him. 
Then  swiftly  changing  his  shape,  in  the  likeness  of  a  hedgehog 
he  would  lie  tumbling  in  Caliban’s  way,  who  feared  the  hedge¬ 
hog’s  sharp  quills  would  prick  his  bare  feet.  With  a  variety 
of  such  vexatious  tricks  Ariel  would  torment  him,  whenever 
Caliban  neglected  the  work  which  Prospero  commanded  him 
to  do. 

Having  these  powerful  spirits  obedient  to  his  will,  Prospero 
could  by  their  means  command  the  winds  and  the  waves  of  the 
sea.  By  his  orders  they  raised  a  violent  storm,  in  the  midst  of 
which,  and  struggling  with  the  wild  sea-waves  that  every 
moment  threatened  to  swallow  it  up,  he  showed  his  daughter  a 
fine  large  ship,  which  he  told  her  was  full  of  living  beings  like 
themselves.  “O  my  dear  father,”  said  she,  “if  by  your  art  you 
have  raised  this  dreadful  storm,  have  pity  on  their  sad  distress. 
See !  the  vessel  will  be  dashed  to  pieces.  Poor  souls !  they  will 
all  perish.  If  I  had  power,  I  would  sink  the  sea  beneath  the 
earth,  rather  than  the  good  ship  should  be  destroyed,  with  all 
the  precious  souls  within  her.” 

“Be  not  so  amazed,  daughter  Miranda,”  said  Prospero ;  “there 
is  no  harm  done.  I  have  so  ordered  it  that  no  person  in  the  ship 
shall  receive  any  hurt.  What  I  have  done  has  been  in  care  of 
you,  my  dear  child.  You  are  ignorant  who  you  are,  or  where 
you  came  from,  and  you  know  no  more  of  me  but  that  I  am 
your  father  and  live  in  this  poor  cave.  Can  you  remember  a 
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time  before  yon  came  to  this  cell?  I  think  you  cannot,  for  you 
were  not  then  three  years  of  age.” 

“Certainly  I  can,  sir,”  replied  Miranda. 

“By  what?”  asked  Prospero;  “by  any  other  house  or  person? 
Tell  me  what  you  can  remember,  my  child.” 

Miranda  said,  “It  seems  to  me  like  the  recollection  of  a 
dream.  But  had  I  not  once  four  or  five  women  who  waited 
upon  me?” 

Prospero  answered,  “You  had,  and  more.  How  is  it  that  this 
still  lives  in  your  mind?  Do  you  remember  how  you  came 
here?” 

“No,  sir,”  said  Miranda,  “I  remember  nothing  more.” 

“Twelve  years  ago,  Miranda,”  continued  Prospero,  “I  was 
duke  of  Milan,  and  you  were  a  princess,  and  my  only  heir.  I 
had  a  younger  brother,  whose  name  was  Antonio,  to  whom  I 
trusted  everything;  and  as  I  was  fond  of  retirement  and  deep 
study,  I  commonly  left  the  management  of  my  state  affairs  to 
your  uncle,  my  false  brother  (for  so  indeed  he  proved).  I, 
neglecting  all  worldly  things,  buried  among  my  books,  did  dedi¬ 
cate  my  whole  time  to  the  bettering  of  my  mind.  My  brother 
Antonio,  being  thus  in  possession  of  my  power,  began  to  think 
himself  the  duke  indeed.  The  opportunity  I  gave  him  of  making 
himself  popular  among  my  subjects  awakened  in  his  bad  nature 
a  proud  ambition  to  deprive  me  of  my  dukedom;  this  he  soon 
accomplished  with  the  aid  of  the  King  of  Naples,  a  powerful 
prince,  who  was  my  enemy.” 

“Why,”  said  Miranda,  “did  they  not  that  hour  destroy  us?” 

“My  child,”  answered  her  father,  “they  durst  not,  so  dear 
was  the  love  that  my  people  bore  me.  Antonio  carried  us  on 
board  a  ship,  and  when  we  were  some  leagues  out  at  sea,  he 
forced  us  into  a  small  boat,  without  tackle,  sail,  or  mast;  there 
he  left  us,  as  he  thought,  to  perish.  But  a  kind  lord  of  my  court, 
Gonzalo,  who  loved  me,  had  secretly  placed  in  the  boat,  water, 
provisions,  apparel,  and  some  books  which  I  prize  above  my 
dukedom.” 
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“0  my  father,”  said  Miranda,  “what  a  trouble  must  I  have 
been  to  you  then!” 

“No,  my  love,”  said  Prospero,  “you  were  a  little  cherub  that 
did  preserve  me.  Your  innocent  smiles  made  me  bear  up 
against  my  misfortunes.  Our  food  lasted  till  we  landed  on  this 
desert  island,  since  when  my  chief  delight  has  been  in  teaching 
you,  Miranda,  and  well  have  you  profited  by  my  instructions.” 

“Heaven  thank  you,  my  dear  father,”  said  Miranda.  “Now 
pray  tell  me,  sir,  your  reason  for  raising  this  sea-storm?” 

“Know  then,”  said  her  father,  “that  by  means  of  this  storm, 
my  enemies,  the  King  of  Naples  and  my  cruel  brother,  are  cast 
ashore  upon  this  island.” 

Having  so  said,  Prospero  gently  touched  his  daughter  with 
his  magic  wand,  and  she  fell  fast  asleep ;  for  the  spirit  Ariel 
just  then  presented  himself  before  his  master,  to  give  an  account 
of  the  tempest  and  how  he  had  disposed  of  the  ship’s  company. 
Since  the  spirits  were  always  invisible  to  Miranda,  Prospero  did 
not  choose  she  should  hear  him  holding  converse  (as  it  would 
seem  to  her)  with  the  empty  air. 

“Well,  my  brave  spirit,”  said  Prospero  to  Ariel,  “how  have 
you  performed  your  task?” 

Ariel  gave  a  lively  description  of  the  storm,  and  of  the  ter¬ 
rors  of  the  mariners ;  and  how  the  king’s  son,  Ferdinand,  was 
the  first  who  leaped  into  the  sea;  and  his  father  thought  he  saw 
his  dear  son  swallowed  up  by  the  waves  and  lost.  “But  he  is 
safe,”  said  Ariel,  “in  a  corner  of  the  isle,  sitting  with  his  arms 
folded,  sadly  lamenting  the  loss  of  the  king,  his  father,  whom 
he  concludes  drowned.  Not  a  hair  of  his  head  is  injured,  and 
his  princely  garments,  though  drenched  in  the  sea-waves,  look 
fresher  than  before.” 

“Good,  my  delicate  Ariel,”  said  Prospero.  “Bring  him  hither ; 
my  daughter  must  see  this  young  prince.  Where  are  the  king 
and  my  brother?” 

“I  left  them,”  answered  Ariel,  “searching  for  Ferdinand, 
whom  they  have  little  hopes  of  finding,  thinking  they  saw  him 
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perish.  Of  the  ship’s  crew  not  one  is  missing;  though  each  one 
thinks  himself  the  only  one  saved;  and  the  ship,  though  invis¬ 
ible  to  them,  is  safe  in  the  harbor.” 

“Ariel,”  said  Prospero,  “thy  charge  is  faithfully  performed; 
but  there  is  more  work  yet.” 

“Is  there  more  work?”  said  Ariel.  “Let  me  remind  you, 
master,  you  have  promised  me  my  liberty.  I  pray  you,  remem¬ 
ber  I  have  done  you  worthy  service,  told  you  no  lies,  made  no 
mistakes,  served  you  without  grudge  or  grumbling.” 

“How  now!”  said  Prospero.  “You  do  not  recollect  what  a 
torment  I  freed  you  from.  Have  you  forgotten  the  wicked  witch 
Sycorax,  who  with  age  and  envy  was  almost  bent  double?  I 
must  recount  what  you  have  been,  which  I  find  you  do  not 
remember.  This  bad  witch,  Sycorax,  for  her  witchcrafts  was 
banished  from  Algiers,  and  here  left  by  the  sailors ;  and  because 
you  were  a  spirit  too  delicate  to  execute  her  wicked  commands, 
she  shut  you  up  in  a  tree,  where  I  found  you  howling.  This 
torment,  remember,  I  did  free  you  from.” 

“Pardon  me,  dear  master,”  said  Ariel,  ashamed  to  seem 
ungrateful;  “I  will  obey  your  commands.” 

“Do  so,”  said  Prospero,  “and  I  will  set  you  free.”  He  then 
gave  orders  what  further  he  would  have  him  do;  and  away 
went  Ariel,  first  to  where  he  had  left  Ferdinand,  and  found 
him  still  sitting  on  the  grass  in  the  same  gloomy  posture. 

“0  my  young  gentleman,”  said  Ariel,  when  he  saw  him,  “I 
will  soon  move  you.  You  must  be  brought,  I  find,  for  the  Lady 
Miranda  to  have  a  sight  of  your  pretty  person.  Come,  sir, 
follow  me.”  He  then  began  singing: 

Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies; 

Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes. 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade, 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell; 

Hark!  now  I  hear  them — Ding-dong,  bell. 
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This  strange  news  of  his  lost  father  soon  roused  the  prince 
from  the  stupid  fit  into  which  he  had  fallen.  He  followed  in 
amazement  the  sound  of  Ariel’s  voice,  till  it  led  him  to  Prospero 
and  Miranda,  who  were  sitting  under  the  shade  of  a  large  tree. 
Now  Miranda  had  never  seen  a  man  before,  except  her  own 
father. 

“Miranda,”  said  Prospero,  “tell  me  what  you  are  looking  at 
yonder.” 

“0  father,”  said  Miranda,  in  a  strange  surprise,  “surely  that 
is  a  spirit.  See !  how  it  looks  about !  Believe  me,  sir,  it  is  a 
beautiful  creature.  Is  it  not  a  spirit?” 

“No,  girl,”  answered  her  father;  “it  eats,  and  sleeps,  and  has 
senses  such  as  we  have.  This  young  man  you  see  was  in  the 
ship.  He  is  somewhat  altered  by  grief,  or  you  might  call  him  a 
handsome  person.  He  has  lost  his  companions,  and  is  wan¬ 
dering  about  to  find  them.” 

Miranda,  who  thought  all  men  had  grave  faces  and  gray 
beards  like  her  father,  was  delighted  with  the  appearance  of 
this  beautiful  young  prince;  and  Ferdinand,  seeing  such  a 
lovely  lady  in  this  desert  place,  and  from  the  strange  sounds 
he  had  heard,  expecting  nothing  but  wonders,  thought  he  was 
upon  an  enchanted  island,  and  that  Miranda  was  the  goddess 
of  the  place,  and  as  such  he  began  to  address  her. 

She  timidly  answered  that  she  was  no  goddess,  but  a  maiden, 
and  was  going  to  give  him  an  account  of  herself,  when  Prospero 
interrupted  her.  He  was  well  pleased  to  find  they  admired  each 
other,  for  he  plainly  perceived  they  had  (as  we  say)  fallen  in 
love  at  first  sight ;  but  to  try  Ferdinand’s  constancy,  he  resolved 
to  throw  some  difficulties  in  their  way;  therefore,  advancing, 
he  addressed  the  prince  with  a  stern  air,  telling  him  that  he 
came  to  the  island  as  a  spy,  to  take  it  from  him  who  was  the 
lord  of  it.  “Follow  me,”  said  he ;  “I  will  tie  your  neck  and  feet 
together.  You  shall  drink  sea-water;  shellfish,  withered  roots, 
and  husks  of  acorns  shall  be  your  food.”  “No,”  said  Ferdinand, 
“I  will  resist  such  entertainment  till  I  see  a  more  powerful 
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enemy,”  and  drew  his  sword;  but  Prospero,  waving  his  magic 
wTand,  fixed  him  to  the  spot  where  he  stood,  so  that  he  had  no 
power  to  move. 

Miranda  hung  upon  her  father,  saying,  “Why  are  you  so 
ungentle?  Have  pity,  sir;  I  will  be  his  surety.  This  is  the 
second  man  I  ever  saw,  and  to  me  he  seems  a  true  one.” 

“Silence,”  said  the  father;  “one  more  word  will  make  me 
chide  you,  girl!  What!  do  you  plead  for  a  spy?  You  think 
there  are  no  more  such  fine  men,  having  seen  only  him  and 
Caliban.  I  tell  you,  foolish  girl,  most  men  as  far  excel  this  as 
he  does  Caliban.”  This  he  said  to  prove  his  daughter’s  con¬ 
stancy;  and  she  replied,  “My  affections  are  most  humble.  I 
have  no  wish  to  see  a  goodlier  man.” 

“Come  on,  young  man,”  said  Prospero  to  the  prince;  “you 
have  no  power  to  disobey  me.” 

“I  have  not,  indeed,”  answered  Ferdinand;  and  not  knowing 
that  it  was  by  magic  he  was  deprived  of  all  power  of  resistance, 
he  was  astonished  to  find  himself  so  strangely  compelled  to 
follow  Prospero;  looking  back  on  Miranda  as  long  as  he  could 
see  her,  he  said,  as  he  went  after  Prospero  into  the  cave,  “My 
spirits  are  all  bound  up,  as  if  I  were  in  a  dream ;  but  this  man’s 
threats  and  the  weakness  which  I  feel  would  seem  light  to  me 
if  from  my  prison  I  might  once  a  day  behold  this  fair  maid.” 

Prospero  kept  Ferdinand  not  long  confined  within  the  cell; 
he  soon  brought  out  his  prisoner  and  set  him  a  severe  task  to 
perform,  taking  care  to  let  his  daughter  know  the  hard  labor 
he  had  imposed  on  him;  then  pretending  to  go  to  his  study,  he 
secretly  watched  them  both. 

Prospero  had  commanded  Ferdinand  to  pile  up  some  heavy 
logs  of  wood.  Kings’  sons  not  being  much  used  to  laborious 
work,  Miranda  soon  after  found  her  lover  almost  dying  with 
fatigue.  “Alas !”  said  she,  “do  not  work  so  hard ;  my  father  is 
at  his  studies,  and  is  safe  for  these  three  hours;  pray  rest 
yourself.” 
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“0  my  dear  lady,”  said  Ferdinand,  “I  dare  not.  I  must  finish 
my  task  before  I  take  my  rest.” 

“If  you  will  sit  down,”  said  Miranda,  “I  will  carry  your 
logs  the  while.”  But  this  Ferdinand  would  by  no  means  agree 
to.  Instead  of  a  help  Miranda  became  a  hindrance,  for  they 
began  a  long  conversation,  so  that  the  business  of  log-carrying 
went  on  very  slowly. 

Prospero,  who  had  forced  this  task  upon  Ferdinand  merely 
as  a  trial  of  his  love,  was  not  at  his  books,  as  his  daughter 
supposed,  but  was  standing  by  them  invisible,  to  overhear  what 
they  said. 

Ferdinand  inquired  her  name,  which  she  told,  saying  it  was 
against  her  father’s  express  command  she  did  so. 

Prospero  only  smiled  at  this  first  instance  of  his  daughter’s 
disobedience,  for  having  by  his  magic  art  caused  his  daughter 
to  fall  in  love  so  suddenly,  he  was  not  angry  that  she  showed 
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her  love  by  forgetting  to  obey  his  commands.  And  he  listened 
well  pleased  to  a  long  speech  of  Ferdinand’s,  in  which  he  pro¬ 
fessed  to  love  her  above  all  the  ladies  he  had  ever  seen. 

In  answer  to  his  praises  of  her  beauty,  which  he  said  exceeded 
that  of  all  women  in  the  world,  she  replied,  “I  do  not  remem¬ 
ber  the  face  of  any  woman,  nor  have  I  seen  any  more  men  than 
you,  my  good  friend,  and  my  dear  father.  How  features  are 
abroad,  I  know  not;  but,  believe  me,  sir,  I  would  not  wish  any 
companion  in  the  world  but  you,  nor  can  my  imagination  form 
any  shape  but  yours  that  I  could  like.  But,  sir,  I  fear  I  talk 
to  you  too  freely,  and  I  forget  my  father’s  commands.” 

At  this  Prospero  smiled  and  nodded  his  head,  as  much  as 
to  say,  “This  goes  on  exactly  as  I  could  wish;  my  girl  will  be 
Queen  of  Naples.” 

And  then  Ferdinand,  in  another  fine  long  speech  (for  young 
princes  speak  in  courtly  phrases)  told  Miranda  he  was  heir 
to  the  crown  of  Naples,  and  that  she  should  be  his  queen. 

“Ah !  sir,”  said  she,  “I  am  a  fool  to  weep  at  what  I  am  glad 
of.  I  will  answer  you  in  plain  and  holy  innocence.  I  am  your 
wife  if  you  will  marry  me.” 

Prospero  prevented  Ferdinand’s  thanks  by  appearing  visible 
before  them. 

“Fear  nothing,  my  child,”  said  he;  “I  have  overheard  and 
approved  of  all  you  have  said.  And,  Ferdinand,  if  I  have  too 
severely  used  you,  I  will  make  you  rich  amends,  by  giving  you 
my  daughter.  All  your  vexations  were  but  trials  of  your  love, 
and  you  have  nobly  stood  the  test.  Then,  as  my  gift,  which 
your  true  love  has  worthily  purchased,  take  my  daughter  and 
do  not  smile  that  I  boast  she  is  above  all  praise.”  He  then, 
telling  them  that  he  had  business  which  required  his  presence, 
desired  they  would  sit  down  and  talk  together  till  he  returned; 
and  this  command  Miranda  seemed  not  at  all  disposed  to 
disobey. 

When  Prospero  left  them,  he  called  his  spirit  Ariel,  who 
quickly  appeared  before  him,  eager  to  relate  what  he  had  done 
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with  Prospered  brother  and  the  King  of  Naples.  Ariel  said  he 
had  left  them  almost  out  of  their  sense  with  fear,  at  the 
strange  things  he  had  caused  them  to  see  and  hear.  When 
fatigued  with  wandering  about,  and  famished  for  want  of  food, 
he  had  suddenly  set  before  them  a  delicious  banquet,  and  then, 
just  as  they  were  going  to  eat,  he  appeared  visible  before  them 
in  the  shape  of  a  harpy,  a  hungry  monster  with  wings,  and 
the  feast  vanished  away.  Then,  to  their  utter  amazement,  this 
seeming  harpy  spoke  to  them,  reminding  them  of  their  cruelty 
in  driving  Prospero  from  his  dukedom,  and  leaving  him  and 
his  infant  daughter  to  perish  in  the  sea;  saying,  that  for  this 
cause  they  were  obliged  to  suffer  these  terrors. 

The  King  of  Naples,  and  Antonio,  the  false  brother,  repented 
the  injustice  they  had  done  to  Prospero;  and  Ariel  told  his 
master  he  was  certain  their  penitence  was  sincere,  and  that 
he,  though  a  spirit,  could  not  but  pity  them. 

“Then  bring  them  hither,  Ariel,”  said  Prospero;  “if  you,  who 
are  but  a  spirit,  feel  for  their  distress,  shall  not  I,  who  am  a 
human  being  like  themselves,  have  compassion  on  them?  Bring 
them  quickly,  my  dainty  Ariel.” 

Ariel  soon  returned  with  the  king.  Antonio  and  old  Gonzalo 
had  followed  in  their  train,  wondering  much  at  the  wild  music 
Ariel  played  in  the  air  to  draw  them  on  to  his  master’s  pres¬ 
ence.  This  Gonzalo  was  the  same  who  had  so  kindly  provided 
Prospero  formerly  with  books  and  provisions  when  his  wicked 
brother  left  him,  as  he  thought,  to  perish  in  an  open  boat  in 
the  sea. 

Grief  and  terror  had  so  stupefied  their  senses  that  they  did 
not  know  Prospero.  He  first  discovered  himself  to  the  good 
old  Gonzalo,  calling  him  the  preserver  of  his  life;  and  then 
his  brother  and  the  king  knew  that  he  was  the  injured  Prospero. 

Antonio,  with  tears  and  sad  words  of  sorrow  and  true 
repentance,  implored  his  brother’s  forgiveness,  and  the  king 
expressed  his  sincere  remorse  for  having  assisted  Antonio  to 
depose  his  brother ;  and  Prospero  forgave  them ;  and,  upon 
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their  promising  to  restore  his  dukedom,  he  said  to  the  King  of 
Naples,  “I  have  a  gift  in  store  for  you,  too”;  and  opening  a 
door,  showed  him  his  son  Ferdinand  playing  at  chess  with1 
Miranda. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  joy  of  the  father  and  the  son  at 
this  unexpected  meeting,  for  they  each  thought  the  other 
drowned  in  the  storm. 

“0  wonder !”  said  Miranda,  “what  noble  creatures  these  are ! 
It  must  surely  be  a  brave  world  that  has  such  people  in  it  as 
I  see  here.” 

The  King  of  Naples  was  almost  as  much  astonished  at  the 
beauty  and  excellent  graces  of  the  young  Miranda  as  his  son 
had  been.  “Who  is  this  maid?”  said  he;  “she  seems  the  god¬ 
dess  that  has  parted  us,  and  brought  us  thus  together.” 

“No,  sir,”  answered  Ferdinand,  smiling  to  find  his  father  had 
fallen  into  the  same  mistake  that  he  had  made  when  he  first  saw 
Miranda,  “she  is  a  mortal,  but  by  immortal  Providence  she  is 
mine;  I  chose  her  when  I  could  not  ask  you,  my  father,  for 
your  consent,  not  thinking  you  were  alive.  She  is  the  daughter 
to  this  Prospero,  who  is  the  famous  duke  of  Milan,  of  whose 
renown  I  have  heard  so  much,  but  whom  I  never  saw  till  now; 
of  him  I  have  received  a  new  life :  he  has  made  himself  to  me 
a  second  father,  giving  me  this  dear  lady.” 

“Then  I  must  be  her  father,”  said  the  king;  “but  oh!  how 
oddly  will  it  sound,  that  I  must  ask  my  child  forgiveness.” 

“No  more  of  that,”  said  Prospero;  “let  us  not  remember  our 
troubles  past,  since  they  so  happily  have  ended.”  And  then 
Prospero  embraced  his  brother,  and  again  assured  him  of  his 
forgiveness;  and  said  that  a  wise,  over-ruling  Providence  had 
permitted  that  he  should  be  driven  from  his  poor  dukedom  of 
Milan  that  his  daughter  might  inherit  the  crown  of  Naples,  for 
that  by  their  meeting  in  this  desert  island,  it  had  happened  that 
the  king’s  son  had  loved  Miranda. 

These  kind  words  which  Prospero  spoke,  meaning  to  comfort 
his  brother,  so  filled  Antonio  with  shame  and  remorse  that  he 
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wept  and  was  unable  to  speak;  and  the  kind  old  Gonzalo  wept 
to  see  this  joyful  reconciliation,  and  prayed  for  blessings  on  the 
young  couple. 

Prospero  now  told  them  that  their  ship  was  safe  in  the  har¬ 
bor,  and  the  sailors  all  on  board  her,  and  that  he  and  his  daugh¬ 
ter  would  accompany  them  home  the  next  morning.  “In  the 
meantime,”  said  he,  “partake  of  such  refreshments  as  my  poor 
cave  affords ;  and  for  your  evening’s  entertainment  I  will  relate 
the  history  of  my  life  from  my  first  landing  in  this  desert 
island.”  He  then  called  for  Caliban  to  prepare  some  food,  and 
set  the  cave  in  order;  and  the  company  was  astonished  at  the 
uncouth  form  and  savage  appearance  of  this  ugly  monster,  who 
Prospero  said  was  the  only  attendant  he  had  to  wait  upon  him. 

Before  Prospero  left  the  island,  he  dismissed  Ariel  from  his 
service,  to  the  great  joy  of  that  lively  little  spirit;  who,  though 
he  had  been  a  faithful  servant  to  his  master,  was  always  longing 
to  enjoy  his  free  liberty,  to  wander  uncontrolled  in  the  air,  like 
a  wild  bird,  under  green  trees,  among  pleasant  fruits,  and 
sweet-smelling  flowers.  “My  quaint  Ariel,”  said  Prospero  to 
the  little  sprite  when  he  made  him  free,  “I  shall  miss  you;  yet 
you  shall  have  your  freedom.” 

“Thank  you,  my  dear  master,”  said  Ariel ;  “but  give  me  leave 
to  attend  your  ship  home  with  prosperous  gales  before  you  bid 
farewell  to  the  assistance  of  your  faithful  spirit ;  and  then, 
master,  when  I  am  free,  how  merrily  I  shall  live!”  Here  Ariel 
sang  this  pretty  song : 

Where  the  bee  sucks,  there  suck  I; 

In  a  cowslip’s  bell  I  lie; 

There  I  crouch  when  owls  do  cry. 

On  the  bat’s  back  I  do  fly 

After  summer  merrily. 

Merrily,  merrily  shall  I  live  now 

Under  the  blossom  that  hangs  on  the  bough. 

Prospero  then  buried  deep  in  the  earth  his  magical  books  and 
wand,  for  he  was  resolved  never  more  to  make  use  of  the  magic 
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art.  And  having  thus  overcome  his  enemies  and  being  recon¬ 
ciled  to  his  brother  and  the  King  of  Naples,  nothing  now 
remained  to  complete  his  happiness  but  to  revisit  his  native 
land,  to  take  possession  of  his  dukedom,  and  to  witness  the 
happy  marriage  of  his  daughter  and  Prince  Ferdinand,  which 
the  king  said  should  be  instantly  celebrated  with  great  splendor 
on  their  return  to  Naples.  At  which  place,  under  the  safe 
convoy  of  the  spirit  Ariel,  they,  after  a  pleasant  voyage,  soon 
arrived. 


Notes  and  Questions 

William  Shakespeare,  an  English  poet  and  playwright,  is  one  of  the 
greatest  poets  the  world  has  ever  known;  he  wrote  for  all  times  and 
all  peoples.  His  stories  and  the  characters  he  created  are  immortal.  He 
was  born  at  Stratford-on-Avon,  where  fifty-two  years  later  he  died. 
At  the  age  of  twenty-two  he  removed  to  London.  There  for  twenty 
years  he  wrote  poems  and  plays,  acted  in  plays,  and  in  time  built  his 
own  theater. 

Charles  Lamb  and  his  sister  Mary  wrote  the  stories  of  many  of  the 
plays  of  Shakespeare  in  language  simple  enough  for  young  people  to 
understand,  and  published  them  under  the  title  Tales  from  Shakespeare. 
It  is  from  this  book  that  “The  Tempest”  was  taken. 

1.  Write  the  names  of  the  characters  in  the  story  in  two  columns, 
the  real  people  in  one  column  and  the  magic  people  in  the  other. 

2.  Four  volunteers  may  tell  the  story  briefly,  each  using  one  of  these 
topics : 

(a)  The  banishment  from  Milan 

(b)  The  enchanted  island 

(c)  The  tempest 

(d)  The  reconciliation 

3.  The  class  may  locate  on  an  outline  map  of  the  Mediterranean 
shoreline,  Milan,  Naples,  Algiers,  and  a  place  where  Shakespeare  may 
have  imagined  the  enchanted  island,  really  an  island  of  dreams.  Draw 
dotted  lines  from  the  cities  to  the  enchanted  island.  Print  the  name 
Sycorax  near  Algiers  and  the  names  of  the  other  characters  near  the 
places  to  which  they  belonged,  or  on  the  dotted  lines  which  indicate 
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the  course  they  took.  The  class  may  wish  to  decorate  the  map  with 
sketches  of  palms,  minarets,  spires,  Vesuvius,  waves,  boats,  etc. 

4.  Prospero  considered  that  a  wise  Providence  had  permitted  his 
banishment  from  Milan  so  that : 

( a )  His  daughter,  Miranda,  might  become  the  queen  of  Naples. 

( b )  His  brother,  Antonio,  might  have  a  change  of  heart. 

( c )  The  spirit,  Ariel,  might  be  set  free  from  the  enchantment  of 
Sycorax. 

Which  of  these  three  was  the  purpose  that  Prospero  really  con¬ 
sidered  ? 

5.  Skimming  a  page  quickly  in  order  to  locate  a  certain  passage  is 
a  reading  skill  worth  cultivating.  The  pupil  who  finds  the  following 
passages  first,  after  the  teacher  has  announced  the  subject,  may  stand 
and  read  the  passage  to  the  class : 

(a)  A  description  of  Caliban 

(b)  The  ship  at  sea 

(c)  A  description  of  Prospero 

(d)  A  description  of  Ferdinand 

(e)  A  description  of  Sycorax 

(/)  Miranda’s  first  view  of  Ferdinand 

(g)  Prospero’s  trial  of  Ferdinand 

( h )  Ferdinand  at  work  piling  logs  of  wood 

( i )  Prospero’s  appearance  to  Miranda  and  Ferdinand 

(j)  Ariel’s  rebuke  of  the  King  of  Naples  and  Antonio 

( k )  The  meeting  of  Prospero  with  his  brother  and  the  King  of 
Naples 

(l)  Ferdinand  introducing  Miranda  to  his  father 

(m)  The  parting  of  Prospero  and  Ariel 

If  you  have  enjoyed  this  story,  you  will  like  to  read  other  stories  in 
Tales  from  Shakespeare ,  Lamb.  You  will  enjoy  the  pictures  in  the 
edition  illustrated  by  Arthur  Rackham.  In  Master  Skylark ,  Bennett, 
you  will  find  an  excellent  picture  of  life  at  the  time  of  Shakespeare. 
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Reading  is  a  magic  power.  It  does  for  yon  what  Alad- 
.  din’s  lamp  did  for  him:  by  rubbing  it  he  could  be 
anywhere  he  chose.  It  does  even  more,  for  you  are  able 
to  visit  places  existing  only  in  imagination.  What  charac¬ 
ters  created  by  Shakespeare’s  imagination  did  you  meet? 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  you  are  removed  from  every¬ 
day  surroundings  and  sit  at  King  Arthur’s  court  watch¬ 
ing  the  knightly  justing  or  gazing  in  wonder  at  the  sword 
Excalibur.  Name  the  knights  of  King  Arthur’s  Round 
Table  that  you  recall  most  vividly.  Why  do  you  think 
King  Arthur  has  been  a  favorite  character  for  more  than 
a  thousand  years? 

You  are  able,  too,  to  feel  something  of  the  thrill  expe¬ 
rienced  by  great  adventurers,  Sir  Patrick  Spens,  Sir 
Gareth,  Lewis  and  Clark,  Larry  Gould  and  his  party. 
Which  adventure  would  you  like  best  to  have  experienced 
in  person? 

Try  to  express  in  a  single  phrase  the  object  or  pur¬ 
pose  of  at  least  five  adventures  related  in  Part  Two. 
(Example:  “Spanish  Waters.”  Object:  To  plunder  a 
pirate  ship.)  Which  purpose  seems  most  worth  while  to 
you,  that  of  Sir  Gareth’s  adventure  or  that  of  Larry 
Gould’s?  Which  adventure  required  greater  courage? 

What  did  you  learn  about  ballads  and  minstrels  in  Part 
Two?  What  are  some  of  the  characteristics  of  a  folk 
ballad?  Which  ballad  in  Part  Two  is  the  most  musical? 
Which  one  has  the  most  interesting  rime-scheme? 

Besides  finding  pleasure  in  these  stories,  no  doubt  you 
are  also  developing  certain  reading  skills.  Who  in  your 
class  might  qualify,  because  of  a  pleasing  voice  and  fine 
understanding  and  feeling,  to  read  in  an  Oxford  poetry¬ 
reading  contest  (pages  177-178)  ? 
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OUR  INHERITANCE  OF  FREEDOM 


My  country,  ’tis  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  Liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing; 

Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  Pilgrims’  pride, 
From  every  mountain-side 
Let  Freedom  ring. 


225 


THE  PRICELESS  GIFT  OF  FREEDOM 

here  are  a  few  gifts  in  the  world  that  human  beings 


JL  have  always  thought  more  worth  while  than  life  itself. 
One  of  these  priceless  gifts  is  freedom. 

Freedom  did  not  come  to  us  easily  or  by  accident.  It 
is  just  what  the  title  of  this  section  of  the  book  calls  it, 
an  inheritance,  a  costly  legacy,  left  us  by  brave  men  and 
women  whose  struggles  for  liberty  began  ages  ago. 

In  the  first  great  nations  of  which  we  have  records,  free¬ 
dom  was  for  a  small  ruling  class  only.  The  rest  of  the 
people  spent  their  lives  toiling  to  support  the  government 
and  its  ruling  class;  they  had  no  time  or  energy  left  to 
develop  their  own  abilities  or  to  achieve  happy,  interesting 
lives.  Often  whole  countries  were  conquered  and  com¬ 
pelled  to  serve  other  tyrant  nations  like  slaves.  But  the 
bravest  men  and  women  would  not  endure  such  a  condi¬ 
tion  ;  so  in  very  early  times  the  long  struggle  for  freedom 
began. 

You  will  now  read  of  some  of  the  leaders  in  the  struggle 
for  freedom :  Leonidas,  the  Spartan,  who  could  die  more 
easily  than  yield  a  pass  to  an  invader ;  Arnold  Winkelried, 
the  Swiss,  who  found  a  new  way  to  break  a  line  of  sword 
points;  and  Joan  of  Arc,  the  girl  who  led  her  own  army; 
and  of  stirring  scenes  in  our  own  Revolutionary  War. 
As  you  read  of  our  struggle  for  independence  from  Eng¬ 
land,  don’t  forget  that  the  English  themselves  have  always 
been  great  lovers  of  freedom.  Indeed,  the  American 
colonists  inherited  their  love  of  liberty  from  England. 

Many  people  have  found  it  their  duty  to  die  for  free¬ 
dom.  What  great  American  citizens  can  you  name  who, 
instead,  lived  for  freedom?  What  responsibilities  does  our 
inheritance  of  freedom  carry  with  it? 
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Herodotus 

The  Persian  invasion  of  Greece  was  a  dream  of  world  conquest. 
The  aim  of  the  despotic  Persians  was  to  conquer  Greece,  which,  at  that 
time,  was  the  center  of  ancient  learning  and  freedom.  They  wished  to 
extend  their  power  throughout  the  whole  of  Europe.  The  Greeks 
defeated  King  Darius  at  Marathon.  Then  Darius  began  preparations 
to  continue  the  war.  He  died,  however,  before  he  could  carry  out  his 
plans,  and  his  son  Xerxes  became  king. 

Xerxes,  king  of  Persia,  when  he  was  about  to  start  the  expe¬ 
dition  against  the  Greeks,  called  an  assembly  of  the  principal 
Persians,  that  he  might  make  known  his  intentions.  When  they 
were  assembled,  he  addressed  them  as  follows : 

“Men  of  Persia,  I  have  resolved  to  make  war  upon  the  Greeks. 
If  we  subdue  them  and  their  neighbors,  we  shall  make  the 
Persian  territory  as  extensive  as  the  air  of  heaven.  I  will 
march  through  all  Europe,  and  no  city  or  nation  of  the  world 
will  remain  which  will  be  able  to  come  to  a  battle  with  us  when 
those  whom  I  have  mentioned  have  been  brought  into  subjec¬ 
tion.  Thus  all  must  equally  submit  to  the  yoke  of  servitude. 
It  will  be  the  duty  of  each  of  you  to  come  promptly;  and  who¬ 
soever  shall  appear  with  the  best-appointed  troops,  to  him  I 
will  give  such  presents  as  are  accounted  most  honorable  in 
our  country.” 

How  great  a  number  of  men  each  contributed  is  not  men¬ 
tioned  by  anyone,  but  the  amount  of  the  whole  land  forces  was 
found  to  be  one  million,  seven  hundred  thousand.  As  for  the 
naval  forces,  the  number  of  vessels  amounted  to  twelve  hundred 
and  seven.  Xerxes,  when  he  had  inspected  his  forces  in  person, 
sent  for  Demaratus,  a  Greek  exile  who  was  with  the  Persian 
army,  and  said  to  him: 
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“Demaratus,  yon  are  a  Greek.  Now,  therefore,  tell  me 
whether  the  Grecians  will  venture  to  lift  their  hands  against 
me ;  for  I  think  that  if  all  the  Grecians  were  collected  together, 
they  would  not  be  able  to  withstand  my  attack.  However,  I 
desire  to  know  what  you  say  on  this  subject.” 

When  Demaratus  heard  what  the  king  said,  he  spoke  thus: 
“0  King,  poverty  has  ever  been  familiar  to  Greece,  but  virtue 
has  been  acquired;  by  the  aid  of  this,  Greece  has  warded  off 
tyranny.  I  say  it  is  not  possible  that  they  will  submit  to  you  and 
bring  slavery  on  Greece.  With  respect  to  their  number,  you 
need  not  ask  how  many  they  are,  for  if  a  thousand  men,  or 
even  fewer,  should  march  out,  they  would  certainly  give  you 
battle.”  Such  was  the  reply  he  made,  but  Xerxes  treated  it 
with  ridicule. 

When  the  Greeks  heard  that  Xerxes  wTas  leading  this  huge 
army  against  them,  they  consulted  in  what  way  and  in  what 
places  they  should  fight.  The  opinion  which  prevailed  was  that 
they  should  defend  the  pass  at  Thermopylae,  for  it  appeared 
to  be  narrower  than  any  other.  They  accordingly  resolved  to 
guard  this  pass  and  not  suffer  the  barbarians  to  enter  Greece. 

On  the  western  side  of  Thermopylae  is  a  steep  mountain, 
and  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  pass  are  the  sea  and  a  morass. 
A  wall  had  been  built  in  this  pass,  and  formerly  there  were 
gates  in  it.  This  old  wall  had  been  built  a  long  time  before, 
and  the  greater  part  of  it  had  fallen;  but  the  Greeks  deter¬ 
mined  to  rebuild  it,  and  in  that  place  to  repel  the  barbarians. 

The  force  that  Xerxes  led  to  Thermopylae,  including  the  serv¬ 
ants  and  those  who  took  care  of  the  provisions,  amounted  to 
five  million  people.  They  were  so  many  that  I  am  not  aston¬ 
ished  that  the  streams  of  some  rivers  failed  because  of  their 
having  been  drunk  dry.  King  Xerxes  encamped  in  the  terri¬ 
tory  of  Malis,  and  the  Greeks  took  their  stand  in  the  pass.  The 
following  wTere  the  Greeks  who  awaited  the  Persians  in  this 
position :  of  Spartans,  three  hundred  heavy-armed  men ;  of 
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warriors  from  other  cities,  about  four  thousand.  The  man  most 
admired  and  who  commanded  the  whole  army  was  Leonidas, 
the  young  king  of  Sparta. 

When  the  vast  Persian  army  drew  near  the  pass,  the  Greeks 
became  alarmed  and  consulted  about  a  retreat.  It  seemed  best 
to  some  to  retire;  but  Leonidas  determined  to  stay  and  to 
dispatch  messengers  to  the  cities  throughout  Greece,  desiring 
all  the  others  to  lend  their  aid  in  repelling  the  vast  army  of  the 
Persians. 

While  they  were  deliberating  on  these  matters,  Xerxes  sent 
a  scout  to  see  how  many  Greeks  there  were ;  for  he  had  heard 
that  a  small  army  had  been  assembled  at  that  spot.  When  the 
scout  rode  up  to  the  camp,  the  Spartans  happened  to  be  posted 
outside;  and  he  saw  some  of  the  men  performing  gymnastic 
exercises,  and  others  combing  their  hair.  On  his  return  he  gave 
an  account  to  Xerxes  of  all  that  he  had  seen. 

When  Xerxes  heard  this,  he  could  not  believe  that  the  Greeks 
were  preparing  to  be  slain  and  to  slay  to  the  utmost  of  their 
power;  but,  as  they  appeared  to  behave  in  a  ridiculous  manner, 
he  sent  for  Demaratus,  the  Greek,  and  questioned  him  as  to 
what  the  Spartans  were  doing.  Demaratus  said,  “Before,  when 
we  were  setting  out  against  Greece,  you  heard  me  speak  of  these 
men ;  and  when  you  heard,  you  treated  me  with  ridicule.  These 
men  plan  to  fight  with  us  for  the  pass,  and  are  now  preparing 
themselves  to  do  so.  For  such  is  their  custom:  when  they  are 
going  to  hazard  their  lives,  they  dress  their  heads.  0  King,  you 
are  now  about  to  fight  against  the  noblest  of  all  the  Greeks, 
and  with  the  most  valiant  men.” 

What  was  said  seemed  incredible  to  Xerxes,  and  he  asked 
again,  “When  they  are  so  few  in  number,  how  can  they  contend 
with  my  army?” 

Demaratus  answered,  “0  King,  deal  with  me  as  with  one  who 
speaks  not  the  truth,  if  these  things  do  not  turn  out  as  I  say.” 

By  saying  this  he  did  not  convince  Xerxes.  The  Persian 
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king,  therefore,  let  four  days  pass,  constantly  expecting  that 
the  Greeks  would  betake  themselves  to  flight;  but  on  the  fifth 
day,  when  they  had  not  retreated,  he  was  enraged  and  sent 
the  Medes  against  them,  with  orders  to  take  them  alive  and 
bring  them  into  his  presence.  The  battle  lasted  through  the  day. 

When  the  Medes  were  roughly  handled,  they  retired ;  and  the 
Persians,  whom  the  king  called  “Immortals,”  took  their  places 
and  advanced  to  the  attack,  thinking  that  they  should  easily 
settle  the  business.  But  when  they  engaged  with  the  Greeks, 
they  succeeded  no  better  than  the  Medes;  for  they  fought  in  a 
narrow  space,  and  used  shorter  spears  than  the  Greeks,  and 
were  unable  to  avail  themselves  of  their  numbers.  The  Spartans 
fought  memorably,  so  that  when  the  Persians  were  unable  to 
gain  anything  in  their  attempt  on  the  pass,  by  attacking  in 
every  possible  manner,  they,  too,  retired.  It  is  said  that  during 
the  battle,  the  king,  who  was  watching  it,  thrice  sprang  from 
his  throne,  because  he  was  alarmed  for  his  army. 

On  the  following  day  the  barbarians,  believing  that  the 
Greeks  were  covered  with  wounds  and  that  they  would  not  be 
able  to  raise  their  hands  against  them  any  more,  renewed  the 
contest.  But  the  Greeks  fought  as  desperately  as  before,  and 
when  the  Persians  found  nothing  different  from  the  preceding 
day,  they  retired  again. 

While  the  king  was  in  doubt  what  course  to  take  in  this 
state  of  affairs,  Ephialtes,  a  Greek  traitor,  expecting  that  he 
would  receive  a  great  reward  from  the  king,  obtained  an  audi¬ 
ence  of  him,  and  informed  him  of  a  secret  path  which  led  over 
the  mountain  to  Thermopylae,  by  which  the  Persians  could 
attack  the  Greeks  from  the  rear.  Xerxes  immediately  dis¬ 
patched  troops,  guided  by  Ephialtes,  along  this  path.  The 
Persians  marched  all  night.  When  morning  appeared,  they 
were  on  the  summit  of  the  mountain.  At  this  part  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  a  thousand  heavy-armed  Phocians  kept  guard  to  secure 
the  pathway;  for  the  Phocians  had  promised  Leonidas  to  guard 
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this  secret  path  across  the  mountain.  When  the  Phocians  were 
attacked  by  the  Persians  and  hit  by  many  and  thick-falling 
arrows,  they  fled,  supposing  that  the  Persians  had  come 
expressly  to  attack  them.  The  Persians,  however,  took  no  notice 
of  the  Phocians,  but  marched  down  the  mountain  with  all 
speed. 

To  the  Greeks  at  Thermopylae  there  came  certain  deserters, 
who  brought  news  that  the  Persians  were  marching  over  the 
secret  path  to  attack  them  in  the  rear.  Upon  this  the  Greeks 
held  a  consultation,  and  their  opinions  were  divided;  for  some 
would  not  hear  of  abandoning  their  post,  and  others  opposed 
that  view.  After  this,  some  of  them  departed.  Others  prepared 
to  remain  there  with  Leonidas,  but  it  is  said  that  he  sent  them 
away,  being  anxious  that  they  should  not  perish.  As  for  him¬ 
self  and  his  Spartans,  he  felt  that  they  could  not  honorably 
desert  the  post  which  they  originally  came  to  defend. 
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Xerxes  began  his  attack  at  sunrise,  for  he  had  been  so 
instructed  by  Ephialtes.  The  Persians  with  Xerxes  advanced; 
and  the  Greeks  with  Leonidas  marched  out  as  if  for  certain 
death,  advanced  much  farther  than  before  into  the  wide  part 
of  the  pass,  and  began  the  battle.  Great  numbers  of  the  bar¬ 
barians  fell;  for  the  officers  behind  had  scourges  and  flogged 
the  men,  constantly  urging  them  forward.  In  consequence, 
many  of  them  fell  into  the  sea  and  perished,  and  many  more 
were  trampled  alive  under  foot  by  one  another.  The  Greeks, 
knowing  that  death  awaited  them  at  the  hands  of  those  who 
were  going  around  the  mountain,  were  desperate  and,  regardless 
of  their  own  lives,  displayed  the  utmost  possible  valor  against 
the  barbarians. 

Finally,  most  of  the  javelins  of  the  Greeks  were  broken,  and 
they  began  to  kill  the  Persians  with  their  swords.  In  this  part 
of  the  struggle  fell  Leonidas,  fighting  valiantly,  and  with  him 
other  leaders  of  the  Spartans.  On  the  side  of  the  Persians,  also, 
many  famous  men  were  killed  on  this  occasion.  Two  brothers 
of  Xerxes  fell  at  this  spot,  fighting  for  the  body  of  Leonidas, 
and  there  was  a  violent  stuggle  between  the  Persians  and 
Spartans,  until  at  last  the  Greeks  rescued  the  body  by  their 
valor,  and  four  times  repulsed  the  enemy.  Thus  the  contest 
continued  until  the  Persian  army  guided  by  Ephialtes  came 
up.  When  the  Greeks  heard  that  this  new  enemy  was  approach¬ 
ing,  they  retreated  to  the  narrow  part  of  the  pass.  On  this 
spot,  while  those  who  still  had  swords  defended  themselves 
with  them,  and  those  who  had  no  weapons  fought  with  their 
hands  and  teeth,  the  barbarians  overwhelmed  and  killed  the 
Greeks  with  missiles,  some  attacking  in  front  and  others  attack¬ 
ing  them  on  every  side. 

In  honor  of  the  slain  Spartans,  who  were  buried  on  the  spot 
where  they  fell,  the  following  inscription  was  engraved : 
“Stranger,  go  tell  the  Spartans  that  we  lie  here,  obedient  to 
their  commands.” 
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Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Below  is  a  list  of  prominent  men  mentioned  in  this  story.  Copy 
the  list  and  write  opposite  each  name  some  important  item  you  learned 
from  your  reading.  For  example : 

(a)  Xerxes,  king  of  Persia 

Example :  He  wished  to  become  ruler  of  the  world. 

(b)  Demaratus,  a  Greek  exile 

( c )  Leonidas,  the  young  king  of  Sparta 

( d )  Ephialtes,  a  Greek  traitor 

2.  Be  prepared  to  read  aloud: 

(a)  The  address  of  Xerxes  to  his  soldiers. 

( b )  The  dialogue  between  Xerxes  and  Demaratus  before  the  battle. 

3.  Find  lines  to  prove  that : 

(a)  Demaratus  was  a  good  Grecian  citizen. 

(b)  Ephialtes  was  a  traitor  to  his  country. 

4.  Leonidas  was  one  of  the  world  heroes  who  helped  “to  secure  free¬ 
dom  for  those  who  came  after  them.”  Why  is  Thermopylae  preserved 
in  memory? 

5.  If  you  have  read  this  story  carefully,  you  will  have  no  difficulty 
in  recalling  the  historical  facts  needed  to  answer  these  questions : 

(a)  Why  did  the  Greeks  choose  the  pass  of  Thermopylae  for  the 
battleground  ? 

(b)  How  many  people  did  Xerxes  lead  to  Thermopylae? 

(c)  Why  were  Leonidas  and  the  Spartans  finally  left  to  defend  the 
pass  alone? 

( d )  Was  Xerxes  killed  in  this  battle? 

( e )  Was  Leonidas  killed  in  this  battle? 

(/)  Who  finally  won  the  battle? 

6.  Look  up  the  following  phrases  in  your  Glossary  if  you  do  not 
know  their  meaning: 

yoke  of  servitude  (p.  227)  hazard  their  lives  (p.  229) 

warded  off  tyranny  (p.  228)  abandoning  their  post  (p.  231) 


ARNOLD  WINKELRIED 

James  Montgomery 

“Make  way  for  liberty!”  he  cried — 

Made  way  for  liberty,  and  died. 

In  arms  the  Austrian  phalanx  stood, 

A  living  wall,  a  human  wood, 

All-horrent  with  projected  spears. 

Opposed  to  these,  a  hovering  band — 
Impregnable  their  front  appears — 

Contended  for  their  fatherland; 

Peasants,  whose  new-found  strength  had  broke 
From  manly  necks  the  ignoble  yoke; 

Marshaled  once  more  at  freedom’s  call, 

They  came  to  conquer  or  to  fall. 

And  now  the  work  of  life  and  death 
Hung  on  the  passing  of  a  breath; 

The  fire  of  conflict  burned  within; 

The  battle  trembled  to  begin. 

Yet,  while  the  Austrians  held  their  ground, 
Point  for  assault  was  nowhere  found ; 

Where’er  the  impatient  Switzers  gazed, 

The  unbroken  line  of  lances  blazed; 

That  line  ’twere  suicide  to  meet, 

And  perish  at  their  tyrants’  feet. 

How  could  they  rest  within  their  graves, 

To  leave  their  homes  the  haunts  of  slaves  ? 
Would  they  not  feel  their  children  tread, 

With  clanking  chains,  above  their  head? 
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It  must  not  be;  this  day,  this  hour, 
Annihilates  the  invader’s  power! 

All  Switzerland  is  in  the  field — 

She  will  not  fly,  she  cannot  yield, 

She  must  not  fall;  her  better  fate 
Here  gives  her  an  immortal  date. 

Few  were  the  numbers  she  could  boast, 

Yet  every  freeman  was  a  host, 

And  felt  as  ’twere  a  secret  known 
That  one  should  turn  the  scale  alone, 

While  each  unto  himself  was  he 
On  whose  sole  arm  hung  victory. 

It  did  depend  on  one,  indeed;- 
Behold  him — Arnold  Winkelried! 

There  sounds  not  to  the  trump  of  Fame 
The  echo  of  a  nobler  name. 

Unmarked,  he  stood  amid  the  throng, 

In  rumination  deep  and  long, 

Till  you  might  see,  with  sudden  grace, 

The  very  thought  come  o’er  his  face, 

And,  by  the  motion  of  his  form, 

Anticipate  the  bursting  storm, 

And,  by  the  uplifting  of  his  brow, 

Tell  where  the  bolt  would  strike,  and  how. 

But  ’twas  no  sooner  thought  than  done — 
The  field  was  in  a  moment  won ! 

“Make  way  for  liberty!”  he  cried; 

Then  ran,  with  arms  extended  wide, 

As  if  his  dearest  friend  to  clasp ; 

Ten  spears  he  swept  within  his  grasp ; 
“Make  way  for  liberty!”  he  cried; 

Their  keen  points  crossed  from  side  to  side. 
He  bowed  amidst  them  like  a  tree, 


236 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


And  thus  made  way  for  liberty. 

Swift  to  the  breach  his  comrades  fly — 

“Make  way  for  liberty!’’  they  cry, 

And  through  the  Austrian  phalanx  dart, 

As  rushed  the  spears  through  Arnold’s  heart. 

While,  instantaneous  as  his  fall, 

Rout,  ruin,  panic,  seized  them  all ; 

An  earthquake  could  not  overthrow 
A  city  with  a  surer  blow. 

Thus  Switzerland  again  was  free; 

Thus  death  made  way  for  liberty. 

Notes  and  Questions 

There  was  a  battle  between  the  Swiss  and  the  Austrians  at  Sempach, 
Switzerland,  on  July  9,  1386.  The  Austrian  troops  were  well  armed 
and  well  trained.  Since  the  cavalry  could  not  manage  their  horses  in 
the  mountain  pass,  they  dismounted  and  stood  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
forming  a  solid  mass  with  their  spears  projecting.  The  Swiss  moun¬ 
taineers  were  unable  to  break  through  this  formation  until  Arnold 
Winkelried  rushed  forward,  grasped  as  many  spears  as  he  could  reach 
with  his  outstretched  arms,  pressed  them  into  his  body,  and  falling,  bore 
them  down  with  him  to  the  ground.  His  companions  rushed  into  the 
opening  thus  made  in  the  Austrian  lines  and  won  a  victory  which 
secured  Swiss  independence. 

1.  Which  country  had  the  strong,  well-disciplined  army?  Which 
was  the  invading  army?  What  gave  the  Swiss  the  courage  to  face  so 
strong  a  foe? 

2.  Which  country  won  the  battle? 

3.  Use  your  Glossary  to  find  the  meaning  and  pronunciation  of: 
phalanx ,  impregnable ,  annihilate ,  trump ,  rumination,  anticipate,  instan¬ 
taneous . 

4.  If  you  do  not  understand  the  meaning  of  the  following  phrases, 
you  will  find  help  in  your  Glossary : 

point  for  assault  (p.  234)  ignoble  yoke  (p.  234) 

immortal  date  (p.  235)  every  freeman  was  a  host  (p.  235) 

turn  the  scale  (p.  235)  each  unto  himself  was  he  (p.  235) 


THE  BATTLE  OF  BANNOCKBURN 

Sir  Walter  Scott 

In  the  early  part  of  the  fourteenth  century  King  Edward  I  of  Eng¬ 
land  attempted  to  extend  his  rule  over  Scotland.  All  Scotchmen  of 
high  spirit  resented  this  attempt,  and  one  of  them,  William  Wallace, 
collected  an  army  of  men  to  put  an  end  to  the  oppression.  For  seven 
years  this  noble  leader  and  his  small  band  of  followers  refused  to  lay 
down  their  arms.  Finally  Wallace  was  taken  prisoner,  tried,  and  exe¬ 
cuted,  and  Robert  the  Bruce  succeeded  him. 

When  Sir  Philip  Mowbray,  the  governor  of  Stirling,  came 
to  London,  to  tell  the  King  that  Stirling,  the  last  Scottish  town 
of  importance  which  remained  in  possession  of  the  English,  was 
to  be  surrendered  if  it  were  not  relieved  by  force  of  arms  before 
midsummer,  then  all  the  English  nobles  called  out  it  would  be 
a  sin  and  shame  to  permit  the  fair  conquest  which  Edward  the 
First  had  made  to  be  forfeited  to  the  Scots  for  want  of  fighting. 

King  Edward  the  Second,  therefore,  assembled  one  of  the 
greatest  armies  which  a  king  of  England  ever  commanded. 
There  were  troops  brought  from  all  his  dominions.  Many  brave 
soldiers  from  the  French  provinces  which  the  King  of  England 
possessed  in  France — many  Irish,  many  Welsh — and  all  the 
great  English  nobles  and  barons,  with  their  followers,  were 
assembled  in  one  great  army.  The  number  was  not  less  than 
one  hundred  thousand  men. 

King  Robert  the  Bruce  of  Scotland  summoned  all  his  nobles 
and  barons  to  join  him,  when  he  heard  of  the  great  preparations 
which  the  King  of  England  was  making.  They  were  not  so 
numerous  as  the  English  by  many  thousand  men.  In  fact,  his 
whole  army  did  not  very  much  exceed  thirty  thousand,  and  they 
were  much  worse  armed  than  the  wealthy  Englishmen ;  but  then, 
Robert,  who  was  at  their  head,  was  one  of  the  most  expert  gen- 
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erals  of  the  time;  and  the  officers  he  had  under  him  were  his 
brother  Edward,  his  nephew  Randolph,  his  faithful  follower  the 
Douglas,  and  other  brave  and  experienced  leaders,  who  com¬ 
manded  the  same  men  that  had  been  accustomed  to  fight  and 
gain  victories  under  every  disadvantage  of  situation  and 
numbers. 

The  king,  on  his  part,  studied  how  he  might  supply,  by  address 
and  stratagem,  what  he  wanted  in  numbers  and  strength.  He 
knew  the  superiority  of  the  English,  both  in  their  heavy-armed 
cavalry,  which  were  much  better  mounted  and  armed  than  that 
of  the  Scots,  and  in  their  archers,  who  were  better  trained  than 
any  others  in  the  world.  Both  these  advantages  he  resolved  to 
provide  against.  With  this  purpose,  he  led  his  army  down  into 
a  plain  near  Stirling,  called  the  Park,  near  which,  and  beneath 
it,  the  English  army  must  needs  pass  through  a  boggy  country, 
broken  with  water-courses,  while  the  Scots  occupied  hard,  dry 
ground.  He  then  caused  all  the  ground  upon  the  front  of  his 
line  of  battle,  where  cavalry  were  likely  to  act,  to  be  dug  full 
of  holes,  about  as  deep  as  a  man’s  knees.  They  were  filled  with 
light  brushwood,  and  the  turf  was  laid  on  the  top,  so  that  it 
appeared  a  plain  field,  while  in  reality  it  was  full  of  these  pits, 
as  a  honeycomb  is  of  holes.  He  also,  it  is  said,  caused  steel  spikes, 
called  caltrops,  to  be  scattered  up  and  down  in  the  plain,  where 
the  English  cavalry  were  most  likely  to  advance,  trusting  in  that 
manner  to  lame  and  destroy  their  horses. 

When  the  Scottish  army  was  drawn  up,  the  line  stretched 
north  and  south.  On  the  south  it  was  terminated  by  the  banks 
of  the  brook,  called  Bannockburn,  which  are  so  rocky  that  no 
troops  could  attack  them  there.  .  On  the  left  the  Scottish  line 
extended  near  to  the  town  of  Stirling.  Bruce  reviewed  his  troops 
very  carefully ;  all  the  useless  servants,  drivers  of  carts,  and  such 
like,  of  whom  there  were  very  many,  he  ordered  to  go  behind  a 
height,  afterwards,  in  memory  of  the  event,  called  the  Gillies’ 
Hill,  that  is,  the  Servants’  Hill.  He  then  spoke  to  the  soldiers 
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and  expressed  his  determination  to  gain  the  victory  or  to  lose  his 
life  on  the  field  of  battle.  He  desired  that  all  those  who  did  not 
propose  to  fight  to  the  last  should  leave  the  field  before  the  battle 
began,  and  that  none  should  remain  except  those  who  were 
determined  to  take  the  issue  of  victory  or  death,  as  God  should 
send  it. 

When  the  main  body  of  his  army  was  thus  placed  in  order, 
the  king  posted  Randolph,  with  a  body  of  horsemen,  near  to  the 
Church  of  St.  Ninian’s,  commanding  him  to  use  the  utmost  dili¬ 
gence  to  prevent  any  succors  from  being  thrown  into  Stirling 
Castle.  He  then  dispatched  James  of  Douglas,  and  Sir  Robert 
Keith,  the  marshal  of  the  Scottish  army,  in  order  that  they  might 
survey,  as  nearly  as  they  could,  the  English  force,  which  was 
now  approaching  from  Falkirk.  They  returned  with  informa¬ 
tion  that  the  approach  of  that  vast  host  was  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  terrible  sights  which  could  be  seen — that  the  whole 
country  seemed  covered  with  men-at-arms  on  horse  and  foot — 
that  the  number  of  standards,  banners,  and  pennons  made  so 
gallant  a  show  that  the  bravest  and  most  numerous  host  in 
Christendom  might  be  alarmed  to  see  King  Edward  moving 
against  them. 

It  was  upon  the  twenty-third  of  June  (1314)  that  the  King  of 
Scotland  heard  the  news  that  the  English  army  was  approach¬ 
ing  Stirling.  He  drew  out  his  army,  therefore,  in  the  order  which 
he  had  before  resolved  on.  After  a  short  time,  Bruce,  who  was 
looking  out  anxiously  for  the  enemy,  saw  a  body  of  English 
cavalry  trying  to  get  into  Stirling  from  the  east.  This  was  the 
Lord  Clifford,  who,  with  a  chosen  body  of  eight  hundred  horse¬ 
men,  had  been  detached  to  relieve  the  castle. 

“See,  Randolph,”  said  the  king  to  his  nephew,  “there  is  a  rose 
fallen  from  your  chaplet.”  By  this  he  meant  that  Randolph  had 
lost  some  honor  by  suffering  the  enemy  to  pass  where  he  had 
been  stationed  to  hinder  them.  Randolph  made  no  reply,  but 
rushed  against  Clifford  with  little  more  than  half  his  number. 
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The  Scots  were  on  foot.  The  English  turned  to  charge  them  with 
their  lances,  and  Randolph  drew  up  his  men  in  close  order  to 
receive  the  onset.  He  seemed  to  be  in  so  much  danger  that 
Douglas  asked  leave  of  the  king  to  go  and  assist  him.  The 
king  refused  him  permission. 

“Let  Randolph,”  he  said,  “redeem  his  own  fault;  I  cannot 
break  the  order  of  battle  for  his  sake.”  Still  the  danger  appeared 
greater,  and  the  English  horsemen  seemed  entirely  to  encompass 
the  small  handful  of  Scottish  infantry.  “So  please  you,”  said 
Douglas  to  the  king,  “my  heart  will  not  suffer  me  to  stand  idle 
and  see  Randolph  perish — I  must  go  to  his  assistance.”  He  rode 
off  accordingly;  but  long  before  they  had  reached  the  place  of 
combat,  they  saw  the  English  horses  galloping  off,  many  with 
empty  saddles. 

“Halt !”  said  Douglas  to  his  men,  “Randolph  has  gained  the 
day;  since  we  were  not  soon  enough  to  help  him  in  the  battle, 
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do  not  let  ns  lessen  his  glory  by  approaching  the  field.”  Now 
that  was  nobly  done ;  especially  as  Douglas  and  ^Randolph  were 
always  contending  which  should  rise  higher  in  the  good  opinion 
of  the  king  of  the  nation. 

The  van  of  the  English  army  now  came  in  sight,  and  a  number 
of  their  bravest  knights  drew  near  to  see  what  the  Scots  were 
doing.  They  saw  King  Robert  dressed  in  his  armor  and  distin¬ 
guished  by  a  gold  crown,  which  he  wore  over  his  helmet.  He  was 
not  mounted  on  his  great  war-horse,  because  he  did  not  expect 
to  fight  that  evening.  But  he  rode  on  a  little  pony  up  and  down 
the  ranks  of  his  army,  putting  his  men  in  order,  and  carried  in 
his  hand  a  sort  of  battle-ax  made  of  steel. 

The  next  morning,  being  the  twenty-fourth  of  June,  at  break 
of  day  the  battle  began  in  terrible  earnest.  The  English,  as  they 
advanced,  saw  the  Scots  getting  into  line.  The  Abbot  of  Inch- 
affray  walked  through  their  ranks  barefooted,  and  exhorted 
them  to  fight  for  their  freedom.  They  kneeled  down  as  he  passed 
and  prayed  to  Heaven  for  victory.  King  Edward,  who  saw  this, 
called  out,  “They  kneel  down — they  are  asking  for  forgiveness.” 
“Yes,”  said  a  celebrated  English  baron,  called  Ingelram  de 
Umphraville,  “but  they  ask  it  from  God,  not  from  us — these  men 
will  conquer  or  die  upon  the  field.” 

The  English  King  ordered  his  men  to  begin  the  battle.  The 
archers  then  bent  their  bows,  and  began  to  shoot  so  closely 
together  that  the  arrows  fell  like  flakes  of  snow  on  a  Christmas 
day.  They  killed  many  of  the  Scots,  and  might,  as  at  Falkirk, 
and  other  places,  have  decided  the  victory;  but  Bruce,  as  I  told 
you  before,  was  prepared  for  them.  He  had  in  readiness  a  body 
of  men-at-arms,  well  mounted,  who  rode  at  full  gallop  among 
the  archers;  and  as  they  had  no  weapons  save  their  bows  and 
arrows,  which  they  could  not  use  when  they  were  attacked  hand 
to  hand,  they  were  cut  down  in  great  numbers  by  the  Scottish 
horsemen  and  thrown  into  total  confusion. 

The  fine  English  cavalry  then  advanced  to  support  their 
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archers  and  to  attack  the  Scottish  line.  But  coming  over  the 
ground  which  was  dug  full  of  pits,  the  horses  fell  into  these  holes, 
and  the  riders  lay  tumbling  about,  without  any  means  of  defense, 
and  unable  to  rise,  from  the  weight  of  their  armor.  The  English¬ 
men  began  to  fall  into  general  disorder ;  and  the  Scottish  King, 
bringing  up  more  of  his  forces,  attacked  and  pressed  them  still 
more  closely. 

On  a  sudden,  while  the  battle  was  obstinately  maintained  on 
both  sides,  an  event  happened  which  decided  the  victory.  The 
servants  and  attendants  on  the  Scottish  camp  had,  as  I  told  you, 
been  sent  behind  the  army  to  a  place  afterwards  called  the 
Gillies’  Hill.  But  when  they  saw  that  their  masters  were  likely 
to  gain  the  day,  they  rushed  from  their  place  of  concealment 
with  such  weapons  as  they  could  get,  that  they  might  have  their 
share  in  the  victory  and  in  the  spoil.  The  English,  seeing  them 
come  suddenly  over  the  hill,  mistook  this  disorderly  rabble  for 
a  new  army  coming  up  to  sustain  the  Scots,  and,  losing  all  heart, 
began  to  shift,  every  man  for  himself.  Edward  himself  left  the 
field  as  fast  as  he  could  ride.  A  valiant  knight,  Sir  Giles  de 
Argentine,  much  renowned  in  the  wars  of  Palestine,  attended 
the  king  till  he  got  him  out  of  the  press  of  the  combat.  But  he 
would  retreat  no  farther.  “It  is  not  my  custom,”  he  said,  “to 
fly.”  With  that  he  took  leave  of  the  king,  set  spurs  to  his  horse, 
and  calling  out  his  war-cry  of  “Argentine !  Argentine !”  he 
rushed  into  the  thickest  of  the  Scottish  ranks  and  was  killed. 

Edward  first  fled  to  Stirling  Castle  and  entreated  admittance, 
but  Sir  Philip  Mowbray,  the  governor,  reminded  the  fugitive 
sovereign  that  he  was  obliged  to  surrender  the  castle  next  day; 
so  Edward  was  fain  to  fly  through  the  Torwood,  closely  pursued 
by  Douglas  with  a  body  of  cavalry. 

Douglas  and  Abernethy  continued  the  chase,  not  giving  King 
Edward  time  to  alight  from  horseback  even  for  an  instant,  and 
followed  him  as  far  as  Dunbar,  where  the  English  had  still  a 
friend  in  the  governor,  Patrick,  Earl  of  March.  The  Earl 
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received  Edward  in  his  forlorn  condition  and  furnished  him 
with  a  fishing  skiff,  or  small  ship,  in  which  he  escaped  to  Eng¬ 
land,  having  entirely  lost  his  fine  army  and  a  great  number  of 
his  bravest  nobles. 

The  English  never  before  or  afterwards,  whether  in  France 
or  Scotland,  lost  so  dreadful  a  battle  as  that  of  Bannockburn, 
nor  did  the  Scots  ever  gain  one  of  the  same  importance.  Many 
of  the  best  and  bravest  of  the  English  nobility  and  gentry,  as  I 
have  said,  lay  dead  on  the  field;  a  great  many  more  were  made 
prisoners;  and  the  whole  of  King  Edward’s  immense  army  was 
dispersed  or  destroyed. 

The  English,  after  this  great  defeat,  were  no  longer  in  a 
condition  to  support  their  pretensions  to  be  masters  of  Scotland, 
or  to  continue,  as  they  had  done  for  nearly  twenty  years,  to 
send  armies  into  that  country  to  overcome  it.  On  the  contrary, 
they  became  for  a  time  scarce  able  to  defend  their  own  frontiers 
against  King  Robert  and  his  soldiers. 

Thus  did  Robert  Bruce  arise  from  the  condition  of  an  exile, 
hunted  with  bloodhounds  like  a  stag  or  beast  of  prey,  to  the 
rank  of  an  independent  sovereign,  universally  acknowledged  to 
be  one  of  the  wisest  and  bravest  kings  who  then  lived.  The 
nation  of  Scotland  was  also  raised  once  more  from  the  situation 
of  a  distressed  and  conquered  province  to  that  of  a  free  and 
independent  state,  governed  by  its  own  laws,  and  subject  to  its 
own  princes;  and  although  the  country  was,  after  the  Bruce’s 
death,  often  subjected  to  great  loss  and  distress,  both  by  the 
hostility  of  the  English  and  by  the  unhappy  civil  wars  among 
the  Scots  themselves,  yet  they  never  afterwards  lost  the  freedom 
for  which  Wallace  had  laid  down  his  life  and  which  King 
Robert  had  recovered,  not  less  by  his  wisdom  than  by  his  weap¬ 
ons.  And  therefore  most  just  it  is  that  while  the  country  of 
Scotland  retains  any  recollection  of  its  history,  the  memory  of 
those  brave  warriors  and  faithful  patriots  should  be  remembered 
with  honor  and  gratitude. 
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Notes  and  Questions 


Sir  Walter  Scott  (1771-1832)  was  born  in  Edinburgh,  Scotland.  He 
took  a  genuine  pride  in  the  fact  that  he  came  of  ‘‘gentle  folk,”  and 
referred  often  in  his  writings  to  his  ancestors.  Scott  seems  to  have 
been  a  great  favorite  with  his  elders,  who  were  ready  to  tell  him  the 
stories  and  legends  of  his  native  country.  He,  in  this  way,  came  to 
know  the  history  of  Scotland  through  tradition,  and  not  through  books. 
Much  of  his  childhood  was  spent  in  the  country  with  the  country  people. 
He  sat  at  their  firesides  listening  to  “scraps  of  old  ballads  and  quaint 
songs,  stories  of  border  feuds  and  Scotch  superstitions.  He  thus  laid 
deep  in  his  wonderful  memory  the  foundations  of  that  knowledge  which 
he  was  later  to  put  into  its  best  setting.” 

In  1827  he  published  Tales  of  a  Grandfather  because,  as  he  writes 
in  his  diary,  the,  good  thought  came  to  him  to  write  stories  from  the 
history  of  Scotland  for  his  grandson,  John  Hugh  Lockhart,  whom  he 
called  Hugh  Littlejohn.  “I  will,”  he  says,  “make,  if  possible,  a  book  a 
child  shall  understand,  yet  a  man  will  feel  some  temptation  to  peruse, 
should  he  chance  to  take  it  up.”  “The  Battle  of  Bannockburn”  was  one 
of  these  stories;  you  will  enjoy  selecting  other  historical  stories  from 
Tales  of  a  Grandfather  for  recreational  reading. 


1.  Who  do  you  think  was  the  greater  general,  King  Edward  the 
Second  or  King  Robert  the  Bruce?  Summarize  in  a  paragraph  of 
three  or  four  carefully  written  sentences  the  reasons  for  your  choice. 

2.  Find  and  read  aloud  lines  that  show  the  character  of : 

(a)  Douglas  (c)  Sir  Giles  de  Argentine 

(b)  Robert  the  Bruce  (d)  Edward  the  Second 

3.  Locate  as  nearly  as  you  can  on  a  map  of  Scotland  the  scene  of 
the  battle  of  Bannockburn. 

4.  You  will  enjoy  reading  the  next  selection  in  your  book,  “Ban¬ 
nockburn,”  by  Robert  Burns.  The  poet  has  given  you  in  verse  the 
supposed  address  of  Bruce  to  his  soldiers  at  Bannockburn. 

5.  If  the  meaning  of  any  of  the  following  phrases  is  not  clear  to 
you,  look  them  up  in  the  Glossary: 


fair  conquest  (p.  237) 
supply,  by  address  (p.  238) 
disorderly  rabble  (p.  242) 
fugitive  sovereign  (p.  242) 


disadvantage  of  situation  (p.  238) 
obstinately  maintained  (p.  242) 
entreated  admittance  (p.  242) 
civil  wars  (p.  243) 


BANNOCKBURN 

Robert  Burns 

Scots,  wha  hae  wi’1  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham2  Bruce  has  aften  led, 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 

Or  to  victory! 

Now’s  the  day,  and  now’s  the  hour; 

See  the  front  o’  battle  lour;3 
See  approach  proud  Edward’s  power — 
Chains  and  slavery ! 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 

Wha  can  fill  a  coward’s  grave? 

Wha  sae4  base  as  be  a  slave? 

Let  him  turn  and  flee ! 

Wha  for  Scotland’s  king  and  law 
Freedom’s  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
Freemen  stand,  or  Freemen  fa’,5 
Let  him  follow  me ! 

By  oppression’s  woes  and  pains! 

By  your  sons  in  servile  chains ! 

We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 

But  they  shall  be  free ! 

3  lour,  threaten 

4  sae,  so 

6  fa’,  fall 


1  wha  hae  wi’,  who 

have  with 

2  wham,  whom 
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Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low ! 

Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe ! 

Liberty’s  in  every  blow! — 

Let  us  do  or  die ! 

Notes  and  Questions 

The  story  is  told  that  Burns  wrote  this  poem  while  riding  on  horse¬ 
back  over  a  wild  moor  in  Scotland  in  company  with  a  Mr.  Syme,  who, 
observing  the  expression  on  the  poet’s  face,  refrained  from  speaking 
to  him.  Doubtless  this  vigorous  poem  was  singing  itself  through  the 
soul  of  Burns  as  he  wrote  it.  The  poem  is  considered  the  most  stirring 
war  ode  ever  written.  “Lowland  Scotland,”  it  has  been  said,  “came  in 
with  her  warriors  and  went  out  with  her  bards.  It  came  in  with  William 
Wallace  and  Robert  Bruce  and  went  out  with  Robert  Burns  and  Walter 
Scott.  The  first  two  made  the  history;  the  last  two  told  the  story  and 
sang  the  song.” 

1.  Test  your  comprehension  of  the  poem  by  answering  these  ques¬ 
tions  without  referring  to  your  book  : 

(a)  Who  is  speaking  in  this  poem? 

(b)  To  whom  is  he  speaking? 

( c )  What  patriot  before  Bruce  had  fought  for  the  freedom  of  Scot¬ 
land? 

( d )  What  choice  does  Bruce  offer  his  army? 

2.  These  phrases  may  seem  difficult  for  you.  If  so,  look  them  up  in 
the  Glossary: 

traitor  knave  (p.  245) 

oppression’s  woes  (p.  245) 


drain  our  dearest  veins  (p.  245) 
proud  usurpers  (p.  246) 


JOAN  OF  AEC 

Rupert  Sargent  Holland 

Joan  of  Are  is  one  of  the  most  noble  and  romantic  figures  of  all 
history.  This  heroic  maid  who  saved  France  from  conquest  in  the  first 
half  of  the  fifteenth  century  is  known  to  the  French  people  as  Jeanne 
d’Arc  (zhan  d’ark).  Her  father  was  a  peasant  owning  a  farm  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  small  village  of  Domremy.  His  daughter,  like  most  of 
the  peasant  daughters  of  France,  worked  in  the  fields  and  helped  her 
mother  with  the  spinning,  weaving,  and  other  household  duties. 

THE  VISION 

A  girl  thirteen,  dark-haired,  dark-eyed,  clad  in  a  simple  gown 
of  white  caught  at  the  waist  by  a  yellow  girdle,  sat  listening  to 
a  small  boy  who,  stretched  at  her  feet,  was  trying  to  make  music 
on  a  willow  pipe.  A  sunny  valley  lay  rolled  out  before  her,  and 
near  at  hand  a  dozen  well-fed  cows  were  lazily  chewing  grass. 
The  girl’s  seat  was  a  moss-covered  stone,  about  her  were  clumps 
of  flaming  red  poppies,  and  farther  away  was  a  sea  of  sky-blue 
cornflowers.  She  herself  was  burned  by  the  sun  until  her  face 
and  hands  were  a  rich  orange  brown. 

The  boy  threw  down  his  pipe  of  willow.  “  ’Tis  broken,  Joan, 
split  on  the  side.  I  know  a  better  willow  tree  by  the  Meuse. 
I’ll  cut  some  wands  there  Sunday,  and  make  thee  a  pipe  that 
will  play  as  the  minstrels  used  to  play  at  Domremy  Fair.” 

“Father  says  thereTl  be  no  more  fairs  in  Domremy,  Philippe. 
He  says  the  English  are  surely  coming  for  us,  and  we’ll  be 
driven  out  of  France  into  the  sea.” 

Philippe  sat  up  and  rested  his  elbows  on  his  knees.  His  round 
blue  eyes  were  very  serious.  He  flipped  a  bold  grasshopper 
from  his  knee  and  leaned  closer  to  the  girl. 
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“  ’Tis  only  Saint  Michael  can  defeat  them,  Joan/'  he  said  in 
a  half  whisper.  “I  saw  his  picture  on  a  shield  the  other  night, 
and  father  says  ’twas  he  who  drove  the  English  from  his  mount 
in  Normandy.” 

The  girl  nodded  her  head.  “I  dream  of  Saint  Michael,  all 
clad  in  shining  silver,  Philippe.  He  comes  and  looks  at  me,  and 
when  I  wake  up,  I  can  still  see  his  eyes.” 

Joan  had  bent  forward  and  was  gazing  fixedly  at  the  picture 
before  her,  the  valley  of  rich  meadows  crossed  by  the  sluggish 
waters  of  the  river  in  a  dozen  channels,  the  ridge  of  forest- 
crowned  hills  beyond  and  to  one  side  of  the  red-tiled  roofs  of 
the  little  town  of  Domremy.  “When  the  soldiers  come  again  to 
burn  our  home,  I’ll  pray  to  good  Saint  Michael,  Philippe.  He 
may  hear  me.” 

“He  might,”  agreed  the  boy.  Then  he  lost  interest  in  the 
saints.  “When  it’s  Jacques’s  turn  to  tend  the  cattle,  wilt  thou 
go  to  that  tree  I  know  of  and  help  me  cut  some  pipes?” 


JOAN  OF  ARC 


249 


“Any  day.  And  mayhap  we’ll  find  some  rushes.  Mother  says 
she’ll  teach  me  to  weave  them  in  a  mat.” 

From  the  village  church  came  the  notes  of  the  soft-voiced  bell 
proclaiming  noon.  Joan  rose  and  smoothed  the  creases  in  her 
simple  homespun  dress.  “I  must  be  going  home  now,”  said  she. 
“I  promised  Catherine  I’d  help  her  with  the  baking.  Good- 
morrow,  Philippe.” 

“Good-by,  Joan.” 

Joan  went  slowly  across  the  fields  to  the  village.  She  passed 
the  scattered  houses  that  made  up  the  little  town  and  went  on 
by  a  lane  that  skirted  the  church  and  led  through  her  father’s 
orchard  to  his  house.  The  door  of  the  church  was  open,  and  she 
could  look  in  at  the  dim  aisle  and  even  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
altar.  Here  the  boughs  of  the  apple  and  peach  trees  made  a 
pattern  of  the  sunshine  on  the  grass.  The  shade  was  very  wel¬ 
come.  She  stopped,  leaned  against  one  of  the  trees,  and  half 
closed  her  eyes. 

Through  her  drooping  lids  she  suddenly  saw  a  circle  of  white 
light,  whiter  than  sunlight,  spread  out  on  the  grass  between 
her  and  the  church.  The  clear  white  circle  widened.  She  opened 
her  eyes  and  saw  that  the  light  was  also  in  the  air,  that  there 
was  a  column  of  it  reaching  up  to  the  sky.  She  rubbed  her  eyes, 
thinking  she  must  be  dreaming,  but  the  light  stayed.  Then 
slowly  came  into  view  a  shining  figure,  appearing  right  out 
of  the  air,  but  growing  more  and  more  plain  until  she  could  see 
that  it  was  an  angel  with  a  flaming  sword,  an  angel  clad  in 
silver  with  a  golden  light  about  his  head.  She  knew  it  was  Saint 
Michael.  The  angel  stood  silently  before  her,  and  now  she  saw 
other  angels  come  slowly  into  the  light  and  stand  about  Saint 
Michael.  They  all  looked  at  her,  but  their  lips  did  not  move. 
The  light  was  so  bright  now  that  she  had  to  cover  her  eyes  with 
her  hands.  She  fell  forward  on  her  knees,  trembling  in  great 
fear.  When  she  dared  to  open  her  eyes  again,  the  wonderful 
vision  had  vanished ;  and  there  were  only  the  trees  and  the 
stone  wall  of  the  church  beyond. 
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It  was  some  time  later  that  Joan  went  into  the  house  and 
joined  her  sister  Catherine  in  the  kitchen.  She  had  the  feeling 
of  having  been  dreaming,  but  she  was  quite  sure  that  her  eyes 
had  been  wide  open  and  that  she  had  actually  seen  the  miracle 
in  the  orchard.  The  thought  of  it  kept  her  silent;  she  felt  that 
she  could  not  speak  of  it  to  other  people ;  they  would  not  believe 
her  or  would  call  her  a  witch.  So  she  went  about  her  work  just 
as  if  nothing  had  happened,  and  she  was  kept  very  busy,  because 
the  family  were  poor  peasants,  and  Joan  was  a  strong,  sturdy, 
capable  girl  who  could  do  a  score  of  useful  things.  Indoors  she 
helped  her  mother  with  the  spinning,  the  sewing,  the  cooking, 
and  in  keeping  the  small  house  clean;  out-of-doors  she  worked 
in  the  fields  with  her  brothers,  gathered  the  harvest  with  the 
other  girls  of  Domremy,  and  sometimes  took  her  turn  in  watch¬ 
ing  the  village  cattle  in  the  pasture  lands  down  in  the  valley 
of  the  Meuse.  She  seemed  to  be  quite  like  other  girls  of  her 
age,  very  fond  of  bright  dresses,  always  ready  to  dance  or  play, 
amused  at  a  joke,  but  besides,  stronger  and  braver  than  most 
of  the  other  girls,  and  always  eager  to  help  anyone  in  trouble. 
When  a  child  or  an  old  woman  was  ill  in  the  town,  it  was  Joan 
who  was  most  apt  to  nurse  them,  to  take  them  flowers  or  fruit  ; 
and  when  some  poor  wanderer  begged  James  of  Arc  to  shelter 
him  over  night,  it  was  Joan  who  would  give  the  stranger  her 
bed  and  sleep  on  a  pile  of  rushes  in  her  sister’s  room.  Everyone 
was  fond  of  her,  and  though  the  other  children  sometimes  teased 
her  for  being  silent  and  for  liking  to  go  to  church,  she  paid  no 
heed  to  them,  and  was  happy  in  her  own  way. 

VOICES  AND  AN  ANCIENT  PROPHECY 

Near  Domremy  was  a  fortress  called  the  Castle  of  the  Island, 
where  the  noble  Lord  of  Boulemont  and  his  family  lived.  The 
men  of  the  village  had  to  take  turns  in  standing  guard  at  the 
castle,  but  in  return,  they  could  fly  there  for  refuge  in  times  of 
danger.  A  giant  beech  tree  stood  near  the  place,  and  it  was  said 
that  here  one  of  the  ancestors  of  the  noble  lord  had  met  a  fairy 
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and  often  talked  with  her.  On  feast  days  the  lord  and  his 
family  made  merry  in  the  shade  of  this  beech,  and  the  village 
children  often  went  there,  also,  hung  wreaths  of  flowers  on  the 
limbs  of  the  fairy  tree,  danced  about  it,  ate  their  bread  and 
cheese  and  cakes  under  its  shade,  and  drank  the  waters  of  a 
near-by  fountain  which  were  supposed  to  heal  anyone  who  was 
sick.  Here  the  children  picnicked  one  summer  day  not  long 
after  Joan  had  seen  the  vision  of  Saint  Michael,  and  here 
Philippe  brought  Joan  a  half-dozen  willow  wands  and  cut  them 
into  pipes  and  whistles  for  her.  The  boys  and  girls  ran  races 
against  each  other,  and  Joan  was  so  fleet-footed  that  she  could 
beat  many  of  the  boys.  After  that  they  danced,  and  then  had 
supper  and  made  a  visit  to  the  miraculous  fountain  to  taste  its 
water.  By  sundown  they  were  tired  and  ready  to  go  home. 
They  all  went  together  to  the  village  and  then  scattered  on 
their  several  ways.  Joan,  weary  but  happy,  entered  the  little 
garden  back  of  her  father’s  house  and  sat  down  on  a  bench 
built  against  the  wall.  The  evening  was  beautiful,  and  a  warm 
wind  blew  across  the  valley  from  the  west. 

As  she  sat  there  resting,  she  thought  she  caught  the  sound 
of  voices.  They  did  not  come  from  the  house,  but  seemed  to  be 
borne  to  her  on  the  soft  breeze.  Much  surprised,  she  sat  up 
straight.  Then  came  into  shape  again  before  her  eyes  the  faint, 
but  clear,  image  of  Saint  Michael,  only  a  little  distance  from 
her  in  the  garden.  His  eyes  seemed  to  rest  fixedly  on  hers.  He 
grew  so  distinct  she  could  see  the  joints  in  his  silver  armor  and 
that  his  lips  moved.  She  slid  from  the  bench  to  her  knees  and 
bent  her  head.  Some  power  outside  herself  made  her  look  up. 
Two  figures  stood  with  Saint  Michael  now,  one  on  each  side ; 
and  she  knew  they  were  Saint  Catherine  and  Saint  Margaret. 

Again  Joan  heard  the  voice,  but  now  she  knew  it  was  Saint 
Michael  who  was  speaking.  He  told  her  that  the  kingdom  of 
France  lay  in  his  care,  that  the  King  of  France  and  all  his 
people  were  in  danger,  and  that  she  must  prepare  herself  to  go 
to  her  king’s  aid,  for  it  was  through  her  that  France  was  to  be 
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delivered.  He  bade  her  be  not  afraid,  but  prepare  herself  for 
the  great  work  she  was  to  do,  and  told  her  that  the  two  saints 
there  would  be  near  her  always  to  direct  and  strengthen  her. 
He  ceased  speaking ;  slowly  the  three  figures  faded  into  air, 
and  she  heard  only  the  whisper  of  the  west  wind  in  the  trees. 

She  rose  from  the  grass  and  slowly  went  indoors.  All  that 
evening  she  moved  about  her  home  in  a  trance,  feeling  she  had 
a  great  secret  she  could  share  with  no  one,  yet  one  which  she 
could  never  forget. 

A  night  or  two  later  a  villager  came  for  a  chat  with  James 
of  Arc.  The  two  men  talked  of  the  war,  and  of  the  French  and 
English  kings.  Joan  sat  by  the  window  listening.  Finally  she 
heard  her  father  say,  “These  be  bad  days;  what  with  a  weak 
king  and  the  greedy  English,  we  French  folk  are  like  so  many 
cattle  waiting  for  the  slaughter.” 

“Heaven  have  pity  on  us!”  said  the  villager.  “There  is  a 
prophecy  made  long  ago  by  some  holy  man  that  our  France 
shall  be  ruined  by  a  woman  and  then  be  safe  restored  by  a  maid 
from  the  borders  of  Lorraine.  We  know  the  woman,  King 
Charles’s  mother,  Madame  Isabeau  of  Bavaria  herself ;  but  where 
is  the  maid  ?  God  grant  she  come  soon !” 

There  seemed  to  be  silence  in  the  room,  but  Joan  heard  a 
voice  speaking  to  her.  “Thou  art  the  maid,”  said  the  voice. 
“Thou  wast  born  to  save  this  land  of  France.” 

The  summer  passed,  and  winter  came  to  Lorraine.  Out¬ 
wardly  Joan  of  Arc  was  like  the  other  girls  of  Domremy. 
But  more  and  more  often  the  voices  spoke  to  her,  when  she 
was  watching  the  cattle  in  the  pasture,  or  visiting  the  little 
chapel  on  the  hillside,  or  sewing  in  her  room  at  home.  They 
would  come  to  her  without  warning,  but  always  when  she  was 
alone;  and  they  told  her  again  and  again  that  she  was  to  save 
France,  but  they  did  not  yet  tell  her  how  she  was  to  do  it. 
Sometimes  she  saw  the  visions  of  the  saints  themselves,  but 
more  often  only  heard  their  voices;  and  in  time  they  grew  so 
familiar  to  her  that  she  no  longer  trembled  at  the  sound. 
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In  the  summer  when  Joan  was  sixteen,  the  English  and  the 
soldiers  of  Burgundy  swept  down  on  Lorraine,  and  the  people 
of  Domremy,  peasant  folk  who  were  always  at  the  mercy  of  the 
troopers,  left  their  homes  and  drove  their  cattle  seven  miles 
southward  to  the  walled  town  of  Neufchateau. 

Joan,  who  was  now  a  tall,  strong  girl,  pretty  with  her  black 
hair  and  eyes  and  sunburned  cheeks,  went  with  her  family  and 
found  a  home  in  the  walled  city  with  a  woman  named  la  Rousse. 
Here,  safe  within  the  walls,  she  helped  the  other  girls  in  tending 
the  animals  and  in  caring  for  the  house.  She  heard  wild  tales 
of  the  terrible  things  the  enemy’s  soldiers  were  doing  in  the 
country,  and  she  prayed  that  her  family  and  friends  might  not 
fall  into  their  hands. 

Again  Saint  Michael  appeared  to  Joan  of  Arc,  and  now  he 
told  her  that  the  time  was  not  far  distant  when  she  must  set 
forth  on  her  sacred  mission. 

The  enemy’s  soldiers  soon  left  that  part  of  the  country,  and 
James  of  Arc  and  his  neighbors  were  able  to  return  to  Dom¬ 
remy.  They  found  the  village  burned,  the  church  a  pile  of 
ruins,  only  the  stone  walls  of  their  homes  standing,  the  crops 
destroyed,  their  goods  carried  away.  They  still  had  their  cattle, 
and  they  set  to  work  to  build  new  roofs  for  their  homes  and 
go  on  with  their  work.  For  the  first  time  the  children  saw  what 
war  meant.  Joan  found  the  orchard  where  she  had  seen  her 
first  vision  laid  waste,  and  beyond  it  the  blackened  stones  of 
what  had  been  the  church.  She  understood  that  what  had  hap¬ 
pened  there  was  happening  all  over  France  and  began  to  realize 
that  God  had  called  her  to  the  wonderful  work  of  saving  her 
countrymen.  The  voices  spoke  again,  and  now  they  began  to 
tell  the  young  girl  exactly  what  it  was  that  she  must  do. 

Joan  was  now  nearly  seventeen,  and  Philippe,  her  old  friend, 
was  much  in  love  with  her  and  asked  her  to  marry  him.  She 
was  very  fond  of  him,  and  liked  him  much  better  than  she  did 
any  of  the  other  youths  of  Domremy;  but  the  voices  told  her 
that  she  must  not  marry,  but  must  give  all  her  thoughts  to  the 
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great  work  which  had  been  set  her.  Philippe  entreated  her  to 
change  her  mind,  but  she  would  not.  Little  by  little  now  she 
spoke  to  him  and  to  her  other  friends  of  the  messages  Saint 
Michael  and  the  other  saints  had  sent  her. 

THE  TWO  COMMANDS  FULFILLED 

In  the  autumn  of  1428  the  fate  of  France  seemed  trembling 
in  the  balance,  bound  up  with  the  fate  of  the  city  of  Orleans. 
The  English  army  had  just  laid  siege  to  that  city,  and  if 
Orleans  fell,  France  was  lost.  The  sovereign  of  France,  Charles 
VII,  was  a  weakling,  and  in  the  eyes  of  many  French  people 
not  really  their  king,  but  only  the  heir  to  the  throne,  or 
Dauphin  as  he  was  called,  because  he  had  not  yet  been  crowned 
and  consecrated  as  king  in  the  old  city  of  Rheims.  Rheims  was 
in  the  hands  of  the  English,  but  it  must  be  taken  from  them; 
and  Charles  the  Dauphin  must  be  crowned  and  anointed  there 
if  he  was  to  be  King  of  France.  One  autumn  day  in  1428  the 
voices  spoke  again  to  the  peasant  maid  and  gave  her  two  com¬ 
mands  :  first  to  save  Orleans  from  the  English ;  and  second  to 
lead  the  Dauphin  to  Rheims  and  have  him  crowned  king  there. 

Naturally  the  tasks  seemed  impossible  to  Joan;  she  pleaded 
that  she  could  not  ride,  knew  nothing  of  war,  and  had  never 
been  out  of  the  valley  of  the  Meuse.  The  voices  told  her  that 
she  would  be  guided  safely,  and  that  first  she  must  go  to  the 
village  of  Vaucouleurs  and  ask  the  Captain,  Robert  of  Baudri- 
court,  for  an  escort  to  take  her  to  the  Dauphin.  Moreover,  she 
must  not  delay;  she  must  save  the  city  of  Orleans. 

Her  chance  to  start  came  almost  at  once.  A  cousin  of  hers 
who  lived  near  Vaucouleurs  fell  sick,  and  Joan  offered  to  nurse 
her.  At  the  cousin’s  house  Joan  told  the  husband  that  she  was 
commanded  to  raise  the  siege  of  Orleans  and  asked  him  to  take 
her  to  Robert  of  Baudricourt.  The  simple  peasant  was  amazed 
and  at  first  would  not  believe  her,  but  she  was  so  earnest  and 
spoke  so  positively  of  the  commands  given  her  that  finally  he 
yielded  and  agreed  to  take  her  to  the  captain  in  Vaucouleurs. 
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A  little  later  Joan  and  the  peasant  appeared  before  Robert  of 
Baudricourt.  The  captain  saw  a  common  farmer  and  a  strong, 
dark,  pretty  girl  dressed  in  coarse  red  stuff  like  any  ordinary 
peasant  maid.  Joan  told  him  be  must  send  her  with  an  escort 
to  the  Dauphin.  The  captain  laughed  loudly  and  bade  her  go 
home  and  tend  the  cattle.  She  protested,  but  he  only  scoffed  at 
Joan’s  talk  of  her  mission. 

Joan,  however,  did  not  go  home,  but  stayed  in  the  town,  and 
told  those  she  met  that  she  must  go  to  the  Dauphin,  because 
she  was  the  maid  who  was  to  save  France.  She  seemed  an 
honest,  gentle  girl,  and  one  by  one,  people  began  to  take  an 
interest  in  her  story  and  wonder  if  it  could  be  true.  One  day 
a  roistering  soldier,  named  John  of  Metz,  stopped  at  the  house 
where  she  lived  and  asked  for  her,  thinking  to  make  fun  of  her. 
“What  are  you  doing  here?”  he  demanded  when  she  came  to 
the  door.  “I  have  come,”  said  Joan,  “to  a  royal  city  to  tell 
Robert  of  Baudricourt  to  send  me  to  the  Dauphin,  but  he  cares 
not  for  me  or  for  my  words.  Nevertheless,  I  must  be  with  the 
Dauphin,  though  I  have  to  wear  my  legs  down  to  my  knees. 
No  one  in  the  world,  neither  kings,  nor  dukes,  nor  anyone  else 
can  recover  the  kingdom  of  France  without  help  from  me, 
though  I  would  rather  spin  by  my  mother’s  side,  since  this  is 
not  my  calling.  But  I  must  go  and  do  this  wTork,  for  my  Lord 
wishes  me  to  do  it.”  “Who  is  your  Lord?”  asked  the  soldier  in 
surprise.  “God,”  said  Joan.  The  man  was  so  much  impressed 
by  her  words  that  he  said  he  would  take  her  to  the  Dauphin 
himself.  He  asked  her  when  she  wished  to  start.  “Rather 
now  than  tomorrow,  rather  tomorrow  than  afterwards,”  Joan 
answered. 

But  even  with  the  aid  of  this  soldier  and  of  the  friends  she 
had  made  who  believed  in  her,  it  was  some  time  before  Joan 
could  persuade  the  captain  to  give  her  an  escort.  At  last  she  told 
him  of  the  visions  and  voices,  and  finally  he  let  himself  be  per¬ 
suaded.  He  gave  her  the  men  she  wanted,  and  she  made  ready 
to  start  on  her  journey  to  the  Dauphin.  She  decided  she  had 
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better  dress  as  a  young  man,  and  her  friends  bought  her  the 
clothes  she  needed  and  a  horse.  She  rode  out  of  Vaucouleurs 
clad  in  the  black  vest  and  hose  and  gray  cloak  of  a  squire, 
booted  and  spurred,  with  a  sword  at  her  side  and  her  hair  cut 
short  and  round,  saucer  fashion,  as  was  the  style.  Six  armed 
men  went  with  her.  She  did  not  want  to  go ;  she  longed  to 
return  to  her  mother  and  the  simple  folk  of  Domremy,  but  the 
voices  kept  saying  over  and  over,  “Go,  Child  of  God,  go  forth 
to  save  France.” 

The  Dauphin  was  at  the  castle  of  Chinon  in  Touraine.  There 
Joan  went,  and  begged  him  to  listen  to  her.  The  news  of  the 
peasant  girl  who  thought  she  was  to  rescue  the  land  had  already 
come  to  the  Dauphin,  and  he  was  curious  about  her.  He  granted 
her  an  interview,  but  thinking  to  test  her,  hid  himself  among 
a  group  of  courtiers.  As  she  entered  the  room,  the  voices  told 
her  which  was  Charles,  and  she  went  straight  to  him.  She 
dropped  upon  her  knee  before  him.  “Gentle  Dauphin,”  she  said, 
“I  have  come  to  you  on  a  message  from  God,  to  bring  help  to 
you  and  to  your  kingdom.”  She  told  him  how  she  had  been 
directed  to  lead  his  army  to  the  aid  of  Orleans. 

The  Dauphin  was  impressed,  and  bade  her  be  cared  for  at 
the  castle.  Again  she  had  to  wait,  but  now  the  story  of  her 
visions  and  the  prophecy  that  a  peasant  maid  of  Lorraine 
should  save  France  had  spread  abroad;  and  people  began  to 
put  their  faith  in  her.  The  common  people  were  the  first  to  be 
convinced,  because  they  were  by  nature  superstitious  and  found 
no  difficulty  in  believing  the  marvelous  stories  that  now  began 
to  be  told  about  Joan;  after  them  the  captains  and  the  soldiers 
were  willing  at  least  to  pretend  to  believe  in  her,  because  she 
would  lead  them  against  their  enemies;  and  finally  Charles  VII 
himself  decided  that  Joan  could  at  least  do  his  cause  no  harm, 
and  might  do  it  good,  and  so  gave  his  consent  to  her  requests. 

In  a  very  short  time,  then,  the  simple  girl  of  Domremy,  only 
seventeen  years  old,  was  put  at  the  head  of  the  French  army, 
and  rode  north  to  raise  the  siege  of  Orleans.  Clad  in  full  armor, 
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astride  a  white  charger,  sword  at  her  side,  she  carried  a  banner 
which  had  been  described  to  her  by  the  mystic  voices.  The  field 
of  the  banner  was  sown  with  the  lilies  of  France,  in  the  center 
was  painted  God  holding  the  world,  and  on  each  side  knelt  an 
angel.  With  this  banner  floating  above  her  she  rode  to  Orleans, 
and  all  the  country  people  who  saw  her  pass  told  their  neigh¬ 
bors  the  old  prophecy  had  come  true. 

By  great  good  fortune  Joan’s  army  was  able  to  enter  the  city 
of  Orleans.  There  the  warrior-maid  was  received  with  the 
utmost  reverence  and  greeted  as  a  deliverer  sent  by  God;  hope 
now  revived  in  the  people’s  hearts.  She  waited  a  short  time, 
and  then  taking  counsel  with  her  generals,  planned  an  attack 
on  the  English  outside  the  walls. 

Again  fortune  stood  by  her ;  the  French  were  victorious,  and 
the  enemy  was  forced  to  retreat  and  so  raise  the  siege. 

Joan’s  first  task  was  done.  After  an  interval  she  set  out  upon 
the  second — to  crown  the  Dauphin  in  the  city  of  Rheims.  This 
meant  a  march  through  a  part  of  France  held  by  the  enemy 
and  the  capture  of  many  cities.  Joan  and  her  army  accom¬ 
plished  the  work,  however,  and  the  day  came  when  Charles  the 
Dauphin  and  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  as  she  was  now  called, 
entered  the  great  cathedral  of  Rheims,  and  Joan  heard  her 
prince  proclaimed  King  of  France.  She  had  given  her  country 
new  hope  and  strength  and  a  king  to  look  to. 

Joan  had  now  completed  the  two  tasks  for  which  she  had 
left  Domremy;  her  voices  had  spoken  truly  to  her,  and  she  had 
done  what  they  had  commanded.  She  wanted  to  go  home,  enter 
her  father’s  house  again,  and  remain  a  peasant  girl  like  her 
friends  and  share  their  simple  life.  But  she  had  become  too 
wonderful  in  the  eyes  of  France  for  the  people  to  let  her  do  as 
she  wished.  They  begged  her  to  do  more,  and  so  she  was  per¬ 
suaded  to  continue  with  the  royal  army  and  wage  battle  after 
battle  with  the  English.  For  a  time  victory  stayed  with  her, 
but  finally  one  day  she  was  cut  off  from  her  men  by  the  enemy, 
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surrounded,  and  taken  prisoner.  The  rest  of  her  history  is 
briefly  told.  She  was  put  in  prison  at  Rouen,  tried  for  witch¬ 
craft,  condemned,  and  burned  at  the  stake  in  1431,  when  she 
was  nineteen  years  old. 

So  it  was  that  the  peasant  girl  stirred  France  to  hope  by  her 
wonderful  deeds  and  gave  her  life  at  the  end  for  her  country's 
sake.  France  made  her  a  national  heroine,  and  in  all  history 
there  is  hardly  to  be  found  so  marvelous  a  story  as  that  of  the 
simple  girl  of  Domremy,  Joan  of  Arc,  called  the  Maid  of  France. 

Notes  and  Questions 

« 

1.  Which  one  of  the  following  is  the  most  important  sentence  in  this 
story  ? 

(a)  Voices  came  to  Joan  of  Arc  in  the  orchard. 

( b )  Joan  was  similar  to  other  French  girls  of  her  age. 

(c)  Joan  of  Arc  stirred  France  to  hope  by  her  wonderful  deeds  and 
gave  her  life  to  save  her  country. 

( d )  The  Maid  of  Orleans  was  put  in  prison  and  tried  for  witchcraft. 

2.  The  voices  which  spoke  to  the  peasant  maid,  Joan  of  Arc,  gave 
her  two  commands :  first,  “to  save  Orleans  from  the  English” ;  what 
was  the  second  command  ? 

3.  Give  three  reasons  why  the  tasks  commanded  of  Joan  of  Arc 
seemed  impossible.  If  you  have  read  carefully,  you  will  have  no  diffi¬ 
culty  in  recalling  the  facts. 

4.  Which  do  you  think  was  the  greatest  thing  the  Maid  of  Orleans 
did? 

(a)  She  led  the  French  army  into  the  city  of  Orleans. 

(b)  She  gave  France  a  new  king. 

(c)  She  gave  her  country  new’  hope  through  her  fearless  courage. 

( d )  She  fulfilled  the  tvTo  commands  of  the  “voices.” 

5.  Make  a  list  of  five  qualities  that  made  Joan  so  loved  by  her 
people.  Find  lines  v’hich  prove  each  quality.  For  example : 

(a)  Joan  was  charitable  to  the  poor. 

“It  was  Joan  v’ho  would  give  the  stranger  her  bed  and  sleep  on 
a  pile  of  rushes  in  her  sister’s  room.”  (page  250) 
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6.  Locate  on  a  map  of  France  (a)  Domremy,  the  birthplace  of  Joan; 

( b )  Neuf chateau;  (c)  Lorraine,  a  province;  ( d )  Orleans;  ( e )  Rheims. 
Test  your  comprehension  of  this  story  by  telling  one  important  fact 
about  each  of  these  places. 

7.  How  old  was  J oan : 

(a)  When  the  story  begins? 

(b)  When  the  English  soldiers  drove  the  peasants  from  their  homes? 

(c)  When  she  first  appeared  before  the  king? 

(d)  When  she  was  put  at  the  head  of  the  French  Army? 

( e )  When  she  was  burned? 

8.  You  will  find  a  picture  of  Joan  of  Arc  and  the  tower  in  which  she 
was  imprisoned,  together  with  the  story  of  her  sacrifice  for  her  coun¬ 
try,  in  Compton’s  Pictured  Encyclopedia. 

9.  Make  an  oral  report  or  write  a  paragraph  summarizing  one  of 
the  f ollowing : 

(a)  The  noble  deeds  of  Joan  of  Arc 

(b)  Why  France  made  Joan  of  Arc  a  national  heroine 

(c)  Some  other  patriotic  heroines  I  have  read  about 

(d)  Some  patriotic  heroes 

Other  stories  of  courage  you  may  enjoy  are  “The  Little  Lombardy 
Soldier,”  de  Amicis  (in  The  Heart  of  a  Schoolboy) ;  “Clara  Barton; 
Founder  of  the  American  Red  Cross,”  Sweetser  (in  Child-Library 
Headers ,  Book  Seven);  “Joan  of  Arc,”  Lang  (in  Bed  True  Story 
Book). 


THE  STAMP  ACT 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne 

The  people  loved  and  reverenced  the  King  of  England  even 
more  than  if  the  ocean  had  not  rolled  its  waves  between  him 
and  them,  for  at  the  distance  of  three  thousand  miles  they 
could  not  discover  his  bad  qualities  and  imperfections.  Their 
love  was  increased  by  the  dangers  which  they  had  encountered 
in  order  to  heighten  his  glory  and  extend  his  dominion.  Through¬ 
out  the  war  the  American  colonists  had  fought  side  by  side  with 
the  soldiers  of  Old  England,  and  nearly  thirty  thousand  young 
men  had  laid  down  their  lives  for  the  honor  of  King  George. 
And  the  survivors  loved  him  the  better  because  they  had  done 
and  suffered  so  much  for  his  sake. 

But  there  were  some  circumstances  that  caused  America  to 
feel  more  independent  of  England  than  at  an  earlier  period. 
Canada  and  Acadia  had  now  become  British  provinces,  and  our 
fathers  were  no  longer  afraid  of  the  bands  of  French  and 
Indians  who  used  to  assault  them  in  old  times.  For  a  century 
and  a  half  this  had  been  the  great  terror  of  New  England.  Now 
the  old  French  soldier  was  driven  from  the  north  forever.  And 
even  had  it  been  otherwise,  the  English  colonies  were  growing 
so  populous  and  powerful  that  they  might  have  felt  fully  able 
to  protect  themselves  without  any  help  from  England. 

There  were  thoughtful  and  sagacious  men  who  began  to  doubt 
whether  a  great  country  like  America  would  always  be  content 
to  remain  under  the  government  of  an  island  three  thousand 
miles  away.  This  was  the  more  doubtful  because  the  English 
Parliament  had  long  ago  made  laws  which  were  intended  to 
be  very  beneficial  to  England  at  the  expense  of  America.  By 
these  laws  the  colonists  were  forbidden  to  manufacture  articles 
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for  their  own  use  or  to  carry  on  trade  with  any  nation  but 
the  English. 

“Now,”  continued  Grandfather,  “if  King  George  III  and  his 
counselors  had  considered  these  things  wisely,  they  would  have 
taken  another  course  than  they  did.  But  when  they  saw  how 
rich  and  populous  the  colonies  had  grown,  their  first  thought 
was  how  they  might  make  more  profit  out  of  them  than  here¬ 
tofore.  England  was  enormously  in  debt  at  the  close  of  the 
Old  French  War,  and  it  was  pretended  that  this  debt  had 
been  contracted  for  the  defense  of  the  American  colonies,  and 
that  therefore  a  part  of  it  ought  to  be  paid  by  them.” 

“Why,  this  was  nonsense !”  exclaimed  Charley.  “Did  not 
our  fathers  spend  their  lives,  and  their  money,  too,  to  get 
Canada  for  King  George?” 

“True,  they  did,”  said  Grandfather,  “and  they  told  the  Eng¬ 
lish  rulers  so.  But  the  king  and  his  ministers  would  not  listen 
to  good  advice.  In  1765  the  British  Parliament  passed  a 
Stamp  Act.” 

“What  was  that?”  inquired  Charley. 

“The  Stamp  Act,”  replied  Grandfather,  “was  a  law  by  which 
all  deeds,  bonds,  and  other  papers  of  the  same  kind  were 
ordered  to  be  marked  with  the  king’s  stamp,  and  without  this 
mark  they  were  declared  illegal  and  void.  Now,  in  order  to 
get  a  blank  sheet  of  paper  with  the  king’s  stamp  upon  it,  people 
were  obliged  to  pay  threepence  more  than  the  actual  value  of 
the  paper.  And  this  extra  sum  of  threepence  was  a  tax  and 
was  to  be  paid  into  the  king’s  treasury.” 

“I  am  sure  threepence  was  not  worth  quarreling  about !” 
remarked  Clara. 

“It  was  not  for  threepence,  nor  for  any  amount  of  money, 
that  America  quarreled  with  England,”  replied  Grandfather; 
“it  was  for  a  great  principle.  The  colonists  were  determined 
not  to  be  taxed  except  by  their  own  representatives.  They  said 
that  neither  the  king  and  Parliament  nor  any  other  power  on 
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earth  had  a  right  to  take  their  money  out  of  their  pockets 
unless  they  freely  gave  it.  And,  rather  than  pay  threepence 
when  it  was  unjustly  demanded,  they  resolved  to  sacrifice  all 
the  wealth  of  the  country,  and  their  lives  along  with  it.  They 
therefore  made  a  most  stubborn  resistance  to  the  Stamp  Act.” 

“That  was  noble !”  exclaimed  Laurence.  “I  understand  how 
it  was.  If  they  had  quietly  paid  the  tax  of  threepence,  they 
would  have  ceased  to  be  freemen  and  would  have  become  tribu¬ 
taries  of  England.  And  so  they  contended  about  a  great  ques¬ 
tion  of  right  and  wrong,  and  put  everything  at  stake  for  it.” 

“You  are  right,  Laurence,”  said  Grandfather,  “and  it  was 
really  amazing  and  terrible  to  see  what  a  change  came  over 
the  aspect  of  the  people  the  moment  the  English  Parliament 
had  passed  this  oppressive  Act.  The  former  history  of  our 
chair,  my  children,  has  given  you  some  idea  of  what  a  harsh, 
unyielding,  stern  set  of  men  the  old  Puritans  were.  For  a  good 
many  years  back,  however,  it  had  seemed  as  if  these  character¬ 
istics  were  disappearing.  But  no  sooner  did  England  offer 
wrong  to  the  colonies  than  the  descendants  of  the  early  settlers 
proved  that  they  had  the  same  kind  of  temper  as  their  fore¬ 
fathers.  The  moment  before,  New  England  appeared  like  a 
humble  and  loyal  subject  of  the  Crown;  the  next  instant,  she 
showed  the  grim,  dark  features  of  an  old  king-resisting 
Puritan.” 

Grandfather  spoke  briefly  of  the  public  measures  that  were 
taken  in  opposition  to  the  Stamp  Act.  As  this  law  affected 
all  the  American  colonies  alike,  it  naturally  led  them  to  think 
of  consulting  together  in  order  to  procure  its  repeal.  For  this 
purpose  the  legislature  of  Massachusetts  proposed  that  dele¬ 
gates  from  every  colony  should  meet  in  congress.  Accordingly, 
nine  colonies,  both  Northern  and  Southern,  sent  delegates  to 
the  city  of  New  York. 

“And  did  they  consult  about  going  to  war  with  England?” 
asked  Charley. 
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“No,  Charley,”  answered  Grandfather;  “a  great  deal  of  talk¬ 
ing  was  yet  to  be  done  before  England  and  America  could  come 
to  blows.  The  Congress  stated  the  rights  and  grievances  of 
the  colonists.  They  sent  a  humble  petition  to  the  king  and 
a  memorial  to  the  Parliament  beseeching  that  the  Stamp  Act 
might  be  repealed.  This  was  all  that  the  delegates  had  it  in 
their  power  to  do.” 

“They  might  as  well  have  stayed  at  home,  then,”  said 
Charley. 

“By  no  means,”  replied  Grandfather.  “It  was  a  most  impor¬ 
tant  and  memorable  event,  this  first  coming  together  of  the 
American  people  by  their  representatives  from  the  North  and 
South.  If  England  had  been  wise,  she  would  have  trembled 
at  the  first  word  that  was  spoken  in  such  an  assembly.” 

These  remonstrances  and  petitions,  as  Grandfather  observed, 
were  the  work  of  grave,  thoughtful,  and  prudent  men.  Mean¬ 
time  the  young  and  hot-headed  people  went  to  work  in  their 
own  way.  It  is  probable  that  the  petitions  of  Congress  would 
have  had  little  or  no  effect  on  the  British  statesmen  if  the 
violent  deeds  of  the  American  people  had  not  shown  how  much 
excited  the  people  were.  Liberty  Tree  was  soon  heard  of  in 
England. 

“What  was  Liberty  Tree?”  inquired  Clara. 

“It  was  an  old  elm  tree,”  answered  Grandfather,  “wThich 
stood  near  the  corner  of  Essex  Street,  opposite  the  Boylston 
Market.  Under  the  spreading  branches  of  this  great  tree  the 
people  used  to  assemble  whenever  they  wished  to  express  their 
feelings  and  opinions..  Thus,  after  awhile,  it  seemed  as  if  the 
liberty  of  the  country  was  connected  with  Liberty  Tree.” 

“It  was  glorious  fruit  for  a  tree  to  bear,”  remarked  Laurence. 

“It  bore  strange  fruit  sometimes,”  said  Grandfather.  “One 
morning  in  August,  1765,  two  figures  were  found  hanging  on 
the  sturdy  branches  of  Liberty  Tree.  They  were  dressed  in 
square-skirted  coats  and  smallclothes,  and  as  their  wigs  hung 
down  over  their  faces,  they  looked  like  real  men.  One  was 
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intended  to  represent  the  Earl  of  Bute,  who  was  supposed  to 
have  advised  the  king  to  tax  America.  The  other  was  meant 
for  the  effigy  of  Andrew  Oliver,  a  gentleman  belonging  to  one 
of  the  most  respectable  families  in  Massachusetts.” 

“What  harm  had  he  done?”  inquired  Charley. 

“The  king  had  appointed  him  to  be  distributor  of  the 
stamps,”  answered  Grandfather.  “Mr.  Oliver  would  have  made 
a  great  deal  of  money  by  this  business;  but  the  people  fright¬ 
ened  him  so  much  by  hanging  him  in  effigy,  and  afterwards 
by  breaking  into  his  house,  that  he  promised  to  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  stamps.  And  all  the  king’s  friends  throughout 
America  were  compelled  to  make  the  same  promise.” 

Notes  and  Questions 

You  have  read  many  stories  by  our  great  American  story-teller, 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  but  you  probably  did  not  know  until  today  that 
he  also  wrote  tales  of  history  for  children.  In  one  of  his  books,  Grand¬ 
fathers  Chair,  from  which  this  story  w^as  taken,  Hawthorne  represents 
an  old  man  sitting  in  a  great  armchair,  telling  his  grandchildren  stories 
of  famous  men  who  had  at  some  time  occupied  this  chair,  which  was 
brought  over  in  the  Mayflower. 

1.  What  four  reasons  does  Hawthorne  give  in  the  first  paragraph 
for  the  “love  and  reverence”  the  people  of  America  had  for  the  King 
of  England? 

2.  What  circumstances  caused  Americans  to  feel  independent  of 
England  in  spite  of  their  love  for  the  king? 

3.  Read  aloud: 

(a)  Lines  which  tell  you  what  the  Stamp  Act  was. 

(h)  Lines  which  explain  to  you  what  the  “great  principle”  was  for 
which  the  people  were  quarreling. 

4.  Grandfather  tells  Charley  and  Clara  the  real  reason  why  America 
quarreled  with  England.  Which  of  these  reasons  is  correct? 

(a)  The  colonists  ceased  to  love  and  reverence  the  king. 

(h)  The  colonists  were  taxed  by  England,  but  were  given  no  repre¬ 
sentation  in  the  government. 
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( e )  The  colonies  of  America  were  growing  powerful  enough  to  take 
care  of  themselves. 

( d )  America  quarreled  with  the  Mother  Country  “for  a  great  prin¬ 
ciple.” 

5.  Write  two  brief  paragraphs  summarizing  the  cause  and  results  of 
the  congress  held  in  New  York. 

6.  If  the  “Liberty  Tree”  could  have  talked,  what  story  might  it 
have  told? 

7.  Look  up  in  your  Glossary  the  meaning  and  pronunciation  of: 
dominion ,  tributary ,  effigy. 

If  you  are  interested  in  the  history  of  your  country,  you  will  want 
to  choose  for  your  recreational  reading  other  stories  from  this  great 
four- volume  series,  Grandfather’s  Chair ,  by  Hawthorne. 

WARREN’S  ADDRESS  AT  THE  BATTLE 
OF  BUNKER  HILL 

John  Pierpont 

Stand !  the  ground’s  your  own,  my  braves ! 

Will  ye  give  it  up  to  slaves? 

Will  ye  look  for  greener  graves? 

Hope  ye  mercy  still? 

What’s  the  mercy  despots  feel? 

Hear  it  in  that  battle  peal! 

Read  it  on  yon  bristling  steel ! 

Ask  it — ye  who  will. 

Fear  ye  foes  who  kill  for  hire? 

Will  ye  to  your  homes  retire? 

Look  behind  you !  they’re  afire ! 

And,  before  you,  see 
Who  have  done  it ! — From  the  vale 
On  they  come  ! — and  will  ye  quail  ? — 

Leaden  rain  and  iron  hail 
Let  their  welcome  be ! 
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In  the  God  of  battles  trust! 

Die  we  may — and  die  we  must ; 

But,  0  where  can  dust  to  dust 
Be  consigned  so  well, 

As  where  heaven  its  dews  shall  shed 
On  the  martyred  patriot’s  bed, 

And  the  rocks  shall  raise  their  head, 

Of  his  deeds  to  tell? 

Notes  and  Questions 

General  Joseph  Warren  was  one  of  the  generals  in  command  of  the 
patriot  army  at  the  Battle  of  Bunker  Hill.  His  death  in  this  battle, 
while  a  great  loss  to  the  American  forces,  inspired  the  army  to  heroic 
efforts.  He  is  considered  one  of  the  bravest  and  most  unselfish  patriots 
of  the  Revolutionary  War.  You  will  wish  to  read  more  about  this  dis¬ 
tinguished  general  in  your  history. 

1.  Find  lines  that  give  an  answer  to  those  who  still  hoped  for  mercy 
from  the  British.  Which  of  the  appeals  in  the  first  and  second  stanzas 
seems  most  forceful  to  you? 

2.  Compare  the  spirit  of  Warren’s  address  with  that  of  Bruce  at 
Bannockburn;  what  likeness  do  you  note  in  the  form  of  the  poems? 
Which  poem  do  you  think  is  the  more  inspiring? 

3.  In  what  way  was  the  Battle  of  Bunker  Hill  like  the  battle  of 
Thermopylae,  where  Leonidas  and  the  Spartans  fought  the  Persians? 


LIBERTY  OR  DEATH 

Patrick  Henry 

Patrick  Henry  delivered  this  speech  at  the  Virginia  Convention, 
March  28,  1775.  This  fiery  young  orator  had  been  active  in  Virginia 
in  stirring  up  resistance  to  the  King  of  England.  The  second  revolu¬ 
tionary  convention  of  Virginia  had  recently  met  at  Richmond.  A  reso¬ 
lution  was  offered  to  put  the  colony  into  a  state  of  defense.  Some 
delegates  objected  to  such  radical  action,  and  it  is  to  these  that  Henry 
addressed  his  opening  sentences. 

Mr.  President — No  man  thinks  more  highly  than  I  do  of 
the  patriotism,  as  well  as  abilities,  of  the  very  worthy  gentlemen 
who  have  jnst  addressed  the  House.  But  different  men  often 
see  the  same  subject  in  different  lights;  and,  therefore,  I  hope 
it  will  not  be  thought  disrespectful  to  those  gentlemen,  if  enter¬ 
taining,  as  I  do,  opinions  of  a  character  very  opposite  to  theirs, 
I  shall  speak  forth  my  sentiments  freely  and  without  reserve. 
This  is  no  time  for  ceremony.  The  question  before  the  House 
is  one  of  awful  moment  to  this  country.  For  my  own  part,  I 
consider  it  as  nothing  less  than  a  question  of  freedom  or 
slavery;  and  in  proportion  to  the  magnitude  of  the  subject 
ought  to  be  the  freedom  of  the  debate.  It  is  only  in  this  way 
that  we  can  hope  to  arrive  at  truth,  and  fulfill  the  great 
responsibility  which  we  hold  to  God  and  our  country.  Should 
I  keep  back  my  opinions  at  such  a  time,  through  fear  of  giving 
offense,  I  should  consider  myself  as  guilty  of  treason  toward 
my  country,  and  of  an  act  of  disloyalty  toward  the  Majesty 
of  Heaven,  which  I  revere  above  all  earthly  kings. 

Mr.  President,  it  is  natural  to  man  to  indulge  in  the  illusions 
of  hope.  We  are  apt  to  shut  our  eyes  against  a  painful  truth, 
and  listen  to  the  song  of  that  siren  till  she  transforms  us  into 
beasts.  Is  this  the  part  of  wise  men,  engaged  in  a  great  and 


268 


269 


270 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


arduous  struggle  for  liberty?  Are  we  disposed  to  be  of  the 
number  of  those  who,  having  eyes,  see  not,  and  having  ears, 
hear  not  the  things  which  so  nearly  concern  their  temporal 
salvation?  For  my  part,  whatever  anguish  of  spirit  it  may 
cost,  I  am  willing  to  know  the  whole  truth;  to  know  the  worst, 
and  to  provide  for  it. 

I  have  but  one  lamp  by  which  my  feet  are  guided;  and  that 
is  the  lamp  of  experience.  I  know  of  no  way  of  judging  of  the 
future  but  by  the  past.  And  judging  by  the  past,  I  wish  to 
know  what  there  has  been  in  the  conduct  of  the  British  Min¬ 
istry  for  the  last  ten  years  to  justify  those  hopes  with  which 
gentlemen  have  been  pleased  to  solace  themselves  and  the 
House?  Is  it  that  insidious  smile  with  which  our  petition  has 
been  lately  received?  Trust  it  not,  sir;  it  will  prove  a  snare 
to  your  feet.  Suffer  not  yourselves  to  be  betrayed  with  a  kiss. 
Ask  yourselves  how  this  gracious  reception  of  our  petition 
comports  with  those  warlike  preparations  which  cover  our 
waters  and  darken  our  land.  Are  fleets  and  armies  necessary 
to  a  work  of  love  and  reconciliation?  Have  we  shown  ourselves 
so  unwilling  to  be  reconciled  that  force  must  be  called  in  to 
win  back  our  love?  Let  us  not  deceive  ourselves,  sir.  These  are 
the  implements  of  war  and  subjugation— the  last  arguments 
to  which  kings  resort.  I  ask,  sir,  what  means  this  martial  array, 
if  its  purpose  be  not  to  force  us  to  submission?  Can  gentlemen 
assign  any  other  possible  motive  for  it?  Has  Great  Britain 
any  enemy,  in  this  quarter  of  the  world,  to  call  for  all  this 
accumulation  of  navies  and  armies?  No,  sir,  she  has  none. 
They  are  meant  for  us ;  they  can  be  meant  for  no  other.  They 
are  sent  over  to  bind  and  rivet  upon  us  those  chains  which 
the  British  Ministry  have  been  so  long  forging.  And  what 
have  we  to  oppose  to  them  ?  Shall  we  try  argument  ?  Sir,  we 
have  been  trying  that  for  the  last  ten  years.  Have  we  anything 
new  to  offer  upon  the  subject?  Nothing.  We  have  held  the 
subject  up  in  every  light  of  which  it  is  capable;  but  it  has  been 
all  in  vain.  Shall  we  resort  to  entreaty  and  humble  supplica- 
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tion?  What  terms  shall  we  find,  which  have  not  been  already 
exhausted?  Let  us  not,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  deceive  ourselves 
longer.  Sir,  we  have  done  everything  that  could  be  done  to 
avert  the  storm  which  is  now  coming  on.  We  have  petitioned; 
we  have  remonstrated ;  we  have  supplicated ;  we  have  prostrated 
ourselves  before  the  throne,  and  have  implored  its  interposition 
to  arrest  the  tyrannical  hands  of  the  Ministry  and  Parliament. 
Our  petitions  have  been  slighted;  our  remonstrances  have  pro¬ 
duced  additional  violence  and  insult  ;  our  supplications  have 
been  disregarded;  and  we  have  been  spurned,  with  contempt, 
from  the  foot  of  the  throne !  In  vain,  after  these  things,  may 
we  indulge  the  fond  hope  of  peace  and  reconciliation.  There  is 
no  longer  any  room  for  hope.  If  we  wish  to  be  free — if  we 
mean  to  preserve  inviolate  those  inestimable  privileges  for 
which  we  have  been  so  long  contending — if  we  mean  not  basely 
to  abandon  the  noble  struggle  in  which  we  have  been  so  long 
engaged,  and  which  we  have  pledged  ourselves  never  to  aban¬ 
don  until  the  glorious  object  of  our  contest  shall  be  attained 
— we  must  fight !  I  repeat  it,  sir,  we  must  fight !  An  appeal 
to  arms  and  to  the  God  of  Hosts  is  all  that  is  left  us ! 

They  tell  us,  sir,  that  wre  are  weak;  unable  to  cope  with  so 
formidable  an  adversary.  But  when  shall  we  be  stronger  ? 
Will  it  be  the  next  week,  or  the  next  year?  Will  it  be  wThen  we 
are  totally  disarmed,  and  when  a  British  guard  shall  be  sta¬ 
tioned  in  every  house?  Shall  we  gather  strength  by  irresolu¬ 
tion  and  inaction?  Shall  we  acquire  the  means  of  effectual 
resistance  by  lying  supinely  on  our  backs  and  hugging  the 
delusive  phantom  of  hope  until  our  enemies  shall  have  bound 
us  hand  and  foot? 

Sir,  we  are  not  wTeak  if  we  make  a  proper  use  of  those  means 
which  the  God  of  nature  hath  placed  in  our  power.  Three 
millions  of  people,  armed  in  the  holy  cause  of  liberty,  and  in 
such  a  country  as  that  which  we  possess,  are  invincible  by  any 
force  which  our  enemy  can  send  against  us.  Besides,  sir,  we 
shall  not  fight  our  battles  alone.  There  is  a  just  God  who 
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presides  over  the  destinies  of  nations,  and  who  will  raise  up 
friends  to  fight  our  battles  for  us.  The  battle,  sir,  is  not  to  the 
strong  alone ;  it  is  to  the  vigilant,  the  active,  the  brave.  Besides, 
sir,  we  have  no  election.  If  we  were  base  enough  to  desire  it, 
it  is  now  too  late  to  retire  from  the  contest.  There  is  no  retreat 
but  in  submission  and  slavery !  Our  chains  are  forged !  Their 
clanking  may  be  heard  on  the  plains  of  Boston !  The  war  is 
inevitable — and  let  it  come !  I  repeat  it,  sir,  let  it  come ! 

It  is  in  vain,  sir,  to  extenuate  the  matter.  Gentlemen  may 
cry,  Peace,  peace ! — but  there  is  no  peace.  The  war  is  actually 
begun!  The  next  gale  that  sweeps  from  the  north  will  bring 
to  our  ears  the  clash  of  resounding  arms!  Our  brethren  are 
already  in  the  field !  Why  stand  we  here  idle  ?  What  is  it 
that  gentlemen  wish?  What  would  they  have?  Is  life  so  dear, 
or  peace  so  sweet,  as  to  be  purchased  at  the  price  of  chains 
and  slavery?  Forbid  it,  Almighty  God!  I  know  not  what 
course  others  may  take;  but  as  for  me,  give  me  liberty  or  give 
me  death! 

Notes  and  Questions 

The  resolution  was  adopted.  The  chief  command  of  the  Virginia 
forces  was  offered  to  George  Washington,  who  accepted  with  the  words, 
“It  is  my  full  intention  to  devote  my  life  and  fortune  to  the  cause  in 
which  we  are  engaged.” 

1.  What  were  the  occasion  and  the  purpose  of  Patrick  Henry’s 
speech?  What  reasons  for  expressing  his  views  freely  does  he  give  in 
the  beginning  of  his  speech? 

2.  What  arguments  does  Patrick  Henry  use  to  convince  the  dele¬ 
gates  of  the  need  for  immediate  action? 

3.  Select  from  this  speech  sentences  that  would  make  good  mottoes. 
For  example :  “Suffer  not  yourselves  to  be  betrayed  with  a  kiss” 

4.  How  may  an  orator  like  Patrick  Henry,  by  making  such  a  speech, 
play  his  part  in  building  our  “inheritance  of  freedom”? 

5.  Look  up  the  meaning  and  pronunciation  of  these  words  in  the 
Glossary:  siren ,  insidious,  comports ,  subjugation,  supplication,  for¬ 
midable,  irresolution,  supinely. 


GEORGE  WASHINGTON  TO  HIS  WIFE 


George  Washington  went  from  Virginia  to  attend  the  second  meeting 
of  the  Continental  Congress  held  in  Philadelphia,  May  10,  1775.  The 
members  of  the  Congress  voted  unanimously  to  make  him  commander- 
in-chief  of  “The  Continental  Army.”  He  was  forced  to  take  up  his  new 
duties  at  once;  and  as  there  was  no  time  for  a  visit  to  his  home,  Mount 
Vernon,  Washington  was  obliged  to  give  his  wife  this  important  infor¬ 
mation  in  a  letter. 


Philadelphia,  18  June,  1775 

My  Dearest : 

I  am  now  set  down  to  write  to  you  on  a  subject  which  fills 
me  with  inexpressible  concern,  and  this  concern  is  greatly 
aggravated  and  increased  when  I  reflect  upon  the  uneasiness 
I  know  it  will  give  you.  It  has  been  determined  in  Congress 
that  the  whole  army  raised  for  the  defense  of  the  American 
cause  shall  be  put  under  my  care,  and  that  it  is  necessary  for 
me  to  proceed  immediately  to  Boston  to  take  upon  me  the 
command  of  it. 

You  may  believe  me,  my  dear  Patsy,  when  I  assure  you,  in 
the  most  solemn  manner,  that,  so  far  from  seeking  this  appoint¬ 
ment,  I  have  used  every  endeavor  in  my  power  to  avoid  it, 
not  only  from  my  unwillingness  to  part  with  you  and  the  fam¬ 
ily,  but  from  a  consciousness  of  its  being  a  trust  too  great  for 
my  capacity;  and  that  I  should  enjoy  more  real  happiness  in 
one  month  with  you  at  home  than  I  have  the  most  distant  pros¬ 
pect  of  finding  abroad,  if  my  stay  were  to  be  seven  times  seven 
years.  But  as  it  has  been  a  kind  of  destiny  that  has  thrown 
me  upon  this  service,  I  shall  hope  that  my  undertaking  it  is 
designed  to  answer  some  good  purpose. 
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You  might,  and  I  suppose  did,  perceive,  from  the  tenor  of 
my  letters,  that  I  was  apprehensive  I  could  not  avoid  this 
appointment,  as  I  did  not  pretend  to  intimate  when  I  should 
return.  That  was  the  case.  It  was  utterly  out  of  my  power  to 
refuse  this  appointment  without  exposing  my  character  to  such 
censures  as  would  have  reflected  dishonor  upon  myself  and 
given  pain  to  my  friends.  This,  I  am  sure,  could  not,  and  ought 
not,  to  be  pleasing  to  you,  and  must  have  lessened  me  consider¬ 
ably  in  my  own  esteem.  I  shall  rely,  therefore,  confidently  on 
that  Providence  which  has  heretofore  preserved  and  been 
bountiful  to  me,  not  doubting  but  that  I  shall  return  safe  to 
you  in  the  fall.  I  shall  feel  no  pain  from  the  toil  or  the  danger 
of  the  campaign;  my  unhappiness  will  flow  from  the  uneasi¬ 
ness  I  know  you  will  feel  from  being  left  alone.  I  therefore 
beg  that  you  will  summon  your  whole  fortitude  and  pass  your 
time  as  agreeably  as  possible.  Nothing  will  give  me  so  much 
sincere  satisfaction  as  to  hear  this,  and  to  hear  it  from  your 
own  pen.  My  earnest  and  ardent  desire  is  that  you  would 
pursue  any  plan  that  is  most  likely  to  produce  content  and  a 
tolerable  degree  of  tranquillity,  as  it  must  add  greatly  to  my 
uneasy  feelings  to  hear  that  you  are  dissatisfied  or  complaining 
at  what  I  really  could  not  avoid. 

As  life  is  always  uncertain  and  common  prudence  dictates 
to  every  man  the  necessity  of  settling  his  temporal  concerns 
while  it  is  in  his  power,  and  while  the  mind  is  calm  and  undis¬ 
turbed,  I  have,  since  I  came  to  this  place  (for  I  had  not  time 
to  do  it  before  I  left  home),  got  Colonel  Pendleton  to  draft  a 
will  for  me,  by  the  directions  I  gave  him,  which  will  I  now 
inclose.  The  provision  made  for  you  in  case  of  my  death  will, 
I  hope,  be  agreeable. 

I  shall  add  nothing  more,  as  I  have  several  letters  to  write, 
but  to  desire  that  you  will  remember  me  to  your  friends,  and 
to  assure  you  that  I  am  with  the  most  unfeigned  regard,  my 
dear  Patsy,  your  affectionate,  &c. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Find  lines  which  prove  that  Washington  had  the  following  admir¬ 
able  personal  qualities:  (a)  modesty;  ( b )  love  of  home;  (c)  courage; 
( d )  keen  sense  of  honor;  ( e )  unselfishness. 

2.  What  did  Washington  mean  when  he  said  “a  kind  of  destiny  has 
thrown  me  upon  this  service”?  It  has  been  said  that  “destiny”  has 
given  America  great  leaders  in  times  of  unusual  danger.  Washington 
was  one;  what  other  great  leaders  can  you  mention? 

3.  You  will  have  to  use  your  Glossary  to  learn  the  meaning  and 
pronunciation  of  the  following :  intimate ,  perceive ,  tenor,  fortitude, 
tranquillity ,  dictates,  temporal  concerns. 


GEORGE  WASHINGTON  TO  GOVERNOR 
GEORGE  CLINTON 

This  letter,  addressed  to  George  Clinton,  governor  of  New  York 
from  1777  to  1795,  was  an  appeal  for  help  from  Washington  to  the 
wealthy  and  powerful  state  of  New  York.  At  the  same  time  Washington 
addressed  a  similar  letter  to  the  inhabitants  of  New  Jersey,  Pennsyl¬ 
vania,  Delaware,  Maryland,  and  Virginia,  urging  the  farmers  to  pro¬ 
vide  cattle  as  food  for  the  use  of  the  army. 

Valley  Forge,  16  February,  1778 

Dear  Sir: 

It  is  with  great  reluctance  I  trouble  you  on  a  subject  which 
does  not  properly  fall  within  your  province;  but  it  is  a  subject 
that  occasions  me  more  distress  than  I  have  felt  since  the 
commencement  of  the  war;  and  which  loudly  demands  the  most 
zealous  exertions  of  every  person  of  weight  and  authority  who 
is  interested  in  the  success  of  our  affairs;  I  mean  the  present 
dreadful  situation  of  the  army,  for  want  of  provision,  and  the 
miserable  prospects  before  us,  with  respect  to  futurity.  It  is 
more  alarming  than  you  will  probably  conceive;  for,  to  form 
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a  just  idea  of  it,  it  were  necessary  to  be  on  the  spot.  For  some 
days  past  there  has  been  little  less  than  a  famine  in  camp. 
A  part  of  the  army  has  been  a  week  without  any  kind  of  flesh, 
and  the  rest  three  or  four  days.  Naked  and  starving  as  they 
are,  we  cannot  enough  admire  the  incomparable  patience  and 
fidelity  of  the  soldiery,  that  they  have  not  been,  ere  this,  excited 
by  their  suffering  to  a  general  mutiny  and  dispersion.  Strong 
symptoms,  however,  of  discontent  have  appeared  in  particular 
instances;  and  nothing  but  the  most  active  efforts,  everywhere, 
can  long  avert  so  shocking  a  catastrophe. 

Our  present  sufferings  are  not  all.  There  is  no  foundation 
laid  for  any  adequate  relief  hereafter.  All  the  magazines  pro¬ 
vided  in  the  states  of  New  Jersey,  Pennsylvania,  Delaware,  and 
Maryland,  and  all  the  immediate  additional  supplies  they  seem 
capable  of  affording,  will  not  be  sufficient  to  support  the  army 
more  than  a  month  longer,  if  so  long.  Very  little  has  been 
done  at  the  eastward  and  as  little  to  the  southward;  and  what¬ 
ever  we  have  a  right  to  expect  from  those  quarters  must  neces¬ 
sarily  be  very  remote,  and  is,  indeed,  more  precarious  than 
could  be  wished.  When  the  before-mentioned  supplies  are 
exhausted,  what  a  terrible  crisis  must  ensue,  unless  all  the 
energy  of  the  continent  shall  be  exerted  to  provide  a  timely 
remedy ! 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Do  you  think  Washington  was  sympathetic?  Read  lines  to  sup¬ 
port  your  answer. 

2.  What  “terrible  crisis”  did  Washington  hope  to  avoid? 

3.  Read  “Valley  Forge,”  in  Compton’s  Pictured  Encyclopedia,  to 
learn  about  the  terrible  winter  spent  by  the  American  Army  at  Valley 
Forge  in  1777-1778. 


OLD  IRONSIDES 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 

One  day,  in  the  fall  of  1830,  Holmes  read  in  the  Boston  Advertiser  a 
paragraph  saying  that  the  Navy  Department  at  Washington  intended 
to  destroy  the  frigate  Constitution ,  which  had  fought  so  bravely  in  the 
War  of  1812.  The  stirring  poem,  “Old  Ironsides,”  was  published  the 
next  day  and  was  immediately  copied  by  nearly  every  newspaper  in 
the  United  States.  Copies  were  printed  as  handbills  and  distributed 
about  the  city  of  Washington.  As  a  result  the  Navy  Department  decided 
not  to  destroy  “Old  Ironsides.” 

Aye,  tear  her  tattered  ensign  down ! 

Long  has  it  waved  on  high, 

And  many  an  eye  has  danced  to  see 
That  banner  in  the  sky. 

Beneath  it  rung  the  battle  shout, 

And  burst  the  cannon’s  roar; 

The  meteor  of  the  ocean  air 
Shall  sweep  the  clouds  no  more! 

Her  deck,  once  red  with  heroes’  blood, 

Where  knelt  the  vanquished  foe, 

When  winds  were  hurrying  o’er  the  flood, 

And  waves  were  white  below, 

No  more  shall  feel  the  victor’s  tread, 

Or  know  the  conquered  knee; 

The  harpies  of  the  shore  shall  pluck 
The  eagle  of  the  sea! 

Oh,  better  that  her  shattered  hulk 
Should  sink  beneath  the  wave; 

Her  thunders  shook  the  mighty  deep, 
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And  there  should  be  her  grave. 

Nail  to  the  mast  her  holy  flag, 

Set  every  threadbare  sail, 

And  give  her  to  the  god  of  storms, 

The  lightning,  and  the  gale! 

Notes  and  Questions 

“Old  Ironsides”  was  launched  at  Boston  on  October  21,  1797.  She 
carries  the  scars  of  forty-two  battles  and  a  record  “that  has  never  been 
equaled  by  any  single  ship  in  the  history  of  any  navy  in  the  world. ” 

Almost  every  state  in  the  Union  contributed  to  her  building :  live  oak, 
white  oak,  and  cedar  were  sent  from  the  Southern  and  Middle  Atlantic 
states ;  iron  for  her  guns  and  anchors  came  from  Maryland,  Connecticut, 
and  Massachusetts;  fir  and  pine  were  brought  from  the  North  woods; 
while  the  bolts  that  fastened  her  historic  timbers  were  made  at  the 
foundry  of  Paul  Revere.  Her  first  flags  were  made  by  the  daughters 
of  Betsy  Ross. 

In  1830  it  was  proposed  by  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy  to  dispose  of 
the  ship,  as  it  had  become  unfit  for  service.  Popular  sentiment  did  not 
approve  of  this;  it  was  felt  that  a  ship  which  had  been  the  pride  of 
the  Nation  should  be  rebuilt  for  service  when  needed.  Holmes’s  poem 
voiced  this  feeling  so  forcibly  that  the  order  to  dismantle  the  ship 
was  recalled.  A  similar  attempt  to  save  the  Constitution  from  being 
destroyed  was  made  in  1927.  School  children  gave  freely  to  a  public 
fund,  and  its  restoration  has  now  been  completed. 

This  fine  old  ship,  whose  every  timber  embodies  the  ideals  of  the 
Republic,  is  a  living  reminder  of  our  glorious  past  and  an  inspiration 
to  patriotic  citizenship. 

1.  Do  you  think  this  ship  helps  us  to  keep  alive  our  spirit  of  free¬ 
dom?  Explain.  Do  you  think  of  “Old  Ironsides”  as  an  inanimate  object, 
or  does  it  seem  personified? 

2.  What  does  the  poet  say  would  be  better  than  to  have  the  ship 
dismantled?  Discuss  this  quotation:  “The  American  who  is  not  thrilled 
by  the  beautiful  symbol  of  valor  and  patriotic  devotion  represented 
by  the  frigate  Constitution  lacks  much  of  being  an  American.” 

3.  Read  the  story  of  the  fight  between  the  Constitution  and  the 
Guerriere,  given  in  your  history,  and  be  prepared  to  tell  it  in  class. 


THE  WINNER  WHO  DID  NOT  PLAY 

Merritt  Par  melee  Allen 

There  is  a  bronze  medal  offered  by  a  certain  alumnus  of  the 
Edmunds  High  School  to  the  one  who  is  most  instrumental  in 
winning  the  annual  Edmunds-Spalding  baseball  game.  There 
are  other  prizes  which  may  be  won  for  various  other  things,  but 
none  is  valued  as  is  this  one ;  for  it  always  goes  to  a  good  man, 
and,  measured  by  the  Edmunds  standard,  it  is  likely  to  be  a 
very  good  man  indeed.  Four  of  the  fastest  big-leaguers,  to  say 
nothing  of  a  string  of  college  players,  have  had  these  medals 
pinned  to  their  uniforms ;  so,  you  see,  it  is  a  possible  promise  as 
well  as  a  reward. 

Like  every  other  red-blooded  Edmunds  boy,  Larry  Mason  had 
set  his  heart  on  that  medal.  As  a  freshman  he  had  been  second 
string  pitcher;  next  year  he  had  substituted  on  the  first  team, 
playing  in  the  less  important  games;  as  a  junior  he  had  been 
old  Dix’s  alternate ;  and,  finally,  in  his  senior  year,  he  was  the 
mainstay  of  the  team. 

Larry  was  a  good  pitcher,  steady  as  a  clock,  with  control 
almost  mechanical  in  precision,  and  any  number  of  curves;  but 
by  the  time  the  season  was  a  month  old,  his  one  weakness,  that 
had  always  been  with  him,  began  to  show  up  again — he  lacked 
speed.  No  matter  how  hard  he  tried,  he  could  put  the  ball  over 
only  about  so  fast.  In  former  years,  when  old  Dix  was  there 
to  infuse  “wallop”  if  a  crisis  demanded,  things  went  well.  Now 
it  was  different.  Among  the  other  high  schools  it  became  noised 
about,  as  such  things  will,  that  Mason’s  pace  was  always  the 
same.  He  might  vary  his  ins  and  outs,  his  drops  and  jumps, 
but  there  were  none  of  those  lightning  deliveries  so  discon¬ 
certing  to  batsmen.  His  opponents  learned  to  swing  slowly  at 
everything,  and  consequently  they  connected  more  and  more 
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frequently  with  the  ball.  He  worked  magnificently,  but  he 
knew  without  the  backing  of  his  team-mates,  Edmunds  would 
have  gone  down  far  oftener  than  it  did. 

This  worried  Larry,  more  on  the  team’s  account  than  on  his 
own.  He  felt  in  his  bones  that,  unless  something  was  done,  the 
school,  because  of  his  inefficiency,  would  bow  to  Spalding.  In 
spite  of  his  faults,  he  was  the  best  pitcher  on  the  squad — a  fact 
that  he  treasured  in  his  heart,  though  he  wouldn’t  admit  it. 
There  were  plenty  of  outfielders  and  infielders  and  catchers, 
hut  he  was  the  only  pitcher  who  could  stand  up  in  a  big  game. 
Therefore,  it  was  up  to  him  to  save  the  day.  He  knew  it,  and 
he  began  to  work  as  he  had  never  worked  before. 

He  practiced  every  afternoon  on  the  field  under  the  coach’s 
special  supervision,  and  all  spare  moments  at  home  by  himself. 
Collecting  half  a  dozen  old  baseballs,  he  would  go  out  in  the 
back  yard,  and  there  he  would  hurl  them  at  the  barn,  then  hurl 
them  back  at  the  woodshed,  trying,  patiently,  to  discover  some 
new  swing  or  body  motion  that  would  certainly  increase  his 
speed. 

“That  makes  you  a  lot  of  travel,”  a  voice  said  over  the  back 
fence  one  morning.  “I’ll  return  them.” 

Larry  looked  up  to  see  Ralph  Howard  vaulting  the  fence. 
Ralph  had  been  in  high  school  for  two  years,  but  few  of  the 
boys  knew  much  about  him  except  that  he  lived  out  of  town 
somewhere  and  was  so  busy  working  his  way  through  school 
that  he  had  no  time  for  other  activities. 

“Get  a  mitt,  and  I’ll  catch  you  for  a  few  minutes,”  he  offered, 
picking  up  the  ball. 

Larry,  glad  of  the  chance,  though  wondering  what  this  fellow 
knew  about  ball  playing,  brought  out  a  mitt.  It  was  soon  evi¬ 
dent  that  Ralph  had  seen  a  ball  before,  for  he  caught  very  well ; 
in  fact,  he  gathered  in  Larry’s  sharpest  curves  almost  casually. 
“That  drop  broke  a  little  too  slowly,”  he  remarked  after  a  time. 
“Bring  your  arm  down  quicker  from  the  shoulder.” 


THE  WINNER  WHO  DID  NOT  PLAY 


281 


“Where  did  you  learn  to  play  ball?”  Larry  asked  in  honest 
surprise. 

“I  worked  two  summers  in  a  hotel,  where  I  played  on  the 
amateur  team.” 

“What  did  you  play?” 

“Oh,  I  pitched  some.” 

Larry  eyed  the  other,  who  was  almost  a  stranger  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  he  had  been  in  school  for  two  years,  with  added  in¬ 
terest. 

“Give  me  that  mitt,”  he  said  impulsively,  “and  throw  me 
a  few.” 

“I  am  out  of  practice,”  Ralph  protested,  as  he  handed  over 
the  mitt  and  slipped  on  the  glove. 

Larry  had  caught  for  old  Dix  for  practice,  but  this  Howard 
had  something  to  show  him.  His  control  was  erratic;  but  after 
he  warmed  up,  the  balls  came  across  like  bullets.  Speed?  There 
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seemed  to  be  no  end  to  the  fellow’s  speed.  If  he  ever  learned 
control,  he  would  be  a  wonder. 

“Look  here,”  Larry  asked  at  the  end  of  the  ten  minutes,  “why 
haven’t  you  tried  for  the  team?” 

“I  am  working  my  way  through,”  Ralph  answered,  rather 
wistfully,  “and  I  haven’t  the  time.” 

“But  there  is  stuff  in  you,”  persisted  Larry,  to  whom  baseball 
was  everything. 

“Perhaps.  But  I  can  earn  a  dollar  mowing  lawns  every  after¬ 
noon  while  you  are  practicing,  and  I  need  the  dollar.” 

The  next  Saturday  Edmunds  went  up  against  Rutland  and 
was  defeated.  The  papers  said  that  Larry  pitched  a  good  game, 
which  was  true ;  but  he  knew,  as  many  others  did,  that  his 
inability  to  alter  the  pace  of  his  delivery  was  responsible  for 
dropping  the  game.  Wendell,  the  Spalding  coach,  was  present 
and  smiled  knowingly.  It  was  plain  as  day  that  he  had  sized 
up  things,  and  when  the  big  game  came  off  five  weeks  hence, 
his  team  would  be  prepared  for  Larry  as  never  before. 

Larry  said  little,  but  for  days  he  was  different.  He  kept 
alone,  and  there  were  times  when  he  looked  as  people  are  said 
to  look  who  are  fighting  themselves.  Then  suddenly  he  was 
himself  again ;  and  that  afternoon  he  sought  out  Ralph  Howard, 
who  was  mowing  a  lawn  up  town. 

“Look  here,”  began  Larry  abruptly,  “did  you  ever  hear  of 
duty t” 

Ralph  leaned  on  the  mower  handle  and  confessed  that  he 
had. 

“Well,  your  duty  is  to  the  school,  the  same  as  anyone’s  who 
goes  there.” 

“What  are  you  driving  at?” 

“I  mean  it  is  your  duty  to  get  in  shape  to  pitch  the  Spalding 
game.  We  can’t  afford  to  lose  that  one.” 

Ralph  was  the  most  surprised  boy  in  seven  counties,  but  all 
he  said  was,  “I  have  to  work.” 
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“I’ll  do  your  work,”  Larry  told  him. 

“You?  You  are  the  pitcher.  You  must  practice.” 

“I’ll  give  it  up — part  of  it  anyway.” 

Ralph  wTas  beginning  to  doubt  his  ears.  “The  coach  wouldn’t 
allow  it,”  he  said. 

“I’ve  seen  him  about  it.  He  wants  you  on  the  diamond  in 
half  an  hour.” 

“This  lawn  .  .  ” 

“I’ll  tend  to  this  lawn.” 

“I — I  haven’t  any  togs.” 

“Mine  are  in  locker  7.” 

“Hold  on  .  .  .” 

“Don’t  you  suppose  I  can  mow  a  lawn?”  And  as  Ralph  stood 
in  a  daze,  the  mower  started  off  at  a  sharp  clip. 

That  evening  Ralph  went  around  to  the  Mason  home. 

“Well,”  Larry  asked,  meeting  him  on  the  porch,  “what  did 
the  coach  say?” 

Ralph  hesitated.  “He  said  he  wTanted  me  to  come  out  every 
day.” 

“I  knew  it.  You  told  him  you  would?” 

“No.  How  can  I  ?” 

Larry  made'  an  impatient  gesture.  “How  many  hours  do  you 
work  outside  of  school  each  day?”  he  asked  sharply. 

“About  three.” 

“Then  you  and  I  can  do  it  in  an  hour  and  a  half — that  gives 
us  an  hour  and  a  half  for  baseball  practice.  I  can  keep  in  trim, 
and  you  can  brush  up  in  that  length  of  time,  if  we  work  hard. 
Of  course  you  get  pay  for  the  full  three  hours  just  the  same.” 

“What  do  you  get?” 

“If  we  lick  Spalding,  that  is  enough  for  me.” 

Ralph  shook  his  head. 

“But  you  must  do  it !”  Larry  cried.  “You  are  the  better 
pitcher,  and  the  game  depends  on  you.  Haven’t  you  any  school 
spirit  ?” 
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“Speaking  of  school  spirit,”  Ralph  said  slowly,  “it  seems  to 
me  that  you  have  enough  of  that  for  the  whole  team.” 

“Shucks !” 

“You  are  deliberately  trying  to  get  me  in  shape  to  crowd  you 
out,  to  pitch  the  game,  the  big  game,  that  you  have  been  dream¬ 
ing  of  for  four  years.” 

Larry  did  not  tell  him  of  the  bitter  fight  he  had  been  through 
before  he  decided  to  do  that  very  thing. 

“What  kind  of  sneak  would  I  be  if  I  sacrificed  the  game  for 
the  sake  of  playing  in  it  myself?”  he  asked.  “I  hope  you  don’t 
think  I  am  that  kind.  Any  of  the  fellows  would  do  just  as  I 
am  doing.” 

But  Ralph  knew  that  there  was  not  one  in  a  hundred  who 
would  do  it,  and  his  admiration  for  Larry  Mason  was  great. 

“I’ll  do  the  best  I  can,”  he  promised  sincerely.  “YouTl  have 
shown  me  the  way.” 

The  next  day  several  persons  were  surprised.  First,  it  was 
the  baseball  squad,  when  Ralph  turned  out  for  practice;  and 
later,  many  others  looked  twice  and  again  at  the  sight  of  Law¬ 
rence  Mason,  pet  son  of  one  of  the  first  families,  pushing  a 
mower  up  and  down  Dr.  Martin’s  lawn.  The  same  thing  hap¬ 
pened  day  after  day,  and  though  neither  of  the  boys  most  con¬ 
cerned  offered  an  explanation,  their  actions  soon  displayed  the 
truth. 

Joe  Powell,  the  Edmunds  second-baseman  and  captain,  became 
alarmed  lest  Larry  would  cut  too  much  practice,  and  went  to 
the  coach  about  it.  After  a  short  conversation,  they  went  up 
to  the  office  of  the  principal,  where  the  three  had  a  long  and 
apparently  satisfactory  talk.  After  that,  Ralph  received  the 
special  attention  of  both  captain  and  coach  during  practice, 
often  to  the  neglect  of  Larry,  who  did  not  seem  to  care,  no 
matter  how  he  felt. 

The  coach  still  thinks  that  he  made  a  finished  pitcher  out  of 
Howard,  but  he  did  not  do  it  all.  In  spare  moments,  when  their 
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work  was  done,  Ralph  and  Larry  would  go  out  behind  the 
Mason  barn  and  labor  hard.  Ralph’s  speed  and  curves  were 
excellent,  but  his  control  was  uncertain;  and  it  was  on  the  cor¬ 
rection  of  this  that  they  put  most  of  their  time.  Patiently,  hour 
after  hour,  he  strove  to  shoot  them  over  the  white  board  cut  to 
the  exact  size  of  a  home  plate ;  and  Larry,  past-master  of  con¬ 
trol,  worked  just  as  hard  coaching  him,  and  pushed  the  mower 
faster  in  order  that  he  might  have  more  time  to  coach. 

Such  work  was  bound  to  show  results,  and  as  each  week 
brought  greater  improvement  in  the  new  pitcher,  the  coach  even 
evolved  a  daring  plan.  He  would  keep  Howard  for  a  “dark 
horse.”  Not  a  single  game  should  he  pitch  until  the  Edmunds- 
Spalding  battle,  when  he  would  be  sprung  as  a  surprise  on  the 
visitors.  It  would  be  risky,  this  putting  a  new  and  untried  man 
into  a  big  game,  but  the  Spalding  boys  were  coming  prepared 
for  Mason’s  peculiar  delivery,  and  so  the  speedy  Howard  might 
fatally  upset  them.  It  was  worth  trying,  anyhow. 

The  day  came,  and  no  one  except  the  coach,  the  captain,  and 
the  two  pitchers  knew  that  Howard  would  be  on  the  mound, 
until  he  began  warming  up.  People  started  asking  questions. 
Who  was  this  fellow?  What  was  the  trouble  with  Mason?  The 
Spalding  coach  sought  out  Mr.  Adams  and  learned  that  Ralph 
had  been  an  Edmunds  student  for  two  years  past.  Why  had  he 
not  played  before?  Mr.  Adams  believed  he  had  been  too  busy 
working  his  way  through  school.  The  coach  went  back  to  his 
side  of  the  field  feeling  uneasy. 

Everyone  who  saw  that  game,  and  the  crowd  was  a  record- 
breaker,  will  talk  of  it  for  years  to  come.  It  was  classic  in  high- 
school  baseball.  Before  three  innings  had  been  played,  it  was 
evident  that  the  teams  were  so  evenly  balanced  that  it  would 
be  a  pitchers’  battle  to  the  finish  and  that,  barring  a  fluke, 
Harlan  of  Spalding  or  Howard  of  Edmunds  would  tip  the 
scales  of  victory.  And  those  two  boys  were  little  short  of  mar¬ 
velous.  Harlan  was  a  tower  of  strength,  smiling,  alert,  never 
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flustered,  always  with  more  brain  and  brawn  than  each  crisis 
demanded.  On  the  other  side  was  Howard,  “the  dark  horse,’7 
for  the  first  time  in  an  Edmunds  uniform,  working  like  a 
machine,  a  wonderfully  intelligent  machine,  taking  the  game 
seriously  and  silently  and  piling  up  a  glorious  record  for  him¬ 
self. 

The  Spalding  team  was  full  of  fight  and  resourceful,  but 
his  variety  of  curves,  his  bursts  of  astounding  speed,  all  domi¬ 
nated  by  the  control  Larry  had  taught  him,  kept  them  down. 
Crouched  on  the  bench,  Larry  Mason,  who  for  love  of  the  school 
had  given  up  pitching  this  greatest  of  all  games,  had  the  con¬ 
solation  of  knowing  that  he  had  not  acted  in  vain,  that  Ralph 
was  playing  a  better  game  than  he  could  play. 

By  so  clever  a  combination  of  head  and  stick  work  that  even 
the  Edmunds  crowd  burst  into  cheers,  Spalding  got  a  man 
around  the  bases  in  the  fifth  inning.  Three  innings  later 
Edmunds  evened  it  up ;  and  thus  tied  1  to  1,  they  entered  the 
ninth  at  white  heat. 

Big  Pell,  Edmunds  catcher,  opened  up  with  a  cracking  hit. 
There  was  the  drum  of  scurrying  feet,  and  a  white  line  rose 
higher  and  higher  over  right-field.  Across  the  distant  grass,  two 
forms  came  suddenly  to  life  and  raced  toward  each  other — 
Mack  and  Bacon,  the  Spalding  center-  and  right-fielders.  From 
the  stands,  the  crowd,  now  on  its  feet,  watched  breathlessly. 
Along  the  rim  of  the  diamond,  Pell’s  spikes  were  tearing  up 
the  dirt;  a  haze  of  yellow  dust  hung  trembling  behind  him. 
The  distance  between  the  two  fielders  was  shortening. 

“Mine!”  shouted  Mack,  and  settled  to  receive  it.  But  it  was 
not  his.  At  the  last  instant,  a  puff  of  wind  caught  it ;  it  veered 
and  fell  to  the  ground.  “Hold  it !”  bellowed  the  Edmunds  coach 
as  Pell  rounded  second.  The  big  fellow  dug  in  his  spikes,  bent 
double  by  his  suddenly  resisted  momentum,  wheeled,  and  slid 
back  to  the  base  an  inch  ahead  of  the  ball. 

Orton  was  next  up  and  went  out  on  a  grounder  to  first ;  the 
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baseman  was  too  slow,  however,  to  double  Pell  at  third.  Elder- 
kin  followed,  and  died  miserably  on  a  foul  to  the  catcher.  Then 
came  Powell,  the  captain,  bristling  with  fight,  as  usual.  He 
gripped  his  bat  close  to  the  end,  swung  mightily,  and  drove  a 
scorcher  between  first  and  second.  Bacon  scooped  it  up  on  the 
first  bound  and  made  a  perfect  throw  to  the  plate,  but  Pell, 
who  had  started  with  his  chief’s  swing,  had  his  luck  with  him 
and  slid  safely  home  amid  dust  and  glory. 

Edmunds  was  leading  2  and  1,  a  small  margin  and  all  they 
were  destined  to  have,  for  the  next  man  fanned. 

But  Spalding  was  not  defeated  yet.  There  was  not  a  quitter 
on  the  team,  and  they  went  into  the  first  half  of  the  ninth  like 
tigers.  To  Howard,  as  he  faced  them,  they  seemed  to  be  as 
fresh,  and  much  more  formidable,  than  in  the  beginning.  He 
was  tired.  The  terrific  pace  set  by  his  opponent,  the  older  and 
more  experienced  Harlan,  had  told  cruelly  on  the  young  pitcher. 
His  brain  was  not  so  clear,  nor  his  body  so  steady,  as  it  had 
been.  To  his  dismay,  he  passed  the  first  man  up.  Spalding  went 
wild,  and  the  din  became  deafening,  a  great  whirling  ball  of 
sound.  On  the  Edmunds  bench  something  was  white.  It  was 
Larry’s  face,  strained  and  tense.  To  him,  who  had  made  the 
greatest  sacrifice,  the  game  meant  more  than  to  anyone  else. 
Ralph  knew  this,  and  the  sight  of  that  face  seemed  to  give  him 
new  power,  as  the  flag  invigorates  a  soldier.  He  called  up  all 
his  reserves  and  struck  out  the  next  man. 

Now  Mack,  who  had  the  reputation  of  being  the  brainiest 
batsman  on  his  team,  was  facing  him.  Three  times  that  day  he 
had  missed  fast  outcurves,  which  was  the  reason  that  Pell  called 
for  another  now.  But  Mack  outguessed  him,  and,  as  the  ball 
shot  toward  him,  he  jerked  his  bat  behind  him  and,  stepping 
forward,  crashed  it  against  the  leather  before  the  deceptive 
twist  could  begin.  When  the  ball  was  again  in  Howard’s  hands, 
there  were  men  on  second  and  third. 

Bacon  was  pawing  the  ground  at  the  plate;  and  as  the  tired 
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pitcher  watched  him,  he  knew  that  the  crisis  was  at  hand. 
Bacon  was  famed  as  a  hunter;  therefore  he  was  sure  to  bunt 
for  the  effect  that  three  men  on  bases  would  have  on  Howard. 
He  would  be  followed  by  the  heaviest  hitters  on  his  team,  and 
Howard  felt,  as  Spalding  guessed,  that  he  would  not  be  able  to 
strike  two  out.  The  chances  were  that  almost  any  kind  of  hit 
would  tie  the  score  or  win  outright.  His  arm  was  desperately 
tired,  his  nerves  jumping.  For  a  sickening  moment  he  believed 
that  he  was  going  to  pieces. 

But  he  must  go  on  until  he  broke — it  was  a  law  of  the  game. 
He  felt  that  the  next  ball  he  pitched  would  win  or  lose  all.  He 
was  afraid;  but  he  could  not  stop  because  he  was  afraid.  He 
saw  Larry’s  face  again,  whiter  than  before,  and  a  blush  of 
shame  crept  into  his  own  face — shame  at  the  thought  that  he 
dared  consider  losing  Larry’s  game.  For  it  was  Larry’s  game 
more  than  anyone  else’s.  He  had  sacrificed  his  own  ambition 

that  it  might  be  won ;  now  if  it  was  lost - As  Ralph  stood  there 

slowly  fingering  the  ball,  he  declared  that  it  must  not  be  lost. 
He,  on  whom  Larry  had  pinned  his  faith,  must  justify  that 
faith.  He  must  hold  together.  He  must  outwit  the  batsman  as 
Larry  himself  would  do.  But  what  would  Larry  do?  Ralph 
thought  rapidly,  going  over  the  advice  Larry  had  given  him, 
until  the  umpire  motioned  impatiently  for  him  to  resume 
play. 

Then  it  all  happened  very  quickly.  Howard’s  arm  went  up 
and  out,  and  a  slow  straight  one  sailed  over  the  plate.  As  it 
left  his  hand,  though,  he  dashed  from  the  box  to  the  third-base 
foul-line,  the  place  where  Bacon  always  sent  his  bunts.  Bacon 
fell  into  the  trap  and  bunted.  Howard  snatched  up  the  ball 
and  threw  it  to  third,  forcing  the  runner  there ;  and  the  next 
instant  it  was  snapped  to  second,  where  Mack  was  caught  off 
base.  Three  out !  The  pitcher  had  won  the  game,  but  so  dif¬ 
ferently  from  what  the  crowd  expected  that  it  was  several 
seconds  before  they  realized  it.  Then  they  broke  loose. 
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That  night  there  was  a  banquet  for  the  winners,  and  the  cer¬ 
tain  alumnus  was  there  to  present  his  medal  in  person. 

“I  believe,”  he  said,  after  a  few  preliminaries,  “that  you  will 
all  second  my  choice  when  I  name  Ralph  Howard  as  the  one 
who  was  most  instrumental  in  winning  the  greatest  of  all 
Spalding  games.” 

A  cheer  started,  and  stopped  as  Ralph  jumped  to  his  feet  and 
motioned  for  silence. 

“Pardon  me,”  he  said,  “but  I  cannot  allow  such  a  thing  to 
happen.  Let  me  explain  why.”  And  in  short  straightforward 
sentences  he  proceeded. 

“I  never  would  have  played  at  all,  you  see,”  he  eventually 
summed  up,  “if  it  had  not  been  for  Larry.  He  thought  more  of 
the  school  than  of  himself.  He  was  willing  to  give  up  the  thing 
he  most  wanted  to  do  that  Edmunds  might  win.  It  took  more 
than  ordinary  grit  to  sit  on  the  bench  when  he  might  have  been 
in  the  game. 

“But  he  won  the  game  after  all.  I  want  to  tell  you  about  it. 
When  I  faced  the  last  man,  I  was  all  in.  I  was  in  a  hole  and 
could  not  get  out.  I  was  beaten.  I  didn’t  know  what  to  do ;  and 
if  I  had  thrown  one  more  ball  in  that  condition,  we  would  have 
lost  the  game.  And  we  would  have  lost  it,  but  for  Larry.  When 
I  thought  what  it  would  mean  to  him,  thought  of  all  he  had 
done  and  given  up,  how  he  had  mowed  my  lawns  and  coached 
me  into  shape — when  I  thought  of  all  that,  well  it  just  seemed 
that  we  couldn’t  lose  with  such  a  fellow  as  he  is  on  our  side. 
That  gave  me  confidence.  I  got  steady  again.  And  then  a 
scheme  he  had  told  me  of  popped  into  my  head.  He  told  me 
how  to  work  it  one  afternoon  when  we  were  mowing  lawns 
together.  The  idea  was  to  throw  one  that  the  man,  Bacon  in 
this  case,  could  bunt,  then  run  over  toward  third  and  force  the 
man  there ;  after  which,  there  would  be  time  to  get  the  other  at 
second.  I  did  it,  as  he  had  told  me  how,  and  it  worked.  First, 
by  his  sacrifice  he  made  it  possible  for  me  to  play.  Second,  by 


290 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


his  coaching  he  made  it  possible  for  me  to  win.  Gentlemen,  that 
medal  belongs  here.”  And  he  laid  his  hand  on  Larry’s  chest. 

The  alumnus,  the  coach,  and  the  principal  exchanged  glances. 

“We  entirely  agree  with  you,”  spd  the  alumnus,  as  he  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  pin  the  medal  where  it  belonged. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Who  is  the  hero  of  this  story?  Read  three  sentences  which  prove 
your  answer. 

2.  Which  of  the  following  groups  of  words  best  describe  Larry? 
Ralph?  You  may  feel  that  some  of  these  qualities  belong  to  both  boys: 

(a)  steady  as  a  clock 

( b )  he  lacked  speed 

( c )  he  was  the  best  pitcher  on  the  squad 

( d )  his  control  was  erratic 

( e )  he  was  afraid,  but  he  could  not  stop 

(/)  he  had  sacrificed  his  own  ambition  that  the  game  might  be  won 

(g)  he  thought  more  of  the  school  than  of  himself 
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3.  Describe  the  game.  What  strategy  won  the  game  for  Edmunds? 
Who  was  awarded  the  medal?  What  reasons  did  Ralph  give  for  insist¬ 
ing  that  the  medal  should  go  to  Larry? 

4.  It  has  been  said  that  the  very  beginnings  of  patriotism  lie  in 
our  games,  and  if  we  are  loyal  to  our  team  and  to  our  school,  wTe  shall 
be  loyal  to  our  town  and  to  our  country.  Show  how  belonging  to  a 
baseball  team  may  help  to  make  a  boy  or  girl  a  good  American  citizen. 

5.  Read  aloud : 

(a)  Lines  that  show  good  sportsmanship. 

( b )  Ralph’s  speech  when  he  was  chosen  for  the  winner. 

Which  boy  in  this  story  showed  the  greater  loyalty  to  a  high  ideal? 
Read  aloud  lines  to  support  your  choice.  Which  boy  do  you  think  had 
the  stronger  character?  Give  reasons  for  your  answer. 

6.  Discuss:  “We  believe  in  sport  as  a  maker  of  Americans.  The 
diamond  and  the  gridiron  are  melting-pots  and  teachers  of  American 
comradeship.  Parentage  may  differ.  Homes  may  retain  some  color  of 
the  past.  Out  in  the  fighting  field  there  is  only  America.” 

7.  Choose  one  of  the  following  quotations  for  a  talk  in  which  you 
bring  out  the  value  of  athletics  in  school  life : 

(a)  “Play  the  game  for  the  game  and  nothing  but  the  game.” 

( b )  “Hit  the  line  hard;  don’t  foul  and  don’t  shirk,  but  hit  the  line 
hard!” 

(c)  “Seek  first  the  kingdom  of  Out-of-Doors,  and  you  will  find  health 
and  pleasure  there.” 

( d )  “A  fair  field  and  no  favor.” 

8.  Make  your  own  definitions  of  the  following  baseball  terms.  Then 
refer  to  the  Glossary  to  see  if  your  meanings  are  correct :  outfielder, 
infielder,  inning,  grounder,  foul ,  hunter,  umpire. 

You  will  find  these  two  stories  interesting  for  recreational  reading: 
“The  Weakest  Link,”  Silvers,  and  “Skeeter,  the  Lightweight  Guard,” 
Lewis  (both  in  Child-Library  Leaders,  Book  Eight). 


DR.  GRENFELL,  LABRADOR  LIFE-SAVER 

Fullerton  Waldo 

Dr.  Grenfell’s  name  will  go  down  in  the  history  of  the  Labrador 
fisherfolk  as  one  who  has  brought  joy  and  health  to  them  in  their  lonely 
and  desolate  land.  You  will  enjoy  reading  some  true  stories  of  his 
thrilling  adventures,  told  by  himself  in  Adrift  on  an  Icepan  and  Off 
the  Bocks. 

Over  the  telegraph  line  from  Cape  Norman  to  St.  Anthony 
came  a  piteous  message  from  a  young  fisherman.  It  said  his 
wife  was  dying.  Dr.  Wilfred  Grenfell  telegraphed  back,  the 
message  running  something  like  this:  “My  assistant  has  gone 
off  with  the  dogs  to  answer  another  call.  Cannot  leave  my 
patients  at  the  hospital  and  cannot  get  any  dogs  until  he 
comes  back.” 

Then  another  message  came  from  the  distracted  husband: 
“Doctor,  my  wife  is  dying.  For  God’s  sake  find  another  team 
somewhere  and  come.” 

The  night  was  dark.  Dr.  Grenfell  stumbled  out  into  the 
blackness  to  hunt  for  dogs.  The  trail  to  Cape  Norman  is  very 
rough,  and  the  January  snow  was  deep.  The  wind  blowing 
over  it  threw  the  snow,  biting  and  blinding,  in  the  face  of 
anyone  who  attempted  the  trail. 

But  Dr.  Grenfell  did  not  hesitate.  From  house  to  house  he 
went,  to  rouse  the  occupants,  like  another  Paul  Revere,  and 
beg  for  dogs  that  he  might  use  on  the  desperate  journey. 

One  man  allowed  him  to  take  four.  Another,  for  pay,  gave 
him  a  fifth  animal.  A  boy  named  Walter  said  he  would  get 
four  more  dogs  and  wrould  drive  the  ill-assorted  team.  By 
that  time  it  was  midnight. 

“We’ll  start  at  four-thirty,”  said  the  doctor.  At  four-thirty 
it  would  still  be  pitch-black. 
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Dr.  Grenfell  went  back  to  the  hospital,  roused  the  head 
nurse,  and  went  to  every  patient  to  make  sure  that  while  he 
was  gone,  no  accident  would  happen  that  he  could  possibly 
prevent. 

At  four-thirty  he  was  ready  to  start.  Few  men  are  his  match 
for  staying  up  all  night  and  looking  as  fresh  as  a  mountain 
daisy  after  the  vigil. 

He  opened  the  door;  a  blizzard  swept  in  and  tried  to  rush 
him  off  his  feet.  Through  the  whirling  drift  staggered  Walter, 
dogless. 

“Where  are  those  dogs?”  asked  the  doctor.  He  expects  men 
to  keep  agreements  made  with  him.  He  couldn’t  get  through 
the  length  and  breadth  of  his  day’s  work  if  they  didn’t. 

Walter  shook  his  snow-covered  head.  “I  haven’t  brought 
them,  sir.  It’s  too  bad  a  night  to  be  starting  before  sunup. 
The  dogs  don’t  know  each  other;  they  come  from  here,  there, 
and  all  over.  They’ll  be  fighting  in  the  traces  and  eating  each 
other  up  in  the  dark.  We  should  be  able  to  see  them  in  order 
to  drive  them.  You  know  what  dogs  are  like,  sir.” 
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“Yes,  I  do,”  said  Grenfell.  “But  you’re  the  driver,  and  I 
leave  it  to  you.  We  must  get  off  as  soon  as  we  can.” 

Dr.  Grenfell  went  to  his  room  to  snatch  a  cat-nap  before 
the  start.  Another  telegram  woke  him  as  he  was  drowsing  off. 

“Come  along  soon.  Wife  worse.” 

The  storm,  instead  of  going  down,  was  more  violent  than 
ever  when  the  gray  day  came.  The  sun  was  not  seen  at  all. 
On  the  contrary,  the  air  was  filled  with  a  mad  whirl  of  pelting, 
stinging  flakes  almost  as  hard  as  Indian  arrowheads.  The  dogs 
would  be  no  good  in  the  teeth  of  such  a  storm — for  the  team¬ 
mates  who  work  with  a  will  are  those  that  are  best  acquainted, 
and  with  an  unknown  driver  this  team  suddenly  thrown 
together  would  have  pulled  as  many  different  ways  as  there 
were  fierce  and  headstrong  dogs.  They  would  be  at  each  other’s 
throats  before  they  were  out  of  sight  of  the  houses. 

As  he  waited,  walking  restlessly  up  and  down,  in  his  brown 
sweater  and  thick  leggings,  Dr.  Grenfell  was  disturbed  with 
the  picture  of  the  woman  fighting  for  life  till  help  should 
come  from  the  one  man  who  could  give  it. 

Still  another  telegram !  This  time  the  message  read :  “Come 
immediately  if  you  can.  Wife  still  holding  out.” 

Just  as  he  read  the  words,  there  were  voices  and  battering 
hands  at  the  door. 

Two  men,  white  as  Santa  Claus  from  head  to  foot,  staggered 
into  the  room,  with  the  wind  whooping  at  their  backs  as  if  in 
a  wild  anger  that  they  had  escaped  its  clutches. 

Dr.  Grenfell,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  the  brave  men  of  a 
hard  country,  fairly  gasped  wThen  he  saw  them. 

“Where  did  you  come  from?” 

“We  came  to  fetch  you,  sir,  for  the  sick  woman  at  Cape 
Norman.” 

“Do  you  think  dogs  can  get  me  there  now?”  the  doctor 
asked  anxiously. 

“No,  sir.  We  were  blown  here  most  of  the  way,  with  the 
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wind  at  our  backs.  The  dogs  can’t  make  head  against  it,  not 
till  the  wind  shifts  clean  round  the  other  way,  sir.” 

Ten  miles  of  their  journey  had  been  in  the  fairly  sheltered 
lee  of  the  land;  twenty  miles  had  been  before  the  pitiless  sweep 
of  the  wind  over  the  unprotected  sea-ice.  If  the  snow  had  not 
drifted  so  heavily,  they  would  have  been  borne  along  at  a 
pace  so  rapid  that  their  sled  would  have  been  wrecked. 

“When  wTas  it  you  left  Cape  Norman?”  was  the  doctor’s  next 
question. 

“Eight  o’clock  last  night,  sir.” 

So  they  had  been  coming  on  all  through  the  night,  without 
rest  or  food.  Yet  the  first  thing  they  had  done  when  the  sled 
stopped  at  last  before  Dr.  Grenfell’s  door  was  to  get  some¬ 
thing  for  their  dogs  to  eat.  Already  the  animals  lay  snug 
and  tranquil  in  a  drift,  as  if  it  were  a  feather-bed — sleeping 
the  sleep  of  good  dogs  who  have  done  their  work  and  earned 
their  daily  fish  heads  and  know  of  nothing  more  to  want  in 
this  life  or  the  next. 

The  doctor  patted  the  broad  shoulders  of  the  gaunt,  shy 
spokesman.  “Go  into  the  hospital  and  get  a  good,  big,  hot 
dinner,”  he  said.  “Then  go  to  bed.  We’ll  wake  you  when  it’s 
time  to  start.” 

But  after  dark — and  the  darkness  came  on  very  early — the 
two  troubled  men  were  at  Grenfell’s  door  again.  “We  couldn’t 
sleep,  sir,  for  thinkin’  of  the  woman.  We  have  got  another 
telegram  sayin’  please  to  hurry.  The  storm  is  not  so  bad  as 
it  was,  sir.  If  you  think  it  fit  to  start,  we’re  ready.” 

“Call  Walter,”  said  the  doctor. 

“We  have  called  him,  sir.  He’s  gettin’  the  dogs.  He’ll  be 
here  in  a  minute.” 

Grenfell  and  his  comrades  knew  that  the  lull  in  the  storm 
did  not  mean  the  end  of  it.  It  was  gathering  strength  and 
might  at  any  moment  break  loose  again  with  redoubled  fury. 
But  he — and  they — couldn’t  stand  waiting  any  longer.  They 
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must  go.  It  was  as  if  out  of  the  black  distances  they  heard 
the  thin,  far-off,  pleading  voice  of  the  sufferer  calling  to  them 
to  come  and  save  her. 

Their  first  task  was  to  get  across  the  harbor  of  St.  Anthony 
in  the  dark  and  the  eddying  snow.  They  had  their  snowshoes, 
but  in  spite  of  these  they  sank  to  their  knees  in  slush,  and  the 
two  dog-teams  floundered  and  half-swam.  The  team  from  Cape 
Norman  went  first,  to  encourage  the  others.  A  man  stumbled 
ahead  of  them  all,  to  break  out  a  footway.  Walter  trudged 
in  advance  of  the  rear  team,  with  Dr.  Grenfell  driving  an 
assortment  of  beasts  he  had  never  handled  before.  Only  a 
dog-driver  knows  what  that  means. 

Ascending  the  flank  of  the  hill  across  the  harbor,  they  found 
themselves  almost  overwhelmed  by  the  deep  snow,  with  more 
piling  down  from  above,  as  they  fought  their  way  foot  by  foot 
up  the  hill.  They  had  to  take  hold  of  the  sleds  and  lift  them 
to  help  the  dogs,  and  the  sweat  rolled  off  them  in  spite  of  the 
keen  bite  of  the  cold.  When  they  topped  the  rise  at  last,  the 
wind  struck  them  full  force,  so  that  their  loudest  shouts  could 
not  be  heard  in  the  roaring  onrush  of  the  wind.  The  slope 
was  a  steep  glaze  of  ice,  and  down  it  they  coasted,  running 
into  tree  trunks  and  rocks  that  threatened  to  wreck  the  sleds 
and  injure  the  dogs  and  men.  It  was  hardly  better  when  they 
reached  the  bottom.  Here  the  Bartlett  River  became  their 
necessary  roadway,  and  twice  Dr.  Grenfell  and  others  broke 
through  into  the  swirling  current  and  were  almost  carried 
away  to  be  drowned  under  the  ice. 

Downstream  they  battled  their  course — no  wonder  “Battle 
Harbor”  is  the  name  of  the  Labrador  inlet  not  far  away. 
It  is  a  battle  to  get  anywhere  in  winter  on  this  coast.  At 
half-past  one  in  the  morning  they  came  to  where  the  twenty- 
mile  stretch  of  sea-ice  began. 

After  that  experience  of  a  few  years  before  on  the  ice-pan, 
Dr.  Grenfell  would  not  have  been  to  blame  if  he  had  called  a 
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halt  and  said,  “No,  not  out  there!  Let  us  take  the  longest 
way  round,  by  the  shore,  and  be  safe.” 

But  that  has  never  been  his  way.  When  duty  calls,  he  takes 
the  air  line  to  the  scene  of  action.  So  it  was  on  this  awful  night. 
It  had  taken  six  hours  to  do  ten  miles.  The  sea  was  throwing 
the  ice  about  with  a  mighty  booming  and  crashing  like  the 
firing  of  cannon.  The  blizzard  stung  their  faces  and  lashed 
their  bodies.  Dr.  Grenfell  was  ready  to  dare  the  passage.  But 
the  men  who  came  for  him  would  not  have  it  so.  His  life 
was  precious  in  their  sight;  and  they  knew  what  its  preserva¬ 
tion  meant  to  all  that  helpless  lonesomeness  of  the  winter  coast. 

It  lacked  six  hours  to  daylight.  If  they  waited,  the  dogs 
would  not  freeze,  but  the  men  might  suffer,  and  perhaps  lose 
their  lives. 

But  the  rugged  pair  from  Cape  Norman  said  that  in  the 
preceding  fall  someone  had  put  a  “tilt” — a  log  refuge — in  the 
woods  near  by.  They  roved  about  until,  to  their  exceeding  joy, 
they  found  it. 

There  was  not  merely  a  shack  of  spruce-logs.  In  the  shelter 
there  was  a  stove,  and  beside  the  stove  was  a  pile  of  wood. 
It  is  the  habit  of  the  men  of  the  North  to  think  of  those  who 
come  after  them.  They  who  have  been  through  a  winter  under¬ 
stand  what  it  means  to  depend  on  others  and  have  others  depend 
on  them.  Those  who  do  not  play  the  game  in  that  generous, 
far-sighted  way  have  no  friends  and  are  despised  by  their 
neighbors. 

The  dogs  fell  asleep  in  the  snow.  One  of  the  Cape  Norman 
men  “bust  open”  the  river  with  his  ax  and  filled  the  kettle  for 
tea.  But  even  while  Dr.  Grenfell  was  fussing  with  the  knots 
of  the  dunnage  bag  to  get  out  the  tea  and  the  sugar,  he  heard 
his  comrade’s  pipe  fall  to  the  floor. 

Dr.  Grenfell  looked  up.  The  good  soul,  standing  erect,  was 
fast  asleep.  It  had  been  sixty  hours  since  he  had  slept,  and 
forty-eight  of  these  had  been  spent  on  that  terrible  trail  where 
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there  was  no  trail.  Flesh  and  blood  rebelled  at  last.  Even 
the  records  of  ambnlance-drivers  in  the  War  have  seldom 
equaled  such  endurance.  The  sleeper  was  roused  and  put  on 
the  bench.  He  tried  again  to  stuff  his  pipe  with  his  frightful 
rubbish  called  tobacco.  But  the  pipe  clattered  to  the  floor 
again;  he  was  dead  to  the  world;  his  snoring  shook  the  peace 
of  dreamland,  and  would  have  broken  the  glass  in  the  tilt  if 
there  had  been  any  glass  to  break. 

What  might  be  called  dawn  came  at  last,  but  with  it  the  snow 
returned  fast  and  thick  as  the  flies  and  mosquitos  of  a  Labra¬ 
dor  spring. 

The  snow  cut  off  their  view  of  the  sea,  but  they  heard  it 
roaring  as  though  possessed  of  all  the  devils. 

Over  that  roaring  there  seemed  to  come  to  their  ears  again 
the  still  small  voice  of  the  woman  in  misery — hopeful,  waiting 
for  them,  trusting  the  doctor  who  had  never  failed  her 
yet. 

They  were  not  the  sort  who  would  say  sea-ice  was  impassable, 
if  human  beings  and  dogs  could  traverse  it. 

But  examination  showed  that  there  was  no  way  over  the 
partly  frozen  sea. 

Greatly  against  their  will,  they  must  take  the  roundabout 
route  overland.  By  two  in  the  afternoon  the  ice  held  suffi¬ 
ciently  to  let  them  cross  to  Crow  Island,  and  there  they  tried 
to  boil  water  and  make  tea.  The  blizzard  defeated  them.  In 
the  blinding  snow,  they  set  their  course  by  the  compass,  and 
the  dogs  plunged  on.  They  said  nothing  to  the  dogs  after 
that,  but  allowed  them  to  follow  their  own  cold  noses.  The 
wonderful  beasts  took  them  straight  to  a  tiny  shore  village.  A 
short  dash  from  the  village,  and  the  long  run  was  over.  In  a 
jiffy  Dr.  Grenfell  had  out  the  surgical  instruments  and  put 
the  patient  under  ether.  Today  the  woman  is  not  merely  alive, 
but  she  is  in  the  best  of  health,  and  thinks  of  Dr.  Grenfell  as 
the  Greeks  used  to  think  of  a  god. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

In  1927  Dr.  Grenfell  was  knighted. 

“If  the  spirit  of  a  gentle  and  courageous  chivalry  be  the  qualification 
for  knighthood,  then  never  was  it  bestowed  more  worthily  in  modern 
times  than  when  conferred  on  Dr.  Wilfred  T.  Grenfell  of  Labrador. 

“The  occasion  of  Sir  Wilfred’s  knighting  was  the  opening  of  a  new 
hospital  at  St.  Anthony,  Newfoundland,  made  possible  by  the  devoted 
and  persistent  labors  of  this  great  Christian  surgeon  in  behalf  of  the 
fishermen  and  other  dwellers  on  the  Labrador  and  Newfoundland  coasts. 

“Grenfell’s  work  is  one  of  the  splendid  stories  of  our  day,  thrilling 
with  the  spirit  of  adventure,  inspiring  with  the  demonstration  of  faith 
in  man  and  faith  in  God,  beautiful  with  the  charm  of  an  utter  modesty 
and  unselfishness. 

“His  Britannic  majesty  has  made  many  knights  to  whom  the  title 
gave  distinction,  but  now  it  is  the  man  who  brings  distinction  to 
knighthood.”  * 

1.  Locate  on  the  map  on  page  293  the  scene  of  Dr.  Grenfell’s  work 
and  his  home  town,  St.  Anthony,  Newfoundland.  What  do  you  learn 
from  this  selection  about  the  nature  of  the  region  and  the  chief  occupa¬ 
tion  of  the  inhabitants?  What  modes  of  travel  does  Dr.  Grenfell  use? 

2.  What  difficulties  delayed  the  departure  of  Dr.  Grenfell  on  his 
journey  to  the  sick  patient? 

3.  Find  and  read  aloud  lines  that: 

(a)  Show  that  Dr.  Grenfell  is  humane. 

(b)  Show  him  to  be  unselfish  in  his  devotion  to  duty. 

(c)  Show  that  he  would  risk  his  own  life  in  the  service  of  others. 

4.  Do  you  think  Dr.  Grenfell  may  be  called  a  “hero  of  service”? 
Give  reasons  for  your  answer. 

5.  Make  a  brief  oral  report  on  one  of  the  following : 

(a)  “The  test  of  a  man’s  worth  to  his  community  is  the  service  he 
renders  it.” — Roosevelt 

(b)  Some  men  who  have  rendered  notable  service  to  my  community 
or  state 

The  interesting  story  of  the  service  of  Dr.  Grenfell  is  well  told  in 
the  following  books :  Doctor  Luke  of  the  Labrador,  Duncan ;  A  Lab¬ 
rador  Doctor,  Grenfell;  Grenfell:  Knight-Errant  of  the  North,  Waldo. 

♦From  an  editorial.  By  permission  of  The  Chicago  Evening  Post. 


THE  RED  CROSS  SPIRIT  SPEAKS 

John  Huston  Finley 

Wherever  war,  with  its  red  woes, 

Or  flood,  or  fire,  or  famine  goes, 

There,  too,  go  I; 

If  earth  in  any  quarter  quakes, 

Or  pestilence  its  ravage  makes, 

Thither  I  fly. 

I  go  wherever  men  may  dare, 

I  go  wherever  woman’s  care 
And  love  can  live — 

Wherever  strength  and  skill  can  bring 
Surcease  to  human  suffering 
Or  solace  give. 

The  cross  which  on  my  arm  I  wear, 

The  flag  which  o’er  my  breast  I  bear, 

Is  but  the  sign 

Of  what  you’d  sacrifice  for  him 
Who  suffers  on  the  hellish  rim 
Of  war’s  red  line. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Which  stanza  do  yon  think  best  expresses  the  spirit  of  the  Red 
Cross?  Give  reasons  for  yonr  choice. 

2.  Be  prepared  to  tell  the  class  of  some  instances  in  which  the  Red 
Cross  gave  valuable  aid  at  a  time  of  great  need;  for  example,  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi  Flood  Disaster  (1927). 

3.  Clara  Barton  organized  the  American  Red  Cross  Society.  You 
will  find  this  story  very  interestingly  told  in  Child-Library  Readers , 
Booh  Seven.  How  can  we  help  in  the  work  of  this  society? 
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KEEPING  FAITH  WITH  AMERICA 

Hildegarde  Hawthorne 

We  are  American.  Born  on  America’s  soil,  under  her  flag — 
we  belong  to  her.  You,  my  young  readers,  are  not  only  the  sons 
and  daughters  of  your  parents,  but  America’s  sons  and  daugh¬ 
ters.  And  not  only  do  you  belong  to  her,  but  she  is  yours. 
She  is  your  country.  God’s  country,  we  like  to  call  her,  loving 
her.  But  no  country  is  God’s  country  except  in  so  far  as  the 
citizens  of  that  country  serve  truth  and  beauty.  It  is  we,  all 
of  us  working  together,  who  make  America  fine  and  noble,  or 
base  and  ignoble.  Her  glory  is  in  our  hands,  her  well-being. 
She  gives  us  all  that  a  mother  can  give,  and  we  owe  her  in 
return  the  love  and  good  service  of  devoted  children. 

I  like  to  believe  that  each  one  of  you  takes  his  or  her  citizen¬ 
ship  seriously;  that  each  of  you  wants  to  keep  faith  with  your 
motherland,  to  do  things  freely  and  happily  for  her  sake  that 
will  help  to  make  her  great  and  good.  In  school  you  study 
her  past;  you  meet  the  heroes  who  built  her,  who  saved  her 
from  dangers,  who  spread  her  territory  from  sea  to  sea.  Per¬ 
haps  in  your  admiration  of  her  great  principles  and  her  great 
men  you  forget  that  after  all  it  is  the  mass  that  really  makes 
a  nation.  A  leader  is  useless  unless  he  has  followers.  The 
best  and  wisest  laws  are  mere  words  unless  they  are  upheld ; 
freedom,  unless  its  spirit  as  well  as  its  body  lives,  is  only 
slavery. 

It  is  the  many,  many  little  things  that  build  a  life  and  mark 
it.  It  is  the  way  you  behave  day  by  day  that  makes  you 
the  boy  or  girl  you  are.  And  it  is  the  million  little  things  that 
make  a  country. 

Perhaps  you  think  that  you,  who  are  not  yet  old  enough  to 
vote,  who  will  have  to  wait  years  before  you  can  take  an  actual 
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hand  in  managing  this  country  of  yours,  can  do  little  to  prove 
that  you  are  a  child  of  America,  that  you  love  her,  and  that 
you  mean  to  serve  her,  to  keep  faith  with  her  great  traditions. 
It  certainly  can’t  matter  much  to  America,  you  think,  what  you 
do  or  don’t  do. 

But  it  does.  It  matters  tremendously. 

If  you,  just  you ,  determine  to  do  anything  and  everything 
you  can  to  help  America,  to  show  your  love  for  her,  you  will  be 
surprised  to  see  how  much  there  is  for  you  to  do.  And  if  all 
your  comrades,  all  your  friends,  all  the  boys  and  girls  of  the 
country  do  the  same,  why,  you  will  begin  to  see  that  the  many 
millions  of  little  things  will  pile  up  into  a  very  great  thing.  And, 
much  as  this  daily  thought  and  heartfelt  service  mean,  they  lead 
to  even  greater  things  in  the  future,  because  you  are  training 
yourselves  to  be  real  citizens.  When  you  are  men  and  women, 
you  will  not  forget,  in  the  pressure  of  personal  life,  your  duty 
to  the  community  life.  America  wdll  be  close  to  you;  you  will 
already  have  helped  her.  And  you  will  not  lose  the  habit  of 
helping  her. 

But  wdiat  can  you  do,  you  ask? 

Let  me  take  a  small  instance  from  close  by. 

There  is  a  beautiful  lot  in  the  heart  of  the  towm  where  I  am 
living,  a  lovely  town.  Some  time,  many  months  ago,  the  man 
who  owns  this  lot  tore  down  the  building  on  it.  He  has  left 
in  that  lot  a  vast  pile  of  ugly  and  unhealthy  rubbish.  Week 
after  week  that  unsightly  mass  lies  there,  an  eyesore,  a  flytrap, 
a  mosquito-breeder.  The  entire  neighborhood  is  spoiled  by  it. 

If  this  man  had  trained  himself  as  a  boy  to  feel  responsible 
for  the  fair  name  of  America,  to  consider  himself  her  son,  glad 
to  serve  her,  he  wrould  not  have  left  a  portion  of  her  a  disgrace 
to  the  sight  and  a  menace  to  health.  If  he  had  been  one  of  a 
group  of  boys  and  girls  I  know  in  another  place,  a  village  in 
a  New  England  state,  he  wrould  have  done  his  part  for  the 
general  good. 

This  little  band  of  young  people  lived  in  a  pretty  village, 
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but  it  was  a  neglected  village.  There  was  a  broad  elm-shaded 
street  leading  to  an  old  meadow  or  green  that  wTas  surrounded 
by  magnificent  trees.  But  time  had  seen  this  meadow  degen¬ 
erate  into  a  dumping  ground;  it  was  littered  and  unkempt. 
These  boys  and  girls  set  themselves  the  task  of  cleaning  up  this 
green,  and  keeping  it  fit.  They  turned  an  ugly  spot  in  their 
town  into  its  chief  attraction.  What  is  more,  their  work  incited 
their  elders  to  help,  and  that  village  is  today  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  carefully  kept  places  in  the  land. 

These  children  were  good  patriots  and  are  likely  always 
to  be  so. 

Perhaps  you  cannot  find  such  an  opportunity  to  serve  your 
bit  of  America.  But  you  can  at  least  promise  yourselves  never 
to  desecrate  the  beauty  spots  of  America  by  littering  them 
with  rubbish  left  from  a  picnic  or  a  camp.  I  have  traveled 
over  almost  all  of  the  country,  and  in  many  of  the  most  beauti¬ 
ful  places  this  world  holds  I  have  seen  untidy  trash  ruining 
the  loveliness,  trash  left  by  people  who  didn’t  care  enough 
for  America  to  keep  from  polluting  her  rare  beauty.  In  Eng¬ 
land  and  Prance  the  people  love  their  land  too  well  to  insult 
her  in  such  a  fashion.  Shall  we  insult  the  land  we  love?  If 
we  do,  it  is  hard  to  believe  that  we  know  what  love  means. 

Once  America  was  covered  with  wild  life.  As  civilization 
spread,  much  of  the  wild  game  had  to  go.  Now  we  have  prac¬ 
tically  none.  Whole  species  have  been  wiped  out;  others  are 
threatened.  Yet  in  the  far  older  countries  abroad  game  flour¬ 
ishes;  venison,  grouse,  pheasant,  hare,  and  many  other  forms 
of  wild  life  are  so  plentiful  that  you  can  buy  them  in  the 
market,  delicious  additions  to  the  menu,  and  still  have  plenty 
left.  Why  have  we  no  game? 

Because  we  haven’t  cared.  Because  we  have  broken  all  the 
laws  of  conservation,  even  when  there  were  any.  Only  now  are 
we  beginning  to  remedy  this,  and  there  is  still  much  to  do.  The 
game  hog  still  threatens  extinction  to  many  species  of  birds 
and  beast. 
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If  you  truly  want  to  serve  your  country,  resolve  that  you  will 
join  heartily  in  all  conservation  programs.  Never  kill  a  bird 
or  a  wild  animal  out  of  season ;  never  kill  any  protected  creature. 
Do  not  fish  except  at  the  permitted  times,  do  not  keep  under¬ 
sized  fish.  Help  America  save  her  wild  life  and  increase  it. 

Boys  and  girls  are  already  doing  much  in  helping  to  restock 
streams  with  trout  and  other  fish,  and  to  feed  birds  and  small 
animals  during  severe  seasons.  If  you  are  living  where  you 
can  do  this  work,  do  it.  You  wTill  be  giving  true  service  to  your 
country,  keeping  faith  with  America.  Write  to  Washington, 
D.  C.,  or  to  your  State  Bureaus  for  advice  and  assistance  in 
the  matter,  and  it  will  be  gladly  given. 

As  with  animals  and  birds  and  fish,  so  too  with  trees  and 
wild  flowers.  America  once  had  the  grandest  forests  on  earth. 
Untold  damage  has  been  done  them;  willful,  criminal  wraste  has 
laid  entire  sections  desolate,  and  this  waste  still  continues.  Do 
all  you  can  to  stop  it.  Never,  in  camping  or  picnicking,  leave  a 
fire  burning  when  you  go.  Never  take  a  chance  with  a  fire  in  a 
dry  season.  Never  destroy  a  tree  needlessly.  More  than  this, 
in  vacation  times,  plant  trees.  The  Boy  Scouts  of  America  are 
doing  splendid  work  in  this  line,  but  a  great  deal  more  could 
be  done  by  any  boy  or  girl  living  in  a  rural  community.  Take 
hickory  nuts  and  walnuts  and  butternuts  with  you  on  tramps, 
and  plant  them.  Plant  pine  seeds,  acorns,  etc.  Some  townships 
are  giving  seedling  trees  to  people  who  can  plant  them  out.  If 
yours  is  a  neighborhood  where  such  trees  are  available,  offer 
your  services  to  plant  barren  hillsides  with  the  young  plants. 
Boys  and  girls  are  doing  these  things.  Be  one  of  them.  And 
the  same  with  our  wild  flowers.  Lovely,  fragrant,  helpless 
things,  many  are  going  forever  from  countless  localities, 
dragged  up  by  the  roots,  torn  from  the  branch,  often  left  to 
wither  after  being  picked.  If  there  is  a  society  in  your  neigh¬ 
borhood  for  the  conservation  of  wild  flowers,  join  it,  get  your 
friends  to  join  it.  If  there  isn’t  one,  try  to  form  one.  If  you 
can’t  do  that,  at  least  be  a  conserver  yourself.  This  applies 
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to  city  children  as  much  as,  or  more  than,  it  does  to  country 
children,  because  too  often  it  is  visitors  from  the  cities  who 
do  the  greatest  damage.  Refrain  from  picking  rare  flowers  at 
all,  and  pick  others  carefully,  leaving  plenty  to  seed  themselves 
when  the  time  comes.  Never  pull  up  the  roots  or  the  bulb, 
never  break  boughs  off  flowering  trees. 

America  is  sometimes  accused  of  being  the  worst-mannered 
country  in  the  world,  as  public  manners  go.  In  England  every¬ 
one  remarks  on  the  kindly  and  gracious  manners  of  the  public. 
It  is  a  pleasure  to  travel  in  public  conveyances  there,  to  move 
in  a  crowd.  But  America’s  manners  are  yours  and  mine.  We 
can  make  America  the  best-mannered  country  on  earth,  if  we 
choose.  Do  your  part.  Be  courteous  in  the  streets,  on  the  high¬ 
ways,  in  cars  and  trains  and  stations  and  theaters.  Courtesy 
is  a  desirable  attribute,  a  blessing  to  the  one  who  shows  it  and 
to  all  who  meet  it.  Many  of  you  will  travel  abroad.  Let  your 
behavior  be  such  that  the  rest  of  the  world  will  know  an 
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American  because  of  his  courtesy,  his  consideration  for  others, 
not  for  less  admirable  traits.  In  your  own  home  you  are  gentle 
and  polite,  because  you  love  your  home  and  its  people.  Be  the 
same  outside,  with  strangers,  because  you  love  your  country. 

Do  your  share,  too,  in  keeping  the  traffic  laws.  Many  persons 
die  every  year  all  over  these  United  States,  a  higher  percentage 
than  elsewhere,  even  allowing  for  the  greater  use  of  automo¬ 
biles.  Broken  laws  are  one  reason.  I  know  of  at  least  one  town 
where  the  Boy  Scouts  have  volunteered  as  traffic  officers  on 
certain  corners  where  children  cross  after  school.  There  were 
not  enough  police  to  guard  these  many  places,  and  careless 
drivers  had  caused  many  accidents.  The  boys  took  their  places 
in  the  center  of  the  streets,  after  learning  the  job  properly. 
There  have  been  no  accidents  since  they  took  hold.  Isn’t  that 
a  service  to  be  proud  of?  It  costs  these  boys  precious  vacation 
hours,  but  they  do  it  for  love  of  country.  You  can  do  your 

share  if  you  want  to,  even  if  all  you  do  is  to  keep  the  law 

carefully. 

Athletics  has  a  part  in  the  lives  of  most  boys  and  girls.  And 
in  the  contests  and  the  games  of  school  and  college  there  is 

a  vast  opportunity  to  develop  those  traits  that  will  make  of 

you  a  tine  citizen,  one  that  America  can  count  on. 

Clean  athletics  make  for  clean  individuals.  The  importance 
of  a  game  is  not  the  winning  of  it,  but  the  playing  of  it.  If 
you  are  content  to  win  at  any  cost,  to  use  what  are  called  “dirty 
tactics,”  you  are  giving  yourself  the  worst  possible  training  in 
citizenship.  You  are  learning  the  code  of  the  cheap  politician, 
the  time-server,  the  man  who  will  sell  his  country  for  a  mess 
of  pottage.  If  you  learn  honor,  good  faith,  and  true  sports¬ 
manship,  and  practice  these,  then  later  in  business,  in  politics, 
in  your  general  life,  you  will  keep  the  faith,  you  will  serve 
your  country  honestly,  meet  your  responsibilities  fairly.  If 
you  play  for  profit,  for  personal  gain  instead  of  for  the  game 
itself,  you  are  throwing  away  one  of  the  greatest  opportunities 
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of  your  youth  to  gain  the  best  type  of  training  in  fine  ideals 
and  high  civic  value.  America  stands  high  in  the  field  of  true 
sportsmanship.  Do  your  share  to  uphold  this  standing,  to 
improve  upon  it. 

These  are  some  of  the  ways  in  which  you  can  show  your  love 
of  America  and  keep  your  faith  with  her.  America  is  a  free 
country,  and  that  means  that  her  fate  is  in  your  hands,  in  my 
hands,  in  the  hands  of  us  all,  to  make  or  mar.  An  autocrat 
can  force  his  subjects  to  do  what  he  thinks  is  best  for  the 
country.  If  he  is  a  good  and  great  man,  he  can  secure  won¬ 
derful  results,  for  he  is  responsible,  and  he  has  the  power.  But 
we  are  a  free  people,  and  the  responsibility,  the  power,  belongs 
to  us  all.  It  is  our  job  to  keep  America  great  and  noble  and 
free.  Promise  yourself  to  do  your  share,  to  do  whatever  offers. 
As  you  growr  older,  your  opportunities  to  serve  her  will  increase. 
But  the  training  you  give  yourself  now  you  can  get  at  no  other 
time  of  your  life.  You  are  America  in  the  making. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  After  carefully  reading  this  selection,  make  a  statement  of  not 
more  than  three  lines  defining  an  American.  Are  all  people  who  live 
in  America  true  Americans?  Give  reasons  for  your  answer.  How  can 
you  make  America  yours?  How  may  you  be  guilty  of  making  America 
suffer  ? 

2.  Give  four  reasons  why  you  are  proud  of  your  own  community; 
what  improvements  would  you  like  to  see  made?  Talk  this  over  in  class 
and  make  plans  for  the  needed  improvement. 

3.  Choose  five  sentences  from  this  story  that  would  make  good  rules 
to  follow  in  your  play.  For  example: 

(a)  “The  importance  of  a  game  is  not  the  winning  of  it,  but  the 
playing  of  it.” 

4.  Find  five  suggestions  made  by  the  author  of  this  selection  to  boys 
and  girls  who  wish  to  become  good  citizens.  For  example : 

(a)  “Never  kill  a  bird  or  a  wild  animal  out  of  season;  never  kill  any 
protected  creature.” 
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5.  Interpret  the  following  sentences  for  the  class : 

(a)  “A  leader  is  useless  unless  he  has  followers.” 

(b)  “Shall  we  insult  the  land  we  love?” 

(c)  “In  the  contests  and  the  games  of  school  and  college  there  is  a 
vast  opportunity  to  develop  those  traits. that  will  make  of  you 
a  fine  citizen,  one  that  America  can  count  on.” 

6.  What  organizations  do  you  have  in  your  school  and  community 
which  help  to  conserve  and  protect  nature? 

7.  Who  really  makes  a  nation?  In  what  ways  can  a  boy  or  girl  of 
your  age  assist  in  the  making  of  America?  What  are  you  actually 
doing  to  make,  protect,  and  conserve  America? 

8.  The  following  topics  will  provide  interesting  material  for  your 
oral  or  written  English  lesson: 

(а)  Our  national  forest  preserves 

(б)  National  parks  of  America 

(c)  Saving  the  birds 

( d )  Saving  the  wild  flowers 

( e )  The  advantages  of  a  clean  town 

(/)  How  Boy  Scouts  may  serve  their  country 

( g )  Girl  Scouts  or  Camp  Fire  Girls  as  citizens  of  America 

( h )  Some  enemies  which  we  must  fight  in  times  of  peace  if  we  would 
“keep  faith  with  America” 

(i)  The  spirit  of  sticking  together  and  working  together  for  the 
common  good 

(j)  Love  of  the  beautiful  in  life,  in  the  home,  in  the  town,  in  the 
nation 


A  BACKWARD  LOOK 


Through  all  the  ages  heroic  men  and  women  have 
been  ready  to  sacrifice  their  very  lives  to  uphold  what 
they  believed  to  be  right  and  true.  We,  who  live  today  and 
enjoy  privileges  which  generations  past  fought  and  bled 
for,  do  well  to  consider  the  sacrifices  back  of  our  in¬ 
heritance. 

Both  Leonidas  and  Arnold  Winkelried  helped  to  win  a 
victory  they  did  not  live  to  see.  What  admirable  qualities 
did  they  show?  How  does  the  last  stanza  of  “Warren’s 
Address  at  the  Battle  of  Bunker  Hill”  apply  to  these 
patriots  ? 

What  country  did  each  of  the  following  fight  for : 
Leonidas,  Arnold  Winkelried,  Robert  the  Bruce,  Joan  of 
Arc,  General  Warren?  Which  ones  sacrificed  their  lives? 

What  great  writer  told  about  Scotland’s  struggle  for 
freedom?  What  did  he  call  his  book?  Do  you  think  his 
remark  (page  244)  showed  that  he  understood  children’s 
taste  in  books?  What  American  wrote  about  America’s 
struggle  for  freedom?  What  is  the  title  of  his  book? 

You  have  heard  that  “The  pen  is  mightier  than  the 
sword” ;  how  about  the  power  of  Patrick  Henry’s  oratory  ? 

State  one  interesting  fact  about  each  of  the  following : 
Leonidas,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  Clara 
Barton,  Dr.  Wilfred  T.  Grenfell? 

Do  you  feel  that  Larry  Mason  deserved  the  medal? 
What  do  national  organizations  like  Boy  Scouts,  Girl 
Scouts,  Camp  Fire  Girls,  and  Junior  Red  Cross  do  to  foster 
good  citizenship  and  ideals  of  service  among  their  mem¬ 
bers?  What  is  your  class  doing  to  improve  conditions  in 
your  school  or  neighborhood?  The  youths  of  Athens  took 
an  oath:  “To  transmit  this  city  not  less,  but  better  and 
more  beautiful  than  it  was  transmitted  to  us.” 
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O  beautiful  for  spacious  skies, 

For  amber  waves  of  grain, 

For  purple  mountain  majesties 
Above  the  fruited  plain! 

America!  America! 

God  shed  His  grace  on  thee, 

And  crown  thy  good  with  brotherhood 
From  sea  to  shining  sea! 
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herica  is  a  land  so  large  that  it  is  difficult  for  us  to 


£ Jl  know  our  country — its  people,  its  products,  its 
scenery.  A  boy  brought  up  in  Kansas  may  think  that 
the  whole  United  States  is  made  up  of  wheat  fields.  The 
native  of  Montana  may  think  his  country  consists  only  of 
ranches  and  huge  mountains;  the  New  Englander  may 
conclude  that  the  United  States  is  made  up  of  manufac¬ 
turing  towns  and  stony  farms;  the  Southerner  may  fancy 
that  this  is  a  land  of  orange  groves  and  cotton  fields. 

Our  geographies  and  our  travels  help  us  to  know  our 
country ;  but  though  we  can  name  the  products  and  indus¬ 
tries  of  every  part  of  America,  it  is  nevertheless  difficult 
for  us  to  appreciate  the  physical  differences  in  our  land. 
It  is  even  more  difficult  for  us  to  understand  the  differ¬ 
ences  in  the  people  and  the  way  they  live.  Besides  these 
differences,  there  are  the  changes  time  has  made ;  we  must 
know  the  past,  but  in  no  other  land  is  it  so  impossible  for 
the  citizen  to  imagine  what  his  country  was  a  century  ago. 

But  there  are  people  who  ask  only  for  the  privilege  of 
interpreting  our  country  for  us.  They  are  our  writers ;  for 
writers  have  keener  insight  than  the  rest  of  us.  They  are 
especially  able  to  make  us  understand  other  people,  and 
people  are  harder  to  understand  than  plains  or  mountains. 
Great  poets  and  story-tellers  are  waiting,  in  this  section  of 
your  book,  to  tell  you  more  about  America ;  they  will  bring 
to  you  legends  from  the  past,  glimpses  of  Americans  at 
work,  tributes  from  Americans  to  their  own  country,  and  a 
group  of  stories  showing  how  Americans  see  the  humorous 
side  of  life.  Here,  then,  is  your  opportunity  for  better 
acquaintance  with  America. 
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THE  GREAT  STONE  FACE 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne 

The  following  paragraph,  found  in  Hawthorne’s  notes,  written  long 
before  he  finished  the  story,  gives  the  plot  as  the  author  planned  to 
develop  it:  “The  semblance  of  a  human  face  to  be  formed  on  the  side 
of  a  mountain,  or  in  the  fracture  of  a  small  stone,  by  a  freak  of 
nature.  The  face  is  an  object  of  curiosity  for  years  or  centuries,  and 
by  and  by  a  boy  is  born  whose  features  gradually  assume  the  aspect  of 
that  portrait.  At  some  critical  juncture  the  resemblance  is  found  to  be 
perfect.  A  prophecy  may  be  connected.”  As  you  read  the  story, 
notice  whether  Hawthorne  followed  the  plot  as  he  originally  planned 
it.  Turn  to  the  Notes  and  Questions,  pages  336-337,  and  read  the  first 
paragraph  to  learn  how  “The  Great  Stone  Face,”  a  typical  short  story, 
is  constructed. 

One  afternoon,  when  the  sun  was  going  down,  a  mother  and 
her  little  boy  sat  at  the  door  of  their  cottage,  talking  about  the 
Great  Stone  Face.  They  had  but  to  lift  their  eyes,  and  there  it 
was  plainly  to  be  seen,  though  miles  away,  with  the  sunshine 
brightening  all  its  features. 

And  what  was  the  Great  Stone  Face? 

Embosomed  amongst  a  family  of  lofty  mountains,  there  was 
a  valley  so  spacious  that  it  contained  many  thousand  inhabi¬ 
tants.  Some  of  these  good  people  dwelt  in  log  huts,  with  the 
black  forest  all  around  them,  on  the  steep  and  difficult  hillsides. 
Others  had  their  homes  in  comfortable  farmhouses,  and  culti¬ 
vated  the  rich  soil  on  the  gentle  slopes  or  level  surfaces  of  the 
valley.  Others,  again,  were  congregated  into  populous  villages, 
where  some  wild,  highland  rivulet,  tumbling  down  from  its 
birthplace  in  the  upper  mountain  region,  had  been  caught  and 
tamed  by  human  cunning,  and  compelled  to  turn  the  machinery 
of  cotton  factories.  The  inhabitants  of  this  valley,  in  short,  were 
numerous,  and  of  many  modes  of  life.  But  all  of  them,  grown 
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people  and  children,  had  a  kind  of  familiarity  with  the  Great 
Stone  Face,  although  some  possessed  the  gift  of  distinguishing 
this  grand  natural  phenomenon  more  perfectly  than  many  of 
their  neighbors. 

The  Great  Stone  Face,  then,  was  a  work  of  Nature  in  her 
mood  of  majestic  playfulness,  formed  on  the  perpendicular  side 
of  a  mountain  by  some  immense  rocks  which  had  been  thrown 
together  in  such  a  position  as,  when  viewed  at  a  proper  dis¬ 
tance,  precisely  to  resemble  the  features  of  the  human  coun¬ 
tenance.  It  seemed  as  if  an  enormous  giant,  or  a  Titan,  had 
sculptured  his  own  likeness  on  the  precipice.  There  was  the 
broad  arch  of  the  forehead,  a  hundred  feet  in  height;  the  nose, 
with  its  long  bridge;  and  the  vast  lips,  which,  if  they  could 
have  spoken,  would  have  rolled  their  thunder  accents  from  one 
end  of  the  valley  to  the  other.  True  it  is,  that  if  the  spectator 
approached  too  near,  he  lost  the  outline  of  the  gigantic  visage, 
and  could  discern  only  a  heap  of  ponderous  and  gigantic  rocks, 
piled  in  chaotic  ruin  one  upon  another.  Retracing  his  steps, 
however,  the  wondrous  features  would  again  be  seen;  and  the 
farther  he  withdrew  from  them,  the  more  like  a  human  face, 
with  all  its  original  divinity  intact,  did  they  appear;  until,  as 
it  grew  dim  in  the  distance,  with  the  clouds  and  glorified  vapor 
of  the  mountains  clustering  about  it,  the  Great  Stone  Face 
seemed  positively  to  be  alive. 

It  was  a  happy  lot  for  children  to  grow  up  to  manhood  or 
womanhood  with  the  Great  Stone  Face  before  their  eyes,  for 
all  the  features  were  noble;  and  the  expression  was  at  once 
grand  and  sweet,  as  if  it  were  the  glow  of  a  vast,  warm  heart, 
that  embraced  all  mankind  in  its  affections,  and  had  room  for 
more.  It  was  an  education  only  to  look  at  it.  According  to  the 
belief  of  many  people,  the  valley  owed  much  of  its  fertility  to 
this  benign  aspect  that  was  continually  beaming  over  it,  illu¬ 
minating  the  clouds,  and  infusing  its  tenderness  into  the  sun¬ 
shine. 
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As  we  began  with  saying,  a  mother  and  her  little  boy  sat  at 
their  cottage-door,  gazing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face,  and  talking 
about  it.  The  child’s  name  was  Ernest. 

“Mother,”  said  he,  while  the  titanic  visage  smiled  on  him, 
“I  wish  that  it  could  speak,  for  it  looks  so  very  kindly  that  its 
voice  must  needs  be  pleasant.  If  I  were  to  see  a  man  with  such 
a  face,  I  should  love  him  dearly.” 

“If  an  old  prophecy  should  come  to  pass,”  answered  his 
mother,  “we  may  see  a  man,  some  time  or  other,  with  exactly 
such  a  face  as  that.” 

“What  prophecy  do  you  mean,  dear  mother  ?”  eagerly  inquired 
Ernest.  “Pray  tell  me  all  about  it!” 

So  his  mother  told  him  a  story  that  her  own  mother  had  told 
to  her,  when  she  herself  was  younger  than  little  Ernest ;  a  story, 
not  of  things  that  were  past,  but  of  what  was  yet  to  come;  a 
story,  nevertheless,  so  very  old  that  even  the  Indians  who  for¬ 
merly  inhabited  this  valley  had  heard  it  from  their  forefathers, 
to  whom,  as  they  affirmed,  it  had  been  murmured  by  the  moun¬ 
tain  streams,  and  whispered  by  the  wind  among  the  tree-tops. 
The  purport  was,  that,  at  some  future  day,  a  child  should  be 
born  hereabouts,  who  was  destined  to  become  the  greatest  and 
noblest  personage  of  his  time,  and  whose  countenance,  in  man¬ 
hood,  should  bear  an  exact  resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face. 
Not  a  few  old-fashioned  people,  and  young  ones  likewise,  in  the 
ardor  of  their  hopes,  still  cherished  an  enduring  faith  in  this 
old  prophecy.  But  others,  who  had  seen  more  of  the  world,  had 
watched  and  waited  till  they  were  weary,  and  had  beheld  no 
man  with  such  a  face,  nor  any  man  that  proved  to  be  much 
greater  or  nobler  than  his  neighbors,  concluded  it  to  be  nothing 
but  an  idle  tale.  At  all  events,  the  great  man  of  the  prophecy 
had  not  yet  appeared. 

“0  mother,  dear  mother!”  cried  Ernest,  clapping  his  hands 
above  his  head,  “I  do  hope  that  I  shall  live  to  see  him !” 

His  mother  was  an  affectionate  and  thoughtful  woman,  and 
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felt  that  it  was  wisest  not  to  discourage  the  generous  hopes  of 
her  little  boy.  So  she  only  said  to  him,  “Perhaps  you  may.” 

And  Ernest  never  forgot  the  story  that  his  mother  told  him. 
It  was  always  in  his  mind,  whenever  he  looked  upon  the  Great 
Stone  Face.  He  spent  his  childhood  in  the  log  cottage  where 
he  was  born,  and  was  dutiful  to  his  mother,  and  helpful  to  her 
in  many  things,  assisting  her  much  with  his  little  hands,  and 
more  with  his  loving  heart.  In  this  manner,  from  a  happy,  yet 
often  pensive  child,  he  grew  up  to  be  a  mild,  quiet,  unobtrusive 
boy,  and  sun-browned  with  labor  in  the  fields,  but  with  more 
intelligence  brightening  his  aspect  than  is  seen  in  many  lads 
who  have  been  taught  at  famous  schools.  Yet  Ernest  had  had 
no  teacher,  save  only  that  the  Great  Stone  Face  became  one  to 
him.  When  the  toil  of  the  day  was  over,  he  would  gaze  at  it  for 
hours,  until  he  began  to  imagine  that  those  vast  features  recog¬ 
nized  him  and  gave  him  a  smile  of  kindness  and  encouragement, 
responsive  to  his  own  look  of  veneration.  We  must  not  take 
upon  us  to  affirm  that  this  was  a  mistake,  although  the  Face 
may  have  looked  no  more  kindly  at  Ernest  than  at  all  the  world 
besides.  But  the  secret  was  that  the  boy’s  tender  and  confiding 
simplicity  discerned  what  other  people  could  not  see;  and  thus 
the  love,  which  was  meant  for  all,  became  his  peculiar  portion. 

About  this  time  there  went  a  rumor  throughout  the  valley 
that  the  great  man,  foretold  from  ages  long  ago,  who  was  to 
bear  a  resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face,  had  appeared  at 
last.  It  seems  that,  many  years  before,  a  young  man  had 
migrated  from  the  valley  and  settled  at  a  distant  seaport,  where, 
after  getting  together  a  little  money,  he  had  set  up  as  a  shop¬ 
keeper.  His  name — but  I  could  never  learn  whether  it  was  his 
real  one,  or  a  nickname  that  had  grown  out  of  his  habits  and 
success  in  life — was  Gathergold.  Being  shrewd  and  active  and 
endowed  by  Providence  with  that  inscrutable  faculty  which 
develops  itself  in  what  the  world  calls  luck,  he  became  an 
exceedingly  rich  merchant  and  owner  of  a  whole  fleet  of  bulky- 
bottomed  ships.  All  the  countries  of  the  globe  appeared  to  join 
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hands  for  the  mere  purpose  of  adding  heap  after  heap  to  the 
mountainous  accumulation  of  this  one  man’s  wealth.  The  cold 
regions  of  the  north,  almost  within  the  gloom  and  shadow  of 
the  Arctic  Circle,  sent  him  their  tribute  in  the  shape  of  furs; 
hot  Africa  sifted  for  him  the  golden  sands  of  her  rivers  and 
gathered  up  the  ivory  tusks  of  her  great  elephants  out  of  the 
forests ;  the  East  came  bringing  him  the  rich  shawls  and  spices, 
and  teas,  and  the  effulgence  of  diamonds,  and  the  gleaming 
purity  of  large  pearls.  The  ocean,  not  to  be  behindhand  with 
the  earth,  yielded  up  her  mighty  whales,  that  Mr.  Gathergold 
might  sell  their  oil,  and  make  a  profit  on  it.  Be  the  original 
commodity  what  it  might,  it  was  gold  within  his  grasp.  It  might 
be  said  of  him,  as  of  Midas  in  the  fable,  that  whatever  he 
touched  with  his  finger  immediately  glistened,  and  grew  yellow, 
and  was  changed  at  once  into  sterling  metal,  or,  which  suited 
him  still  better,  into  piles  of  coin.  And,  when  Mr.  Gathergold 
had  become  so  very  rich  that  it  would  have  taken  him  a  hun¬ 
dred  years  only  to  count  his  wealth,  he  bethought  himself  of 
his  native  valley,  and  resolved  to  go  back  thither,  and  end  his 
days  where  he  was  born.  With  this  purpose  in  view,  he  sent  a 
skillful  architect  to  build  him  such  a  palace  as  should  be  fit  for 
a  man  of  his  vast  wealth  to  live  in. 

As  I  have  said  above,  it  had  already  been  rumored  in  the 
valley  that  Mr.  Gathergold  had  turned  out  to  be  the  prophetic 
personage  so  long  and  vainly  looked  for,  and  that  his  visage 
was  the  perfect  and  undeniable  similitude  of  the  Great  Stone 
Face.  People  were  the  more  ready  to  believe  that  this  must 
needs  be  the  fact  when  they  beheld  the  splendid  edifice  that 
rose,  as  if  by  enchantment,  on  the  site  of  his  father’s  old 
weatherbeaten  farmhouse.  The  exterior  was  of  marble,  so  daz- 
zlingly  white  that  it  seemed  as  though  the  whole  structure  might 
melt  away  in  the  sunshine,  like  those  humbler  ones  which  Mr. 
Gathergold,  in  his  young  playdays,  before  his  fingers  were 
gifted  with  the  touch  of  transmutation,  had  been  accustomed 
to  build  of  snow.  It  had  a  richly  ornamented  portico,  supported 
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by  tall  pillars,  beneath  which  was  a  lofty  door,  studded  with 
silver  knobs,  and  made  of  a  kind  of  variegated  wood  that  had 
been  brought  from  beyond  the  sea.  The  windows,  from  the  floor 
to  the  ceiling  of  each  stately  apartment,  were  composed,  respec¬ 
tively,  of  but  one  enormous  pane  of  glass,  so  transparently  pure 
that  it  was  said  to  be  a  finer  medium  than  even  the  vacant 
atmosphere.  Hardly  anybody  had  been  permitted  to  see  the 
interior  of  this  palace ;  but  it  was  reported,  and  with  good  sem¬ 
blance  of  truth,  to  be  far  more  gorgeous  than  the  outside,  inso¬ 
much  that  whatever  was  iron  or  brass  in  other  houses  was  silver 
or  gold  in  this;  and  Mr.  Gathergold’s  bed-chamber,  especially, 
made  such  a  glittering  appearance  that  no  ordinary  man  would 
have  been  able  to  close  his  eyes  there.  But,  on  the  other  hand, 
Mr.  Gathergold  was  now  so  inured  to  wealth  that  perhaps  he 
could  not  have  closed  his  eyes  unless  where  the  gleam  of  it  was 
certain  to  find  its  way  beneath  his  eyelids. 

In  due  time  the  mansion  was  finished;  next  came  the  uphol¬ 
sterers,  with  magnificent  furniture ;  then,  a  whole  troop  of  black 
and  white  servants,  the  harbingers  of  Mr.  Gathergold,  who,  in 
his  own  majestic  person,  was  expected  to  arrive  at  sunset.  Our 
friend  Ernest,  meanwhile,  had  been  deeply  stirred  by  the  idea 
that  the  great  man,  the  noble  man,  the  man  of  prophecy,  after 
so  many  ages  of  delay,  was  at  length  to  be  made  manifest  to  his 
native  valley.  He  knew,  boy  as  he  was,  that  there  were  a  thou¬ 
sand  ways  in  which  Mr.  Gathergold,  with  his  vast  wealth,  might 
transform  himself  into  an  angel  of  beneficence,  and  assume  a 
control  over  human  affairs  as  wide  and  benignant  as  the  smile 
of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  Full  of  faith  and  hope,  Ernest 
doubted  not  that  what  the  people  said  was  true,  and  that  now 
he  was  to  behold  the  living  likeness  of  those  wondrous  features 
on  the  mountain-side.  While  the  boy  was  still  gazing  up  the 
valley,  and  fancying,  as  he  always  did,  that  the  Great  Stone 
Face  returned  his  gaze  and  looked  kindly  at  him,  the  rumbling 
of  wheels  was  heard,  approaching  swiftly  along  the  wind¬ 
ing  road. 
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“Here  he  comes  !”  cried  a  group  of  people  who  were  assembled 
to  witness  the  arrival.  “Here  comes  the  great  Mr.  Gathergold  !” 

A  carriage,  drawn  by  four  horses,  dashed  round  the  turn  of 
the  road.  Within  it,  thrust  partly  out  of  the  window,  appeared 
the  physiognomy  of  the  old  man,  with  a  skin  as  yellow  as  if  his 
own  Midas-hand  had  transmuted  it.  He  had  a  low  forehead, 
small,  sharp  eyes,  puckered  about  with  innumerable  wrinkles, 
and  very  thin  lips,  which  he  made  still  thinner  by  pressing 
them  forcibly  together. 

“The  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face!”  shouted  the 
people.  “Sure  enough,  the  old  prophecy  is  true;  and  here  we 
have  the  great  man  come,  at  last!” 

And,  what  greatly  perplexed  Ernest,  they  seemed  actually  to 
believe  that  here  was  the  likeness  which  they  spoke  of.  By  the 
roadside  there  chanced  to  be  an  old  beggar-woman  and  two 
little  beggar-children,  stragglers  from  some  far-off  region,  who, 
as  the  carriage  rolled  onward,  held  out  their  hands  and  lifted 
up  their  doleful  voices,  most  piteously  beseeching  charity.  A 
yellow  claw — the  very  same  that  had  clawed  together  so  much 
wealth — poked  itself  out  of  the  coach-window  and  dropped 
some  copper  coins  upon  the  ground;  so  that,  though  the  great 
man’s  name  seems  to  have  been  Gathergold,  he  might  just  as 
suitably  have  been  nicknamed  Scattercopper.  Still,  neverthe¬ 
less,  with  an  earnest  shout,  and  with  as  much  good  faith  as 
ever,  the  people  bellowed: 

“He  is  the  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face!” 

But  Ernest  turned  sadly  from  the  wrinkled  shrewdness  of 
that  sordid  visage,  and  gazed  up  the  valley,  where,  amid  a 
gathering  mist,  gilded  by  the  last  sunbeams,  he  could  still  dis¬ 
tinguish  those  glorious  features  which  had  impressed  themselves 
into  his  soul.  Their  aspect  cheered  him.  What  did  the  benign 
lips  seem  to  say? 

“He  will  come !  Fear  not,  Ernest ;  the  man  will  come !” 

The  years  went  on,  and  Ernest  ceased  to  be  a  boy.  He  had 
grown  to  be  a  young  man  now.  He  attracted  little  notice  from 
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the  other  inhabitants  of  the  valley ;  for  they  saw  nothing 
remarkable  in  his  way  of  life,  save  that,  when  the  labor  of  the 
day  was  over,  he  still  loved  to  go  apart  and  gaze  and  meditate 
upon  the  Great  Stone  Face.  According  to  their  idea  of  the 
matter,  it  was  a  folly,  indeed,  but  pardonable,  inasmuch  as 
Ernest  was  industrious,  kind,  and  neighborly,  and  neglected 
no  duty  for  the  sake  of  indulging  this  idle  habit.  They  knew 
not  that  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  become  a  teacher  to  him, 
and  that  the  sentiment  which  was  expressed  in  it  would  enlarge 
the  young  man’s  heart,  and  fill  it  with  wider  and  deeper  sym¬ 
pathies  than  other  hearts.  They  knew  not  that  thence  would 
come  a  better  wisdom  than  could  be  learned  from  books,  and  a 
better  life  than  could  be  molded  on  the  defaced  example  of 
other  human  lives.  Neither  did  Ernest  know  that  the  thoughts 
and  affections  which  came  to  him  so  naturally,  in  the  fields  and 
at  the  fireside,  and  wherever  he  communed  with  himself,  were 
of  a  higher  tone  than  those  which  all  men  shared  with  him.  A 
simple  soul — simple  as  when  his  mother  first  taught  him  the 
old  prophecy — he  beheld  the  marvelous  features  beaming  adown 
the  valley,  and  still  wondered  that  their  human  counterpart  was 
so  long  in  making  his  appearance. 

By  this  time  poor  Mr.  Gathergold  was  dead  and  buried;  and 
the  oddest  part  of  the  matter  was  that  his  wealth,  which  was 
the  body  and  spirit  of  his  existence,  had  disappeared  before  his 
death,  leaving  nothing  of  him  but  a  living  skeleton,  covered 
over  with  a  wrinkled,  yellow  skin.  Since  the  melting  away  of 
his  gold,  it  had  been  very  generally  conceded  that  there  was  no 
such  striking  resemblance,  after  all,  betwixt  the  ignoble  fea¬ 
tures  of  the  ruined  merchant  and  that  majestic  face  upon  the 
mountain-side.  So  the  people  ceased  to  honor  him  during  his 
lifetime,  and  quietly  consigned  him  to  forgetfulness  after  his 
decease.  Once  in  a  while,  it  is  true,  his  memory  was  brought 
up  in  connection  with  the  magnificent  palace  which  he  had 
built,  and  which  had  long  ago  been  turned  into  a  hotel  for 
the  accommodation  of  strangers,  multitudes  of  whom  came, 
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every  summer,  to  visit  that  famous  natural  curiosity,  the  Great 
Stone  Face.  Thus,  Mr.  Gathergold  being  discredited  and 
thrown  into  the  shade,  the  man  of  prophecy  was  yet  to  come. 

It  so  happened  that  a  native-born  son  of  the  valley,  many 
years  before,  had  enlisted  as  a  soldier,  and,  after  a  great  deal 
of  hard  fighting,  had  now  become  an  illustrious  commander. 
Whatever  he  may  be  called  in  history,  he  was  known  in  camps 
and  on  the  battlefield  under  the  nickname  of  Old  Blood-and- 
Thunder.  This  war-worn  veteran,  being  now  infirm  with  age 
and  wounds,  and  weary  of  the  turmoil  of  a  military  life,  and 
of  the  roll  of  the  drum  and  the  clangor  of  the  trumpet,  that 
had  so  long  been  ringing  in  his  ears,  had  lately  signified  a 
purpose  of  returning  to  his  native  valley,  hoping  to  find  repose 
where  he  remembered  to  have  left  it.  The  inhabitants,  his 
old  neighbors  and  their  grown-up  children,  were  resolved  to 
welcome  the  renowned  warrior  with  a  salute  of  cannon  and 
a  public  dinner;  and  all  the  more  enthusiastically,  it  being 
affirmed  that  now,  at  last,  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone 
Face  had  actually  appeared.  An  aide-de-camp  of  Old  Blood- 
and-Thunder,  traveling  through  the  valley,  was  said  to  have 
been  struck  with  the  resemblance.  Moreover,  the  schoolmates 
and  early  acquaintances  of  the  general  were  ready  to  testify, 
on  oath,  that,  to  the  best  of  their  recollection,  the  aforesaid 
general  had  been  exceedingly  like  the  majestic  image,  even 
when  a  boy,  only  that  the  idea  had  never  occurred  to  them  at 
that  period.  Great,  therefore,  was  the  excitement  throughout  the 
valley;  and  many  people,  who  had  never  once  thought  of  glanc¬ 
ing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face  for  years  before,  now  spent  their 
time  in  gazing  at  it,  for  the  sake  of  knowing  exactly  how  Gen¬ 
eral  Blood-and-Thunder  looked. 

On  the  day  of  the  great  festival  Ernest  and  all  the  other 
people  of  the  valley  left  their  work  and  proceeded  to  the  spot 
where  the  sylvan  banquet  was  prepared.  As  he  approached, 
the  loud  voice  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Battleblast  was  heard,  beseeching 
a  blessing  on  the  good  things  set  before  them,  and  on  the  dis- 
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tinguished  friend  of  peace  in  whose  honor  they  were  assembled. 
The  tables  were  arranged  in  a  cleared  space  of  the  woods,  shut 
in  by  the  surrounding  trees,  except  where  a  vista  opened  east¬ 
ward  and  afforded  a  distant  view  of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  Over 
the  general’s  chair,  which  was  a  relic  from  the  home  of  Wash¬ 
ington,  there  was  an  arch  of  verdant  boughs,  with  the  laurel 
profusely  intermixed,  and  surmounted  by  his  country’s  banner, 
beneath  which  he  had  won  his  victories.  Our  friend  Ernest 
raised  himself  on  his  tiptoes,  in  hopes  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the 
celebrated  guest ;  but  there  was  a  mighty  crowd  about  the  tables 
anxious  to  hear  the  toasts  and  speeches,  and  to  catch  any  word 
that  might  fall  from  the  general  in  reply;  and  a  volunteer 
company,  doing  duty  as  a  guard,  pricked  ruthlessly  with  their 
bayonets  at  any  particularly  quiet  person  among  the  throng. 
So  Ernest,  being  of  an  unobtrusive  character,  was  thrust  quite 
into  the  background,  where  he  could  see  no  more  of  Old  Blood- 
and-Thunder’s  physiognomy  than  if  it  had  been  still  blazing 
on  the  battlefield.  To  console  himself,  he  turned  toward  the 
Great  Stone  Face,  which,  like  a  faithful  and  long-remembered 
friend,  looked  back  and  smiled  upon  him  through  the  vista  of 
the  forest.  Meanwhile,  however,  he  could  overhear  the  remarks 
of  various  individuals,  who  were  comparing  the  features  of  the 
hero  with  the  face  on  the  distant  mountain-side. 

“  ’Tis  the  same  face,  to  a  hair !”  cried  one  man,  cutting  a 
caper  for  joy. 

“Wonderfully  like,  that’s  a  fact!”  responded  another. 

“Like !  why,  I  call  it  Old  Blood-and-Thunder  himself,  in  a 
monstrous  looking-glass!”  cried  a  third.  “And  why  not?  He’s 
the  greatest  man  of  this  or  any  other  age,  beyond  a  doubt.” 

And  then  all  three  of  the  speakers  gave  a  great  shout,  which 
communicated  electricity  to  the  crowd,  and  called  forth  a  roar 
from  a  thousand  voices,  that  went  reverberating  for  miles  among 
the  mountains,  until  you  might  have  supposed  that  the  Great 
Stone  Face  had  poured  its  thunder-breath  into  the  cry.  All 
these  comments  and  this  vast  enthusiasm  served  the  more  to 
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interest  our  friend;  nor  did  he  think  of  questioning  that  now, 
at  length,  the  mountain-visage  had  found  its  human  counter¬ 
part.  It  is  true,  Ernest  had  imagined  that  this  long-looked-for 
personage  would  appear  in  the  character  of  a  man  of  peace, 
uttering  wisdom,  and  doing  good,  and  making  people  happy. 
But,  taking  an  habitual  breadth  of  view,  with  all  his  simplicity, 
he  contended  that  Providence  should  choose  its  own  method  of 
blessing  mankind,  and  could  conceive  that  this  great  end  might 
be  effected  even  by  a  warrior  and  a  bloody  sword,  should  inscru¬ 
table  wisdom  see  fit  to  order  matters  so. 

“The  general !  The  general !”  was  now  the  cry.  “Hush ! 
Silence !  Old  Blood-and-Thunder’s  going  to  make  a  speech.” 

Even  so ;  for,  the  cloth  being  removed,  the  general’s  health 
had  been  drunk,  amid  shouts  of  applause,  and  he  now  stood 
upon  his  feet  to  thank  the  company.  Ernest  saw  him.  There 
he  was,  over  the  shoulders  of  the  crowd,  from  the  two  glittering 
epaulets  and  embroidered  collar  upward,  beneath  the  arch  of 
green  boughs  with  intertwined  laurel,  and  the  banner  drooping 
as  if  to  shade  his  brow!  And  there,  too,  visible  in  the  same 
glance,  through  the  vista  of  the  forest,  appeared  the  Great 
Stone  Face !  And  was  there,  indeed,  such  a  resemblance  as  the 
crowd  had  testified?  Alas,  Ernest  could  not  recognize  it!  He 
beheld  a  war-worn  and  weather-beaten  countenance,  full  of 
energy,  and  expressive  of  an  iron  will;  but  the  gentle  wisdom, 
the  deep,  broad,  tender  sympathies,  were  altogether  wanting 
in  Old  Blood-and-Thunder’s  visage ;  and  even  if  the  Great  Stone 
Face  had  assumed  his  look  of  stern  command,  the  milder  traits 
would  still  have  tempered  it. 

“This  is  not  the  man  of  prophecy,”  sighed  Ernest  to  himself, 
as  he  made  his  way  out  of  the  throng.  “And  must  the  world 
wait  longer  yet?” 

The  mists  had  congregated  about  the  distant  mountain-side, 
and  there  were  seen  the  grand  and  awful  features  of  the  Great 
Stone  Face,  awful  but  benignant,  as  if  a  mighty  angel  were 
sitting  among  the  hills,  and  enrobing  himself  in  a  cloud-vesture 
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of  gold  and  purple.  As  he  looked,  Ernest  could  hardly  believe 
hut  that  a  smile  beamed  over  the  whole  visage,  with  a  radiance 
still  brightening,  although  without  motion  of  the  lips.  It  was 
probably  the  effect  of  the  western  sunshine,  melting  through 
the  thinly  diffused  vapors  that  had  swept  between  him  and  the 
object  that  he  gazed  at.  But — as  it  always  did — the  aspect  of 
his  marvelous  friend  made  Ernest  as  hopeful  as  if  he  had  never 
hoped  in  vain. 

“Fear  not,  Ernest,”  said  his  heart,  even  as  if  the  Great  Face 
were  whispering  to  him — “fear  not,  Ernest;  he  will  come.” 

More  years  sped  swiftly  and  tranquilly  away.  Ernest  still 
dwelt  in  his  native  valley,  and  was  now  a  man  of  middle  age. 
By  imperceptible  degrees,  he  had  become  known  among  the 
people.  Now,  as  heretofore,  he  labored  for  his  bread,  and  was 
the  same  simple-hearted  man  that  he  had  always  been.  But 
he  had  thought  and  felt  so  much,  he  had  given  so  many  of  the 
best  hours  of  his  life  to  unworldly  hopes  for  some  great  good 
to  mankind,  that  it  seemed  as  though  he  had  been  talking  with 
the  angels  and  had  imbibed  a  portion  of  their  wisdom  unawares. 
It  was  visible  in  the  calm  and  well-considered  beneficence  of 
his  daily  life,  the  quiet  stream  of  which  had  made  a  wide  green 
margin  all  along  its  course.  Not  a  day  passed  by  that  the  world 
was  not  the  better  because  this  man,  humble  as  he  was,  had 
lived.  He  never  stepped  aside  from  his  own  path,  yet  would 
always  reach  a  blessing  to  his  neighbor.  Almost  involuntarily, 
too,  he  had  become  a  preacher.  The  pure  and  high  simplicity 
of  his  thought,  which,  as  one  of  its  manifestations,  took  shape 
in  the  good  deeds  that  dropped  silently  from  his  hand,  flowed 
also  forth  in  speech.  He  uttered  truths  that  wrought  upon  and 
molded  the  lives  of  those  who  heard  him.  His  auditors,  it  may 
be,  never  suspected  that  Ernest,  their  own  neighbor  and  familiar 
friend,  was  more  than  an  ordinary  man ;  least  of  all  did  Ernest 
himself  suspect  it;  but,  inevitably  as  the  murmur  of  a  rivulet, 
came  thoughts  out  of  his  mouth  that  no  other  human  lips 
had  spoken. 
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When  the  people’s  minds  had  had  a  little  time  to  cool,  they 
were  ready  enough  to  acknowledge  their  mistake  in  imagining 
a  similarity  between  General  Blood-and-Thunder’s  truculent 
physiognomy  and  the  benign  visage  on  the  mountain-side.  But 
now,  again,  there  were  reports  and  many  paragraphs  in  the 
newspapers,  affirming  that  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face 
had  appeared  upon  the  broad  shoulders  of  a  certain  eminent 
statesman.  He,  like  Mr.  Gathergold  and  Old  Blood-and-Thun- 
der,  was  a  native  of  the  valley,  but  had  left  it  in  his  early 
days,  and  taken  up  the  trades  of  law  and  politics.  Instead  of 
the  rich  man’s  wealth  and  the  warrior’s  sword,  he  had  but  a 
tongue,  and  it  was  mightier  than  both  together.  So  wonder¬ 
fully  eloquent  was  he  that  whatever  he  might  choose  to  say, 
his  auditors  had  no  choice  but  to  believe  him;  wrong  looked 
like  right,  and  right  like  wrong;  for  when  it  pleased  him,  he 
could  make  a  kind  of  illuminated  fog  with  his  mere  breath,  and 
obscure  the  natural  daylight  with  it.  His  tongue,  indeed,  was 
a  magic  instrument:  sometimes  it  rumbled  like  the  thunder; 
sometimes  it  warbled  like  the  sweetest  music.  It  was  the  blast 
of  war — the  song  of  peace;  and  it  seemed  to  have  a  heart  in 
it,  wffien  there  was  no  such  matter.  In  good  truth,  he  was  a 
wondrous  man ;  and  when  his  tongue  had  acquired  him  all  other 
imaginable  success — when  it  had  been  heard  in  halls  of  state, 
and  in  the  courts  of  princes  and  potentates — after  it  had  made 
him  known  all  over  the  world,  even  as  a  voice  crying  from 
shore  to  shore — it  finally  persuaded  his  countrymen  to  select 
him  for  the  presidency.  Before  this  time — indeed,  as  soon  as 
he  began  to  grow  celebrated — his  admirers  had  found  out  the 
resemblance  between  him  and  the  Great  Stone  Face ;  and  so 
much  were  they  struck  by  it,  that  throughout  the  country  this 
distinguished  gentleman  was  known  by  the  name  of  Old  Stony 
Phiz.  The  phrase  was  considered  as  giving  a  highly  favorable 
aspect  to  his  political  prospects. 

While  his  friends  w^ere  doing  their  best  to  make  him  presi- 
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dent,  Old  Stony  Phiz,  as  he  was  called,  set  out  on  a  visit  to  the 
valley  where  he  was  born.  Of  course,  he  had  no  other  object 
than  to  shake  hands  with  his  fellow-citizens,  and  neither  thought 
nor  cared  about  any  effect  which  his  progress  through  the  coun¬ 
try  might  have  upon  the  election.  Magnificent  preparations 
were  made  to  receive  the  illustrious  statesman;  a  cavalcade  of 
horsemen  set  forth  to  meet  him  at  the  boundary  line  of  the 
state,  and  all  the  people  left  their  business  and  gathered  along 
the  wayside  to  see  him  pass.  Among  these  was  Ernest.  Though 
more  than  once  disappointed,  as  we  have  seen,  he  had  such  a 
hopeful  and  confiding  nature  that  he  was  always  ready  to 
believe  in  whatever  seemed  beautiful  and  good.  He  kept  his 
heart  continually  open,  and  thus  was  sure  to  catch  the  blessing 
from  on  high  when  it  should  come.  So  now  again,  as  buoyantly 
as  ever,  he  went  forth  to  behold  the  likeness  of  the  Great 
Stone  Face. 

The  cavalcade  came  prancing  along  the  road,  with  a  great 
clattering  of  hoofs  and  a  mighty  cloud  of  dust,  which  rose  up 
so  dense  and  high  that  the  visage  of  the  mountain-side  was 
completely  hidden  from  Ernest's  eyes.  All  the  great  men  of 
the  neighborhood  were  there  on  horseback :  militia  officers,  in 
uniform;  the  member  of  Congress;  the  sheriff  of  the  county; 
the  editors  of  newspapers ;  and  many  a  farmer,  too,  had  mounted 
his  patient  steed,  with  his  Sunday  coat  upon  his  back.  It  really 
was  a  very  brilliant  spectacle,  especially  as  there  were  numer¬ 
ous  banners  flaunting  over  the  cavalcade,  on  some  of  which 
were  gorgeous  portraits  of  the  illustrious  statesman  and  the 
Great  Stone  Face,  smiling  familiarly  at  one  another,  like  two 
brothers.  If  the  pictures  were  to  be  trusted,  the  mutual  resem¬ 
blance,  it  must  be  confessed,  was  marvelous.  We  must  not 
forget  to  mention  that  there  was  a  band  of  music,  which  made 
the  echoes  of  the  mountains  ring  and  reverberate  with  the  loud 
triumph  of  its  strains;  so  that  airy  and  soul-thrilling  melodies 
broke  out  among  all  the  heights  and  hollows,  as  if  every  nook 
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of  his  native  valley  had  found  a  voice  to  welcome  the  distin¬ 
guished  guest.  But  the  grandest  effect  was  when  the  far-off 
mountain  precipice  flung  back  the  music;  for  then  the  Great 
Stone  Face  itself  seemed  to  be  swelling  the  triumphant  chorus, 
in  acknowledgment  that,  at  length,  the  man  of  prophecy  was 
come. 

All  this  while  the  people  were  throwing  up  their  hats  and 
shouting  with  enthusiasm  so  contagious  that  the  heart  of  Ernest 
kindled  up,  and  he  likewise  threw  up  his  hat  and  shouted,  as 
loudly  as  the  loudest,  “Huzza  for  the  great  man!  Huzza  for 
Old  Stony  Phiz !”  But  as  yet  he  had  not  seen  him. 

“Here  he  is,  now !”  cried  those  who  stood  near  Ernest.  “There ! 
There !  Look  at  Old  Stony  Phiz  and  then  at  the  Old  Man  of 
the  Mountain,  and  see  if  they  are  not  as  like  as  two  twin 
brothers !” 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  gallant  array  came  an  open  barouche, 
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drawn  by  four  white  horses;  and  in  the  barouche,  with  his 
massive  head  uncovered,  sat  the  illustrious  statesman,  Old  Stony 
Phiz  himself. 

“Confess  it,”  said  one  of  Ernest’s  neighbors  to  him;  “the 
Great  Stone  Face  has  met  its  match  at  last !” 

Now,  it  must  be  owned  that,  at  his  first  glimpse  of  the  coun¬ 
tenance  which  was  bowing  and  smiling  from  the  barouche, 
Ernest  did  fancy  that  there  was  a  resemblance  between  it  and 
the  old  familiar  face  upon  the  mountain-side.  The  brow,  with 
its  massive  depth  and  loftiness,  and  all  the  other  features, 
indeed,  were  boldly  and  strongly  hewn,  as  if  in  emulation  of 
a  more  than  heroic,  of  a  titanic  model.  But  the  sublimity  and 
stateliness,  the  grand  expression  of  a  divine  sympathy,  that 
illuminated  the  mountain  visage  and  etherealized  its  ponderous 
granite  substance  into  spirit,  might  here  be  sought  in  vain. 
Something  had  been  originally  left  out  or  had  departed.  And 
therefore  the  marvelously  gifted  statesman  had  always  a  weary 
gloom  in  the  deep  caverns  of  his  eyes,  as  of  a  child  that  has 
outgrown  its  playthings  or  a  man  of  mighty  faculties  and 
little  aims,  whose  life,  with  all  its  high  performances,  wTas  vague 
and  empty,  because  no  high  purpose  had  endowed  it  with 
reality. 

Still,  Ernest’s  neighbor  was  thrusting  his  elbow  into  his  side, 
and  pressing  him  for  an  answer. 

“Confess !  confess !  is  not  he  the  very  picture  of  your  Old 
Man  of  the  Mountain?” 

“No!”  said  Ernest,  bluntly,  “I  see  little  or  no  likeness.” 

“Then  so  much  the  worse  for  the  Great  Stone  Face !”  answered 
his  neighbor;  and  again  he  set  up  a  shout  for  Old  Stony  Phiz. 

But  Ernest  turned  away,  melancholy,  and  almost  despondent ; 
for  this  was  the  saddest  of  his  disappointments,  to  behold  a 
man  who  might  have  fulfilled  the  prophecy,  and  had  not  willed 
to  do  so.  Meantime,  the  cavalcade,  the  banners,  the  music,  and 
the  barouches  swept  past  him,  with  the  vociferous  crowd  in 
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the  rear,  leaving  the  dust  to  settle  down  and  the  Great  Stone 
Face  to  be  revealed  again,  with  the  grandeur  that  it  had  worn 
for  untold  centuries. 

“Lo,  here  I  am,  Ernest !”  the  benign  lips  seemed  to  say.  “I 
have  waited  longer  than  thou,  and  am  not  yet  weary.  Fear  not ; 
the  man  will  come.” 

The  years  hurried  onward,  treading  in  their  haste  on  one 
another’s  heels.  And  now  they  began  to  bring  white  hairs,  and 
scatter  them  over  the  head  of  Ernest ;  they  made  reverend  wrin¬ 
kles  across  his  forehead  and  furrows  in  his  cheeks.  He  was  an 
aged  man.  But  not  in  vain  had  he  grown  old :  more  than  the 
white  hairs  on  his  head  were  the  sage  thoughts  in  his  mind; 
his  wrinkles  and  furrows  were  inscriptions  that  Time  had 
graved,  and  in  which  he  had  written  legends  of  wisdom  that 
had  been  tested  by  the  tenor  of  a  life.  And  Ernest  had  ceased 
to  be  obscure.  Unsought  for,  undesired,  had  come  the  fame 
which  so  many  seek,  and  made  him  known  in  the  great  world, 
beyond  the  limits  of  the  valley  in  which  he  had  dwelt  so  quietly. 
College  professors,  and  even  the  active  men  of  cities,  came  from 
far  to  see  and  converse  with  Ernest;  for  the  report  had  gone 
abroad  that  this  simple  husbandman  had  ideas  unlike  those  of 
other  men,  not  gained  from  books,  but  of  a  higher  tone — a 
tranquil  and  familiar  majesty,  as  if  he  had  been  talking  with 
the  angels  as  his  daily  friends.  Whether  it  were  sage,  states¬ 
man,  or  philanthropist,  Ernest  received  these  visitors  with  the 
gentle  sincerity  that  had  characterized  him  from  boyhood,  and 
spoke  freely  with  them  of  whatever  came  uppermost,  or  lay 
deepest  in  his  heart  or  their  own.  While  they  talked  together, 
his  face  would  kindle,  unawares,  and  shine  upon  them,  as  with 
a  mild  evening  light.  Pensive  with  the  fullness  of  such  discourse, 
his  guests  took  leave  and  went  their  way;  and  passing  up  the 
valley,  paused  to  look  at  the  Great  Stone  Face,  imagining  that 
they  had  seen  its  likeness  in  a  human  countenance,  but  could 
not  remember  where. 
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While  Ernest  had  been  growing  up  and  growing  old,  a  bounti¬ 
ful  Providence  had  granted  a  new  poet  to  this  earth.  He,  like¬ 
wise,  was  a  native  of  the  valley,  but  had  spent  the  greater  part 
of  his  life  at  a  distance  from  that  romantic  region,  pouring 
out  his  sweet  music  amid  the  bustle  and  din  of  cities.  Often, 
however,  did  the  mountains  which  had  been  familiar  to  him  in 
his  childhood  lift  their  snowy  peaks  into  the  clear  atmosphere 
of  his  poetry.  Neither  was  the  Great  Stone  Face  forgotten, 
for  the  poet  had  celebrated  it  in  an  ode,  which  was  grand  enough 
to  have  been  uttered  by  its  own  majestic  lips.  This  man  of 
genius,  we  may  say,  had  come  down  from  heaven  with  wonder¬ 
ful  endowments.  If  he  sang  of  a  mountain,  the  eyes  of  all  man¬ 
kind  beheld  a  mightier  grandeur  reposing  on  its  breast,  or 
soaring  to  its  summit,  than  had  before  been  seen  there.  If  his 
theme  were  a  lovely  lake,  a  celestial  smile  had  now  been  thrown 
over  it,  to  gleam  forever  on  its  surface.  If  it  were  the  vast  old 
sea,  even  the  deep  immensity  of  its  dread  bosom  seemed  to  swell 
the  higher,  as  if  moved  by  the  emotions  of  the  song.  Thus  the 
world  assumed  another  and  a  better  aspect  from  the  hour  that 
the  poet  blessed  it  with  his  happy  eyes.  The  Creator  had 
bestowed  him,  as  the  last  best  touch  to  his  own  handiwork.  Cre¬ 
ation  was  not  finished  till  the  poet  came  to  interpret,  and  so 
complete  it. 

The  effect  was  no  less  high  and  beautiful  when  his  human 
brethren  were  the  subject  of  his  verse.  The  man  or  woman,  sor¬ 
did  with  the  common  dust  of  life,  who  crossed  his  daily  path, 
and  the  little  child  who  played  in  it,  were  glorified  if  he  beheld 
them  in  his  mood  of  poetic  faith.  He  showed  the  golden  links 
of  the  great  chain  that  intertwined  them  with  an  angelic  kin¬ 
dred;  he  brought  out  the  hidden  traits  of  a  celestial  birth  that 
made  them  worthy  of  such  kin.  Some,  indeed,  there  were  who 
thought  to  show  the  soundness  of  their  judgment  by  affirming 
that  all  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  the  natural  world  existed 
only  in  the  poet’s  fancy.  Let  such  men  speak  for  themselves, 
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who  undoubtedly  appear  to  have  been  spawned  forth  by  Nature 
with  a  contemptuous  bitterness;  she  having  plastered  them  up 
out  of  her  refuse  stuff,  after  all  the  swine  were  made.  As 
respects  all  things  else,  the  poet’s  ideal  was  the  truest  truth. 

The  songs  of  this  poet  found  their  way  to  Ernest.  He  read 
them  after  his  customary  toil,  seated  on  the  bench  before  his 
cottage-door,  where  for  such  a  length  of  time  he  had  filled  his 
repose  with  thought  by  gazing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face.  And 
now  as  he  read  stanzas  that  caused  the  soul  to  thrill  within  him, 
he  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  vast  countenance  beaming  on  him  so 
benignantly. 

“0  majestic  friend,”  he  murmured,  addressing  the  Great 
Stone  Face,  “is  not  this  man  worthy  to  resemble  thee?” 

The  Face  seemed  to  smile,  but  answered  not  a  word. 

Now  it  happened  that  the  poet,  though  he  dwelt  so  far  away, 
had  not  only  heard  of  Ernest,  but  had  meditated  much  upon 
his  character,  until  he  deemed  nothing  so  desirable  as  to  meet 
this  man,  whose  untaught  wisdom  walked  hand  in  hand  with 
the  noble  simplicity  of  his  life.  One  summer  morning,  therefore, 
he  took  passage  by  the  railroad,  and,  in  the  decline  of  the 
afternoon,  alighted  from  the  cars  at  no  great  distance  from 
Ernest’s  cottage.  The  great  hotel,  which  had  formerly  been 
the  palace  of  Mr.  Gathergold,  was  close  at  hand,  but  the  poet, 
with  his  carpetbag  on  his  arm,  inquired  at  once  where  Ernest 
dwelt,  and  was  resolved  to  be  accepted  as  his  guest. 

Approaching  the  door,  he  there  found  the  good  old  man, 
holding  a  volume  in  his  hand,  which  alternately  he  read,  and 
then,  with  a  finger  between  the  leaves,  looked  lovingly  at  the 
Great  Stone  Face. 

“Good-evening,”  said  the  poet.  “Can  you  give  a  traveler  a 
night’s  lodging?” 

“Willingly,”  answered  Ernest;  and  then  he  added,  smiling, 
“Methinks  I  never  saw  the  Great  Stone  Face  look  so  hospitably 
at  a  stranger.” 
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The  poet  sat  down  on  the  bench  beside  him,  and  he  and  Ernest 
talked  together.  Often  had  the  poet  held  intercourse  with  the 
wittiest  and  the  wisest,  but  never  before  with  a  man  like  Ernest, 
whose  thoughts  and  feelings  gushed  up  with  such  a  natural 
freedom,  and  who  made  great  truths  so  familiar  by  his  simple 
utterance  of  them.  Angels,  as  had  been  so  often  said,  seemed 
to  have  wrought  with  him  at  his  labor  in  the  fields;  angels 
seemed  to  have  sat  with  him  by  the  fireside ;  and  dwelling  with 
angels  as  friend  with  friends,  he  had  imbibed  the  sublimity  of 
their  ideas,  and  imbued  it  with  the  sweet  and  lowly  charm  of 
household  words.  So  thought  the  poet.  And  Ernest,  on  the 
other  hand,  was  moved  and  agitated  by  the  living  images  which 
the  poet  flung  out  of  his  mind,  and  which  peopled  all  the  air 
about  the  cottage  door  with  shapes  of  beauty,  both  gay  and 
pensive.  The  sympathies  of  these  two  men  instructed  them  with 
a  profounder  sense  than  either  could  have  attained  alone.  Their 
minds  accorded  into  one  strain,  and  made  delightful  music 
which  neither  of  them  could  have  claimed  as  all  his  own,  nor 
distinguished  his  own  share  from  the  other’s.  They  led  one 
another,  as  it  were,  into  a  high  pavilion  of  their  thoughts,  so 
remote,  and  hitherto  so  dim,  that  they  had  never  entered  it 
before,  and  so  beautiful  that  they  desired  to  be  there  always. 

As  Ernest  listened  to  the  poet,  he  imagined  that  the  Great 
Stone  Face  was  bending  forward  to  listen,  too.  He  gazed 
earnestly  into  the  poet’s  glowing  eyes. 

“Who  are  you,  my  strangely  gifted  guest?”  he  said. 

The  poet  laid  his  finger  on  the  volume  that  Ernest  had  been 
reading. 

“You  have  read  these  poems,”  said  he.  “You  know  me,  then, 
for  I  wrote  them.” 

Again,  and  still  more  earnestly  than  before,  Ernest  examined 
the  poet’s  features;  then  turned  toward  the  Great  Stone  Face; 
then  back,  wfith  an  uncertain  aspect,  to  his  guest.  But  his 
countenance  fell;  he  shook  his  head,  and  sighed. 
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“Wherefore  are  you  sad?”  inquired  the  poet. 

“Because,”  replied  Ernest,  “all  through  life  I  have  awaited 
the  fulfillment  of  a  prophecy;  and,  when  I  read  these  poems, 
I  hoped  that  it  might  be  fulfilled  in  you.” 

“You  hoped,”  answered  the  poet,  faintly  smiling,  “to  find  in 
me  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  And  you  are  disap¬ 
pointed,  as  formerly  with  Mr.  Gathergold,  and  Old  Blood-and- 
Thunder,  and  Old  Stony  Phiz.  Yes,  Ernest,  it  is  my  doom. 
You  must  add  my  name  to  the  illustrious  three,  and  record 
another  failure  of  your  hopes.  For — in  shame  and  sadness  do 
I  speak  it,  Ernest — I  am  not  worthy  to  be  typified  by  yonder 
benign  and  majestic  image.” 

“And  why?”  asked  Ernest.  He  pointed  to  the  volume.  “Are 
not  those  thoughts  divine?” 

“They  have  a  strain  of  the  Divinity,”  replied  the  poet.  “You 
can  hear  in  them  the  far-off  echo  of  a  heavenly  song.  But  my 
life,  dear  Ernest,  has  not  corresponded  with  my  thought.  I 
have  had  grand  dreams,  but  they  have  been  only  dreams, 
because  I  have  lived — and  that,  too,  by  my  own  choice — among 
poor  and  mean  realities.  Sometimes  even — shall  I  dare  to  say 
it? — I  lack  faith  in  the  grandeur,  the  beauty,  and  the  goodness, 
which  my  own  works  are  said  to  have  made  more  evident  in 
nature  and  in  human  life.  Why,  then,  pure  seeker  of  the  good 
and  true,  shouldst  thou  hope  to  find  me  in  yonder  image  of 
the  divine?” 

The  poet  spoke  sadly,  and  his  eyes  were  dim  with  tears.  So, 
likewise,  were  those  of  Ernest. 

At  the  hour  of  sunset,  as  had  long  been  his  frequent  custom, 
Ernest  was  to  discourse  to  an  assemblage  of  the  neighboring 
inhabitants  in  the  open  air.  He  and  the  poet,  arm  in  arm,  still 
talking  together  as  they  went  along,  proceeded  to  the  spot.  It 
was  a  small  nook  among  the  hills,  with  a  gray  precipice  behind, 
the  stern  front  of  which  was  relieved  by  the  pleasant  foliage 
of  many  creeping  plants  that  made  a  tapestry  for  the  naked 
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rock  by  hanging  their  festoons  from  all  its  rugged  angles.  At 
a  small  elevation  above  the  ground,  set  in  a  rich  framework  of 
verdure,  there  appeared  a  niche,  spacious  enough  to  admit  a 
human  figure,  with  freedom  for  such  gestures  as  spontaneously 
accompany  earnest  thought  and  genuine  emotion.  Into  this 
natural  pulpit  Ernest  ascended,  and  threw  a  look  of  familiar 
kindness  around  upon  his  audience.  They  stood,  or  sat,  or 
reclined  upon  the  grass,  as  seemed  good  to  each,  with  the  depart¬ 
ing  sunshine  falling  obliquely  over  them  and  mingling  its  sub¬ 
dued  cheerfulness  with  the  solemnity  of  a  grove  of  ancient  trees, 
beneath  and  amid  the  boughs  of  which  the  golden  rays  were 
constrained  to  pass.  In  another  direction  was  seen  the  Great 
Stone  Face,  with  the  same  cheer,  combined  with  the  same 
solemnity,  in  its  benignant  aspect. 

Ernest  began  to  speak,  giving  to  the  people  of  what  was  in 
his  heart  and  mind.  His  words  had  power,  because  they 
accorded  with  his  thoughts;  and  his  thoughts  had  reality  and 
depth,  because  they  harmonized  with  the  life  which  he  had 
always  lived.  It  was  not  mere  breath  that  this  preacher  uttered ; 
they  were  the  words  of  life,  because  a  life  of  good  deeds  and 
holy  love  was  melted  into  them.  Pearls,  pure  and  rich,  had 
been  dissolved  into  this  precious  draft.  The  poet,  as  he  listened, 
felt  that  the  being  and  character  of  Ernest  were  a  nobler  strain 
of  poetry  than  he  had  ever  written.  His  eyes  glistening  with 
tears,  he  gazed  reverentially  at  the  venerable  man,  and  said 
within  himself  that  never  was  there  an  aspect  so  worthy  of  a 
prophet  and  a  sage  as  that  mild,  sweet,  thoughtful  countenance, 
with  the  glory  of  white  hair  diffused  about  it.  At  a  distance, 
but  distinctly  to  be  seen,  high  up  in  the  golden  light  of  the 
setting  sun,  appeared  the  Great  Stone  Face,  with  hoary  mists 
around  it,  like  the  white  hairs  around  the  brow  of  Ernest.  Its 
look  of  grand  beneficence  seemed  to  embrace  the  world. 

At  that  moment,  in  synfpathy  with  a  thought  which  he  was 
about  to  utter,  the  face  of  Ernest  assumed  a  grandeur  of 
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expression  so  imbued  with  benevolence  that  the  poet,  by  an 
irresistible  impulse,  threw  his  arms  aloft,  and  shouted :  “Behold ! 
Behold !  Ernest  is  himself  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone 
Face !” 

Then  all  the  people  looked,  and  saw  that  what  the  deep- 
sighted  poet  said  was  true.  The  prophecy  was  fulfilled.  But 
Ernest,  having  finished  what  he  had  to  say,  took  the  poet’s  arm, 
and  walked  slowly  homeward,  still  hoping  that  some  wiser  and 
better  man  than  himself  would  by  and  by  appear,  bearing  a 
resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face. 

Notes  and  Questions 

“The  Great  Stone  Face”  is  a  short  story,  that  is,  a  story  that  aims 
at  a  single  effect.  Such  a  story  has  no  unnecessary  characters,  incidents, 
or  details.  Everything  aids  in  a  swift  movement  to  the  point  of  highest 
interest.  In  this  story  Hawthorne  aims  to  teach  a  lesson,  to  impress 
upon  us  the  value  of  an  ideal.  In  general,  a  short  story  has  an  intro- 
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duction,  a  main  incident,  a  point  of  highest  interest  (called  the  climax), 
and  a  conclusion.  The  introduction  gives  the  setting,  the  time  and  place, 
introduces  the  characters,  makes  plain  the  situation  at  the  opening  of 
the  development  of  the  main  incident,  and  arouses  your  interest  in  the 
story.  The  conclusion  is  usually  very  brief. 

1.  By  following  the  suggestions  given  above,  show  that  “The  Great 
Stone  Face”  is  a  typical  short  story. 

2.  Locate  on  your  map  of  New  Hampshire  the  White  Mountains. 
The  Old  Man  of  the  Mountains  is  about  1200  feet  above  Profile  Lake 
at  the  foot  of  Cannon  Mountain.  The  rocks  which  form  the  face  have 
been  gradually  worn  away  by  the  weather  until  it  is  now  necessary  to 
chain  them  in  place  to  prevent  the  Old  Man  from  falling  into  the  valley. 

3.  This  story  is  one  that  deals  with  the  development  of  character; 
list  the  main  characters  with  the  particular  traits  of  each.  Quote  lines 
from  the  text  to  prove  each  trait.  For  example : 

(a)  Mr.  Gathergold — greedy.  “A  yellow  claw — the  very  same  that 
had  clawed  together  so  much  wealth — poked  itself  out  of  the 
coach-window  and  dropped  some  copper  coins  upon  the  ground.” 

4.  Ernest,  the  main  interest  in  the  story,  had  a  particularly  strong 
character;  what  do  you  think  is  the  most  outstanding  quality  he  pos¬ 
sessed?  Read  lines  which  support  your  choice. 

5.  Which  of  the  following  statements  best  answers  the  question,  “Why 
did  Hawthorne  write  this  story?” 

(a)  to  tell  you  about  the  people  who  lived  in  New  England 

( b )  to  tell  you  the  influence  on  your  character  of  selecting  noble 
companions 

(c)  to  teach  the  lesson  of  honesty,  sympathy,  kindness,  and  gentle¬ 
ness 

(d)  to  tell  you  that  Ernest  finally  learned  that  he  was  the  man  who 
resembled  the  Great  Stone  Face 

( e )  to  teach  you  the  value  of  having  an  ideal 

6.  Ernest  had  the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain  for  his  ideal.  He  lived 
with  this  beautiful  example  before  him  all  through  his  lifetime.  It 
taught  him  noble  things :  the  value  of  honesty,  sympathy,  kindness,  and 
gentleness;  it  led  him  to  shun  the  wrong,  disgraceful  act.  He  strove 
each  day  to  become  more  like  his  ideal,  and  after  years  of  perseverance 
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he  did  become  similar  to  his  ideal  in  looks  and  character,  although  he 
was  unaware  of  the  fact  himself.  Do  you  have  an  ideal? 

7.  The  Glossary  will  be  helpful  to  you  in  gaining  the  full  meaning 
of  the  following: 


natural  phenomenon  (p.  314) 
gigantic  visage  (p.  314) 
original  divinity  intact  (p.  314) 
benign  aspect  (p.  314) 


look  of  veneration  (p.  317) 
inscrutable  faculty  (p.  317) 
an  angel  of  beneficence  (p.  319) 
thinly  diffused  vapors  (p.  325) 


You  may  find  your  ideal  in  some  of  the  following  books :  The  Boys’ 
Life  of  Theodore  Roosevelt,  Hagedorn;  Grenfell:  Knight-Errant  of  the 
North,  Waldo;  A  Magician  of  Science  (Steinmetz),  Hammond;  We, 
Lindbergh;  The  Boys’  Life  of  Edison,  Meadowcroft;  The  Girls’  Book 
of  Famous  Queens,  Farmer;  Girls  Who  Became  Famous,  Bolton;  The 
Story  of  My  Life,  Keller. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Richard  Henry  Stoddard 

This  man  whose  homely  face  you  look  upon 
Was  one  of  Nature’s  masterful  great  men, 

Born  with  strong  arms  that  unfought  victories  won. 
Direct  of  speech,  and  cunning  with  the  pen, 

Chosen  for  large  designs,  he  had  the  art 
Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was  the  human  heart. 
Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break,  he  bent ; 

Upon  his  back,  a  more  than  Atlas  load, 

The  burden  of  the  Commonwealth  was  laid ; 

He  stooped  and  rose  up  with  it,  though  the  road 
Shot  suddenly  downwards,  not  a  whit  dismayed. 
Hold,  warriors,  councilors,  kings !  All  now  give  place 
To  this  dead  Benefactor  of  the  Race. 


FROM  MORN  TILL  NIGHT  ON  A  FLORIDA 

RIVER 

Sidney  Lanier 

For  a  perfect  journey  God  gave  us  a  perfect  day.  The  little 
Ocklawaha  steamboat  Marion  had  started  on  her  voyage  some 
hours  before  daylight.  She  had  taken  on  her  passengers  the 
night  previous.  By  seven  o’clock  on  such  a  May  morning  as  no 
words  could  describe  we  had  made  twenty-five  miles  up  the 
St.  Johns.  At  this  point  the  Ocklawaha  flows  into  the  St.  Johns, 
one  hundred  miles  above  Jacksonville. 

Presently  we  abandoned  the  broad  highway  of  the  St.  Johns, 
and  turned  off  to  the  right  into  the  narrow  lane  of  the  Ockla¬ 
waha.  This  is  the  sweetest  water-lane  in  the  world,  a  lane  which 
runs  for  more  than  one  hundred  fifty  miles  of  pure  delight 
betwixt  hedgerows  of  oaks  and  cypresses  and  palms  and  mag¬ 
nolias  and  mosses  and  vines;  a  lane  clean  to  travel,  for  there 
is  never  a  speck  of  dust  in  it  save  the  blue  dust  and  gold  dust 
which  the  wind  blows  out  of  the  flags  and  lilies. 

As  we  advanced  up  the  stream,  our  wee  craft  seemed  to  emit 
her  steam  in  leisurely  whiffs,  as  one  puffs  one’s  cigar  in  a  con¬ 
templative  walk  through  the  forest.  Dick,  the  pole-man,  lay 
asleep  on  the  guards,  in  great  peril  of  rolling  into  the  river 
over  the  three  inches  between  his  length  and  the  edge ;  the 
people  of  the  boat  moved  not,  and  spoke  not ;  the  white  crane, 
the  curlew,  the  heron,  and  the  water-turkey  were  scarcely  dis¬ 
turbed  in  their  quiet  avocations  as  we  passed,  and  quickly  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  persuading  themselves,  after  each  momentary  excite¬ 
ment  of  our  gliding  by,  that  we  were  really  no  monster,  but 
only  some  daydream  of  a  monster. 

“Look  at  that  snake  in  the  water!”  said  a  gentleman,  as  we 
sat  on  deck  with  the  engineer,  just  come  up  from  his  watch. 
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The  engineer  smiled.  “Sir,  it  is  a  water-turkey,”  he  said, 
gently. 

The  water-turkey  is  the  most  preposterous  bird  within  the 
range  of  ornithology.  He  is  not  a  bird ;  he  is  a  neck  with  such 
subordinate  rights,  members,  belongings,  and  heirlooms  as  seem 
necessary  to  that  end.  He  has  just  enough  stomach  to  arrange 
nourishment  for  his  neck,  just  enough  wings  to  fly  painfully 
along  with  his  neck,  and  just  big  enough  legs  to  keep  his  neck 
from  dragging  on  the  ground;  and  his  neck  is  light-colored, 
while  the  rest  of  him  is  black.  When  he  saw  us,  he  jumped  up 
on  a  limb  and  stared.  Then  suddenly  he  dropped  into  the  water, 
sank  like  a  leaden  ball  out  of  sight,  and  made  us  think  he  was 
drowned.  Presently  the  tip  of  his  beak  appeared,  then  the 
length  of  his  neck  lay  along  the  surface  of  the  water.  In  this 
position,  with  his  body  submerged,  he  shot  out  his  neck,  drew 
it  back,  wriggled  it,  twisted  it,  twiddled  it,  and  poked  it  spirally 
into  the  east,  the  west,  the  north,  and  the  south,  round  and 
round  with  a  violence  and  energy  that  made  one  think  in  the 
same  breath  of  corkscrews  and  of  lightnings.  But  what  non¬ 
sense  !  All  that  labor  and  perilous  contortion  for  a  beggarly 
sprat  or  a  couple  of  inches  of  water-snake. 

Some  twenty  miles  from  the  mouth  of  the  Ocklawaha,  at  the 
right-hand  edge  of  the  stream,  is  the  handsomest  residence  in 
America.  It  belongs  to  a  certain  alligator  of  my  acquaintance, 
a  very  honest  and  worthy  reptile  of  good  repute.  A  little  cove 
of  water,  dark-green  under  the  overhanging  leaves,  placid  and 
clear,  curves  round  at  the  river  edge  into  the  flags  and  lilies, 
with  a  curve  just  heartbreaking  for  its  pure  beauty.  This  house 
of  the  alligator  is  divided  into  apartments,  little  bays  which  are 
scalloped  out  by  the  lily  pads,  according  to  the  winding  fancies 
of  their  growth.  My  reptile,  when  he  desires  to  sleep,  has  but 
to  lie  down  anywhere ;  he  will  find  marvelous  mosses  for  his 
mattress  beneath  him;  his  sheets  will  be  white  lily  petals;  and 
the  green  disks  of  the  lily  pads  will  straightway  embroider 
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themselves  together  above  him  for  his  coverlet.  He  never  quar¬ 
rels  with  his  cook ;  he  is  not  the  slave  of  a  kitchen,  and  his  one 
housemaid — the  stream — forever  sweeps  his  chambers  clean.  His 
conservatories  there  under  the  glass  of  that  water  are  ever, 
without  labor,  filled  with  the  enchantments  of  underwater 
growths. 

His  parks  and  his  pleasure-grounds  are  larger  than  any 
king’s.  Upon  my  saurian’s  house  the  winds  have  no  power,  the 
rains  are  only  a  new  delight  to  him,  and  the  snows  he  will  never 
see.  Regarding  fire,  as  he  does  not  use  it  as  a  slave,  so  he  does 
not  fear  it  as  a  tyrant. 

Thus  all  the  elements  are  the  friends  of  my  alligator’s  house. 
While  he  sleeps,  he  is  being  bathed.  What  glory  to  awake 
sweetened  and  freshened  by  the  sole,  careless  act  of  sleep ! 

Lastly,  my  saurian  has  unnumbered  mansions  and  can  change 
his  dwelling  as  no  human  householder  may;  it  is  but  a  flip  of 
his  tail,  and  lo !  he  is  established  in  another  place  as  good  as  the 
last,  ready  furnished  to  his  liking. 

On  and  on  up  the  river!  We  find  it  a  river  without  banks. 
The  swift,  deep  current  meanders  between  tall  lines  of  trees; 
beyond  these,  on  either  side,  there  is  water  also — a  thousand 
shallow  rivulets  lapping  past  the  bases  of  a  multitude  of  trees. 

Along  the  edges  of  the  stream  every  tree-trunk,  sapling,  and 
stump  is  wrapped  about  with  a  close-growing  vine.  The  edges 
of  the  stream  are  also  defined  by  flowers  and  water-leaves.  The 
tall  blue  flags,  the  lilies  sitting  on  their  round  lily  pads  like 
white  queens  on  green  thrones,  the  tiny  stars  and  long  ribbons 
of  the  water-grasses — all  these  border  the  river  in  an  infinite 
variety  of  adornment. 

And  now,  after  this  day  of  glory,  came  a  night  of  glory. 
Deep  down  in  these  shaded  lanes  it  was  dark  indeed  as  the 
night  drew  on.  The  stream  which  had  been  all  day  a  girdle  of 
beauty,  blue  or  green,  now  became  a  black  band  of  mystery. 

But  presently  a  brilliant  flame  flares  out  overhead.  They  have 
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lighted  the  pine-knots  on  top  of  the  pilot-house.  The  fire 
advances  up  these  dark  windings  like  a  brilliant  god. 

The  startled  birds  suddenly  flutter  into  the  light  and  after 
an  instant  of  illuminated  flight  melt  into  the  darkness.  From 
the  perfect  silence  of  these  short  flights  one  derives  a  certain 
sense  of  awe. 

Now  there  is  a  mighty  crack  and  crash;  limbs  and  leaves 
scrape  and  scrub  along  the  deck;  a  little  bell  tinkles;  we  stop. 
In  turning  a  short  curve,  the  boat  has  run  her  nose  smack  into 
the  right  bank,  and  a  projecting  stump  has  thrust  itself  sheer 
through  the  starboard  side.  Out,  Dick !  Out,  Henry !  Dick  and 
Henry  shuffle  forward  to  the  bow,  thrust  forth  their  long  white 
pole  against  a  tree-trunk,  strain  and  push  and  bend  to  the  deck 
as  if  they  were  bowing  to  the  god  of  night  and  adversity.  Our 
bow  slowly  rounds  into  the  stream,  the  wheel  turns,  and  we 
puff  quietly  along. 

And  now  it  is  bedtime.  Let  me  tell  you  how  to  sleep  on  an 
Ocklawaha  steamer  in  May.  With  a  small  bribe  persuade  Jim, 
the  steward,  to  take  the  mattress  out  of  your  berth  and  lay  it 
slanting  just  along  the  railing  that  incloses  the  lower  part  of 
the  deck  in  front  and  to  the  left  of  the  pilot-house.  Lie  flat  on 
your  back  down  on  the  mattress,  draw  your  blanket  over  you, 
put  your  cap  on  your  head,  on  account  of  the  night  air,  fold 
your  arms,  say  some  little  prayer  or  other,  and  fall  asleep  with 
a  star  looking  right  down  on  your  eye.  When  you  wake  in  the 
morning,  you  will  feel  as  new  as  Adam. 

Notes  and  Questions 

Sidney  Lanier  is  one  of  our  much  loved  Southern  poets,  having  been 
born  in  Macon,  Georgia.  He  and  his  brother  were  both  talented  musi¬ 
cians  ;  Sidney  Lanier  was  said  to  be  the  greatest  flute-player  of  his  time, 
although  he  played  with  ease  any  kind  of  musical  instrument.  It  is  as 
a  poet  rather  than  a  prose  writer  that  you  will  remember  Lanier.  Two 
of  his  most  notable  poems  are  “Tampa  Robins”  and  “The  Song  of  the 
Chattahoochee.” 
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1.  Point  out  lines  in  which  Lanier  makes  use  of  humor  to  add  to 
his  descriptive  power.  For  example,  the  description  of  the  water- 
turkey. 

2.  Read  his  words  describing  the  Ocklawaha.  What  does  the  author 
mean  by  saying,  “We  find  it  a  river  without  banks”? 

3.  Read  aloud  the  description  of  the  alligator’s  home.  What  did 
Lanier  see  on  this  trip  that  he  would  not  see  on  a  trip  down  a  river  in 
your  locality? 

4.  What  gives  melody  to  this  piece  of  prose?  What  comparison  do 
you  find  in  line  26,  page  341? 

5.  Point  out  five  examples  of  alliteration,  that  is,  the  repetition  of 
the  same  letter  or  sound  at  the  beginning  of  two  or  more  Tvords  in 
close  succession;  for  what  purpose  does  the  author  use  alliteration? 
Example : 

“But  presently  a  brilliant  flame  flares  out  overhead.”  (Page  341.) 

6.  Look  up  the  following  words  in  your  Glossary  for  meaning 
and  pronunciation :  avocations ,  preposterous,  ornithology,  subordinate, 
saurian. 


I  SIGH  FOE  THE  LAND  OF  THE  CYPEESS 

AND  PINE 

Samuel  Henry  Dickson 

I  sigh  for  the  land  of  the  cypress  and  pine, 

Where  the  jessamine  blooms,  and  the  gay  woodbine, 
Where  the  moss  droops  low  from  the  green  oak  tree — 
Oh,  that  sun-bright  land  is  the  land  for  me ! 

The  snowy  flower  of  the  orange  there 
Sheds  its  sweet  fragrance  through  the  air ; 

And  the  Indian  rose  delights  to  twine 
Its  branches  wdth  the  laughing  vine. 

There  the  deer  leaps  light  through  the  open  glade, 

Or  hides  him  far  in  the  forest  shade, 
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When  the  woods  resound  in  the  dewy  morn 
With  the  clang  of  the  merry  hunter’s  horn. 

There  the  humming-bird,  of  rainbow  plume, 

Hangs  over  the  scarlet  creeper’s  bloom; 

While  ’midst  the  leaves  his  varying  dyes 
Sparkle  like  half -seen  fairy  eyes. 

There  the  echoes  ring  through  the  livelong  day 
With  the  mock-bird’s  changeful  roundelay; 

And  at  night,  when  the  scene  is  calm  and  still, 

With  the  moan  of  the  plaintive  whippoorwill. 

Oh!  I  sigh  for  the  land  of  the  cypress  and  pine, 

Of  the  laurel,  the  rose,  and  the  gay  woodbine, 

Where  the  long,  gray  moss  decks  the  rugged  oak  tree — 
That  sun-bright  land  is  the  land  for  me. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  What  part  of  the  country  does  the  poet  refer  to  as  the  “land  of 
the  cypress  and  pine”?  Name  six  native  trees  or  flowers,  mentioned  in 
the  first  two  stanzas,  which  the  poet  sighs  for.  Have  you  ever  seen  the 
moss  which  “droops  low  from  the  green  oak  tree”?  Where? 

2.  What  birds  does  the  poet  mention  in  this  selection?  Do  you  think 
these  birds  would  be  found  in  the  woods  of  Maine  or  Wisconsin?  Note 
the  changes  of  the  time  of  day  throughout  the  poem.  In  which  stanza 
is  the  “morn”  spoken  of?  The  “livelong  day”?  The  night? 


THE  COURTSHIP  OF  MILES  STANDISH 

Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow 

Henry  W.  Longfellow,  the  author  of  The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish , 
was  a  descendant,  on  his  mother’s  side,  of  John  and  Priscilla  Alden. 
Whether  the  events  of  the  “courtship,”  as  described  by  Longfellow, 
are  truth  or  fiction  is  not  known.  Captain  Standish  later  married  a 
young  woman  who  came  over  from  England  in  the  “good  ship”  Ann. 
He  made  his  home  with  his  wife  and  family  at  Duxburv,  Massachusetts, 
a  little  settlement  founded  by  a  group  of  colonists  from  Plymouth. 

MILES  STANDISH 

In  the  Old  Colony  days,  in  Plymouth,  the  land  of  the  Pil¬ 
grims, 

To  and  fro  in  a  room  of  his  simple  and  primitive  dwelling, 

Clad  in  doublet  and  hose,  and  boots  of  Cordovan  leather, 
Strode,  with  a  martial  air,  Miles  Standish,  the  Puritan  Captain. 
Buried  in  thought  he  seemed,  with  his  hands  behind  him,  and 
pausing 

Ever  and  anon  to  behold  his  glittering  weapons  of  warfare, 
Hanging  in  shining  array  along  the  walls  of  the  chamber — 
Cutlass  and  corselet  of  steel,  and  his  trusty  sword  of  Damascus, 
Curved  at  the  point  and  inscribed  with  its  mystical  Arabic  sen¬ 
tence, 

While  underneath,  in  a  corner,  were  fowling-piece,  musket,  and 
matchlock. 

Short  of  stature  he  was,  but  strongly  built  and  athletic, 

Broad  in  the  shoulders,  deep-chested,  with  muscles  and  sinews 
of  iron; 

Brown  as  a  nut  was  his  face,  but  his  russet  beard  was  already 
Flaked  with  patches  of  snow,  as  hedges  sometimes  in  November. 
Near  him  was  seated  John  Alden,  his  friend  and  household 
companion, 
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Writing  with  diligent  speed  at  a  table  of  pine  by  the  window; 

Fair-haired,  azure-eyed,  with  delicate  Saxon  complexion, 

Having  the  dew  of  his  youth,  and  the  beauty  thereof,  as  the 
captives 

Whom  Saint  Gregory  saw,  and  exclaimed,  “Not  Angles  but 
Angels.” 

Youngest  of  all  was  he  of  the  men  who  came  in  the  Mayflower. 

Suddenly  breaking  the  silence,  the  diligent  scribe  interrupting, 

Spake,  in  the  pride  of  his  heart,  Miles  Standish,  the  Captain 
of  Plymouth. 

“Look  at  these  arms,”  he  said,  “the  warlike  weapons  that  hang 
here, 

Burnished  and  bright  and  clean,  as  if  for  parade  or  inspection ! 

This  is  the  sword  of  Damascus  I  fought  with  in  Flanders;  this 
breastplate — 

Well  I  remember  the  day! — once  saved  my  life  in  a  skirmish; 

Here  in  front  you  see  the  very  dint  of  the  bullet 
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Fired  point-blank  at  my  heart  by  a  Spanish  arcabucero. 

Had  it  not  been  of  sheer  steel,  the  forgotten  bones  of  Miles 
Standish 

Would  at  this  moment  be  mold,  in  their  grave  in  the  Flemish 
morasses.” 

Thereupon  answered  John  Alden,  but  looked  not  up  from  his 
writing : 

“Truly  the  breath  of  the  Lord  hath  slackened  the  speed  of  the 
bullet ; 

He  in  his  mercy  preserved  you,  to  be  our  shield  and  our 
weapon !” 

Still  the  Captain  continued,  unheeding  the  words  of  the  strip¬ 
ling : 

“See  how  bright  they  are  burnished,  as  if  in  an  arsenal  hanging ; 

That  is  because  I  have  done  it  myself,  and  not  left  it  to  others. 

Serve  yourself,  would  you  be  well  served,  is  an  excellent  adage; 

So  I  take  care  of  my  arms,  as  you  of  your  pens  and  your  ink- 
horn. 

Then,  too,  there  are  my  soldiers,  my  great,  invincible  army, 

Twelve  men,  all  equipped,  having  each  his  rest  and  his  match¬ 
lock, 

Eighteen  shillings  a  month,  together  with  diet  and  pillage, 

And,  like  Caesar,  I  know  the  name  of  each  of  my  soldiers !” 

This  he  said  with  a  smile,  that  danced  in  his  eyes,  as  the  sun¬ 
beams 

Dance  on  the  waves  of  the  sea,  and  vanish  again  in  a  moment. 

Alden  laughed  as  he  wrote,  and  still  the  Captain  continued : 

“Look!  you  can  see  from  this  window  my  brazen  howitzer 
planted 

High  on  the  roof  of  the  church,  a  preacher  who  speaks  to  the 
purpose, 

Steady,  straightforward,  and  strong,  with  irresistible  logic, 

Orthodox,  flashing  conviction  right  into  the  hearts  of  the 
heathen. 
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Now  we  are  ready,  I  think,  for  any  assault  of  the  Indians ; 

Let  them  come,  if  they  like,  and  the  sooner  they  try  it  the 
better — 

Let  them  come  if  they  like,  be  it  sagamore,  sachem,  or  powwow, 
Aspinet,  Samoset,  Corbitant,  Squanto,  or  Tokamahamon !” 


Long  at  the  window  he  stood,  and  wistfully  gazed  on  the  land¬ 
scape, 

Washed  with  a  cold  gray  mist,  the  vapory  breath  of  the  east 
wind, 

Forest  and  meadow  and  hill,  and  the  steel-blue  rim  of  the  ocean, 

Lying  silent  and  sad,  in  the  afternoon  shadows  and  sunshine. 

Over  his  countenance  flitted  a  shadow  like  those  on  the  land¬ 
scape, 

Gloom  intermingled  with  light ;  and  his  voice  was  subdued  with 
emotion, 

Tenderness,  pity,  regret,  as  after  a  pause  he  proceeded: 

“Yonder  there,  on  the  hill  by  the  sea,  lies  buried  Rose  Standish ; 

Beautiful  rose  of  love,  that  bloomed  for  me  by  the  wayside ! 

She  was  the  first  to  die  of  all  who  came  in  the  Mayflower! 

Green  above  her  is  growing  the  field  of  wheat  we  have  sown 
there, 

Better  to  hide  from  the  Indian  scouts  the  graves  of  our  people, 

Lest  they  should  count  them  and  see  how  many  already  have 
perished !” 

Sadly  his  face  he  averted,  and  strode  up  and  down,  and  was 
thoughtful. 

Fixed  to  the  opposite  wall  was  a  shelf  of  books,  and  among 
them 

Prominent  three,  distinguished  alike  for  bulk  and  for  binding: 

Bariffe’s  Artillery  Guide ,  and  the  Commentaries  of  Caesar, 

Out  of  the  Latin  translated  by  Arthur  Goldinge  of  London, 
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And,  as  if  guarded  by  these,  between  them  was  standing  the 
Bible. 

Musing  a  moment  before  them,  Miles  Standish  paused,  as  if 
doubtful 

Which  of  the  three  he  should  choose  for  his  consolation  and 
comfort, 

Whether  the  wars  of  the  Hebrews,  the  famous  campaigns  of 
the  Romans, 

Or  the  Artillery  practice,  designed  for  belligerent  Christians. 

Finally  down  from  its  shelf  he  dragged  the  ponderous  Roman, 

Seated  himself  at  the  window,  and  opened  the  book,  and  in 
silence 

Turned  o’er  the  well-worn  leaves,  where  thumb-marks  thick  on 
the  margin, 

Like  the  trample  of  feet,  proclaimed  the  battle  was  hottest. 

Nothing  was  heard  in  the  room  but  the  hurrying  pen  of  the 
stripling, 

Busily  writing  epistles  important,  to  go  by  the  Mayflower , 

Ready  to  sail  on  the  morrow,  or  next  day  at  latest,  God  willing ! 

Homeward  bound  with  the  tidings  of  all  that  terrible  winter, 

Letters  written  by  Alden,  and  full  of  the  name  of  Priscilla, 

Full  of  the  name  and  the  fame  of  the  Puritan  maiden  Priscilla ! 

LOVE  AND  FRIENDSHIP 

Nothing  was  heard  in  the  room  but  the  hurrying  pen  of  the 
stripling, 

Or  an  occasional  sigh  from  the  laboring  heart  of  the  Captain, 

Reading  the  marvelous  words  and  achievements  of  Julius  Caesar. 

After  a  while  he  exclaimed,  as  he  smote  with  his  hands,  palm 
downwards, 

Heavily  on  the  page :  “A  wonderful  man  was  this  Caesar ! 

You  are  a  writer,  and  I  am  a  fighter,  but  here  is  a  fellow 

Who  could  both  write  and  fight,  and  in  both  was  equally  skill¬ 
ful!” 
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Straightway  answered  and  spake  John  Alden,  the  comely,  the 
youthful : 

“Yes,  he  was  equally  skilled,  as  you  say,  with  his  pen  and  his 
weapons. 

Somewhere  have  I  read,  but  where  I  forgot,  he  could  dictate 

Seven  letters  at  once,  at  the  same  time  writing  his  memoirs.” 

“Truly,”  continued  the  Captain,  not  heeding  or  hearing  the 
other, 

“Truly  a  wonderful  man  was  Caius  Julius  Caesar ! 

Better  be  first,  he  said,  in  a  little  Iberian  village 

Than  be  second  in  Rome,  and  I  think  he  was  right  when  he 
said  it. 

Twice  was  he  married  before  he  was  twenty,  and  many  times 
after ; 

Battles  five  hundred  he  fought,  and  a  thousand  cities  he  con¬ 
quered  ; 

He,  too,  fought  in  Flanders,  as  he  himself  has  recorded; 

Finally  he  was  stabbed  by  his  friend,  the  orator  Brutus! 

Now,  do  you  know  what  he  did  on  a  certain  occasion  in  Flan¬ 
ders, 

When  the  rear  guard  of  his  army  retreated,  the  front  giving 
way,  too, 

And  the  immortal  Twelfth  Legion  was  crowded  so  closely 
together 

There  was  no  room  for  their  swTords?  Why,  he  seized  a  shield 
from  a  soldier, 

Putting  himself  straight  at  the  head  of  his  troops,  and  com¬ 
manded  the  captains, 

Calling  on  each  by  his  name,  to  order  forward  the  ensigns; 

Then  to  widen  the  ranks,  and  give  more  room  for  their  weapons ; 

So  he  won  the  day,  the  battle  of  something-or-other. 

That’s  what  I  always  say:  if  you  wish  a  thing  to  be  well 
done, 

You  must  do  it  yourself,  you  must  not  leave  it  to  others !” 


THE  COURTSHIP  OF  MILES  STANDISH 


351 


All  was  silent  again ;  the  Captain  continued  his  reading. 
Nothing  was  heard  in  the  room  but  the  hurrying  pen  of  the 
stripling, 

Writing  epistles  important  to  go  next  day  by  the  Mayflower, 
Filled  with  the  name  and  the  fame  of  the  Puritan  maiden  Pris¬ 
cilla  ; 

Every  sentence  began  or  closed  with  the  name  of  Priscilla, 

Till  the  treacherous  pen,  to  which  he  confided  the  secret, 

Strove  to  betray  it  by  singing  and  shouting  the  name  of  Pris¬ 
cilla  ! 

Finally  closing  his  book,  with  a  bang  of  the  ponderous  cover, 
Sudden  and  loud  as  the  sound  of  a  soldier  grounding  his  musket, 
Thus  to  the  young  man  spake  Miles  Standish,  the  Captain  of 
Plymouth : 

“When  you  have  finished  your  work,  I  have  something  impor¬ 
tant  to  tell  you. 

Be  not  however  in  haste ;  I  can  wait ;  I  shall  not  be  impatient !” 
Straightway  Alden  replied,  as  he  folded  the  last  of  his  letters, 
Pushing  his  papers  aside,  and  giving  respectful  attention : 
“Speak;  for  whenever  you  speak,  I  am  always  ready  to  listen, 
Always  ready  to  hear  whatever  pertains  to  Miles  Standish.’7 
Thereupon  answered  the  Captain,  embarrassed,  and  culling  his 
phrases : 

“  ’Tis  not  good  for  a  man  to  be  alone,  say  the  Scriptures. 

This  I  have  said  before,  and  again  and  again  I  repeat  it ; 

Every  hour  in  the  day  I  think  it,  and  feel  it,  and  say  it. 

Since  Rose  Standish  died,  my  life  has  been  weary  and  dreary ; 
Sick  at  heart  have  I  been,  beyond  the  healing  of  friendship. 
Oft  in  my  lonely  hours  have  I  thought  of  the  maiden  Priscilla. 
She  is  alone  in  the  world ;  her  father  and  mother  and  brother 
Died  in  the  winter  together;  I  saw  her  going  and  coming, 

Now  to  the  grave  of  the  dead,  and  now  to  the  bed  of  the  dying, 
Patient,  courageous,  and  strong,  and  said  to  myself,  that  if  ever 
There  were  angels  on  earth,  as  there  are  angels  in  heaven, 
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Two  have  I  seen  and  known;  and  the  angel  whose  name  is 
Priscilla 

Holds  in  my  desolate  life  the  place  which  the  other  abandoned. 

Long  have  I  cherished  the  thought,  but  never  have  dared  to 
reveal  it, 

Being  a  coward  in  this,  though  valiant  enough  for  the  most 
part. 

Go  to  the  damsel  Priscilla,  the  loveliest  maiden  of  Plymouth; 

Say  that  a  blunt  old  Captain,  a  man  not  of  words,  but  of  actions, 

Offers  his  hand  and  his  heart,  the  hand  and  heart  of  a  soldier. 

Not  in  these  words,  you  know,  but  this  in  short  is  my  meaning ; 

I  am  a  maker  of  war,  and  not  a  maker  of  phrases. 

You,  who  are  bred  as  a  scholar,  can  say  it  in  elegant  language, 

Such  as  you  read  in  your  books  of  the  pleadings  and  wooings  of 
lovers, 

Such  as  you  think  best  adapted  to  win  the  heart  of  a  maiden.” 


When  he  had  spoken,  John  Alden,  the  fair-haired,  taciturn 
stripling, 

All  aghast  at  his  words,  surprised,  embarrassed,  bewildered, 

Trying  to  mask  his  dismay  by  treating  the  subject  with  light¬ 
ness, 

Trying  to  smile,  and  yet  feeling  his  heart  stand  still  in  his 
bosom, 

Just  as  a  timepiece  stops  in  a  house  that  is  stricken  by  light¬ 
ning, 

Thus  made  answer  and  spake,  or  rather  stammered  than  an¬ 
swered  : 

“Such  a  message  as  that  I  am  sure  I  should  mangle  and  mar  it ; 

If  you  would  have  it  well  done — I  am  only  repeating  your 
maxim — 

You  must  do  it  yourself,  you  must  not  leave  it  to  others !” 

But  with  the  air  of  a  man  whom  nothing  can  turn  from  his 
purpose, 
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Gravely  shaking  his  head,  made  answer  the  Captain  of 
Plymouth : 

“Truly  the  maxim  is  good,  and  I  do  not  mean  to  gainsay  it; 

But  we  must  use  it  discreetly,  and  not  waste  powder  for  nothing. 

Now,  as  I  said  before,  I  was  never  a  maker  of  phrases. 

I  can  march  up  to  a  fortress  and  summon  the  place  to  surrender, 

But  march  up  to  a  woman  with  such  a  proposal,  I  dare  not. 

I’m  not  afraid  of  bullets,  nor  shot  from  the  mouth  of  a  cannon, 

But  of  a  thundering  ‘No  V  point-blank  from  the  mouth  of  a 
woman, 

That  I  confess  I’m  afraid  of,  nor  am  I  ashamed  to  confess  it ! 

So  you  must  grant  my  request,  for  you  are  an  elegant  scholar, 

Having  the  graces  of  speech,  and  skill  in  the  turning  of 
phrases.” 

Taking  the  hand  of  his  friend,  who  still  was  reluctant  and 
doubtful, 

Holding  it  long  in  his  own,  and  pressing  it  kindly,  he  added : 

“Though  I  have  spoken  thus  lightly,  yet  deep  is  the  feeling  that 
prompts  me ; 

Surely  you  cannot  refuse  what  I  ask  in  the  name  of  our  friend¬ 
ship  !” 

Then  made  answer  John  Alden:  “The  name  of  friendship  is 
sacred ; 

What  you  demand  in  that  name,  I  have  not  the  power  to  deny 
you !” 

So  the  strong  will  prevailed,  subduing  and  molding  the  gentler ; 

Friendship  prevailed  over  love,  and  Alden  went  on  his  errand. 


THE  LOVER’S  ERRAND 

So  the  strong  will  prevailed,  and  Alden  went  on  his  errand, 
Out  of  the  street  of  the  village  and  into  the  paths  of  the  forest, 
Into  the  tranquil  woods,  where  bluebirds  and  robins  were 
building 

Towns  in  the  populous  trees,  with  hanging  gardens  of  verdure, 
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Peaceful,  aerial  cities  of  joy  and  affection  and  freedom. 

All  around  him  was  calm,  but  within  him  commotion  and  con¬ 
flict, 

Love  contending  with  friendship,  and  self  with  each  generous 
impulse. 

To  and  fro  in  his  breast  his  thoughts  were  heaving  and  dashing, 
As  in  a  foundering  ship,  with  every  roll  of  the  vessel, 

Washes  the  bitter  sea,  the  merciless  surge  of  the  ocean! 

“Must  I  relinquish  it  all,”  he  cried  with  a  wild  lamentation, 
“Must  I  relinquish  it  all,  the  joy,  the  hope,  the  illusion? 

Was  it  for  this  I  have  loved,  and  waited,  and  worshiped  in 
silence  ? 

Was  it  for  this  I  have  followed  the  flying  fleet  and  the  shadow 
Over  the  wflntry  sea,  to  the  desolate  shores  of  New  England? 
Truly  the  heart  is  deceitful,  and  out  of  its  depths  of  corruption 
Rise,  like  an  exhalation,  the  misty  phantoms  of  passion; 
Angels  of  light  they  seem,  but  are  only  delusions  of  Satan. 

All  is  clear  to  me  now ;  I  feel  it,  I  see  it  distinctly ! 

This  is  the  hand  of  the  Lord ;  it  is  laid  upon  me  in  anger, 

For  I  have  followed  too  much  the  heart’s  desires  and  devices, 
Worshiping  Astaroth  blindly,  and  impious  idols  of  Baal. 

This  is  the  cross  I  must  bear ;  the  sin  and  the  swift  retribution.” 

So  through  the  Plymouth  woods  John  Alden  went  on  his 
errand ; 

Crossing  the  brook  at  the  ford,  where  it  brawled  over  pebble 
and  shallow, 

Gathering  still,  as  he  went,  the  mayflowers  blooming  around 
him, 

Fragrant,  filling  the  air  with  a  strange  and  wonderful  sweet¬ 
ness, 

Children  lost  in  the  woods,  and  covered  with  leaves  in  their 
slumber. 

“Puritan  flowers.”  he  said,  “and  the  type  of  Puritan  maidens, 
Modest  and  simple  and  sweet,  the  very  type  of  Priscilla ! 
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So  I  will  take  them  to  her,  to  Priscilla,  the  mayflower  of 
Plymouth, 

Modest  and  simple  and  sweet,  as  a  parting  gift  will  I  take  them ; 
Breathing  their  silent  farewells,  as  they  fade  and  wither  and 
perish, 

Soon  to  be  thrown  away  as  is  the  heart  of  the  giver.” 

So  through  the  Plymouth  woods  John  Alden  went  on  his  errand ; 
Came  to  an  open  space,  and  saw  the  disk  of  the  ocean, 

Sailless,  somber,  and  cold  with  the  comfortless  breath  of  the 
east  wind; 

Saw  the  new-built  house,  and  people  at  work  in  a  meadow ; 
Heard,  as  he  drew  near  the  door,  the  musical  voice  of  Priscilla 
Singing  the  hundredth  Psalm,  the  grand  old  Puritan  anthem, 
Music  that  Luther  sang  to  the  sacred  words  of  the  Psalmist, 
Full  of  the  breath  of  the  Lord,  consoling  and  comforting  many. 
Then,  as  he  opened  the  door,  he  beheld  the  form  of  the  maiden 
Seated  beside  her  wheel,  and  the  carded  wool  like  a  snow¬ 
drift 

Piled  at  her  knee,  her  white  hands  feeding  the  ravenous  spindle, 
While  with  her  foot  on  the  treadle  she  guided  the  wheel  in  its 
motion. 

Open  wide  on  her  lap  lay  the  well-worn  psalm-book  of  Ains¬ 
worth, 

Printed  in  Amsterdam,  the  words  and  the  music  together, 
Rough-hewn,  angular  notes,  like  stones  in  the  wall  of  a  church¬ 
yard, 

Darkened  and  overhung  by  the  running  vine  of  the  verses. 
Such  was  the  book  from  whose  pages  she  sang  the  old  Puritan 
anthem, 

She,  the  Puritan  girl,  in  the  solitude  of  the  forest, 

Making  the  humble  house  and  the  modest  apparel  of  homespun 
Beautiful  with  her  beauty,  and  rich  with  the  wealth  of  her 
being ! 

Over  him  rushed,  like  a  wind  that  is  keen  and  cold  and  relent¬ 
less, 
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Thoughts  of  what  might  have  been,  and  the  weight  and  woe  of 
his  errand; 

All  the  dreams  that  had  faded,  and  all  the  hopes  that  had 
vanished, 

All  his  life  henceforth  a  dreary  and  tenantless  mansion, 

Haunted  by  vain  regrets,  and  pallid,  sorrowful  faces. 

Still  he  said  to  himself,  and  almost  fiercely  he  said  it, 

“Let  not  him  that  putteth  his  hand  to  the  plow  look  backward; 

Though  the  plowshare  cut  through  the  flowers  of  life  to  its 
fountains, 

Though  it  pass  o’er  the  graves  of  the  dead  and  the  hearts  of  the 
living, 

It  is  the  will  of  the  Lord ;  and  his  mercy  endureth  forever !” 

So  he  entered  the  house ;  and  the  hum  of  the  wheel  and  the 
singing 

Suddenly  ceased ;  for  Priscilla,  aroused  by  his  step  on  the 
threshold, 

Rose  as  he  entered,  and  gave  him  her  hand,  in  signal  of  welcome, 

Saying,  “I  knew  it  was  you  when  I  heard  your  step  in  the 
passage ; 

For  I  was  thinking  of  you,  as  I  sat  there  singing  and  spinning.” 

Awkward  and  dumb  with  delight,  that  a  thought  of  him  had 
been  mingled 

Thus  in  the  sacred  psalm,  that  came  from  the  heart  of  the 
maiden, 

Silent  before  her  he  stood  and  gave  her  the  flowers  for  an 
answer, 

Finding  no  words  for  his  thought.  He  remembered  that  day  in 
the  winter, 

After  the  first  great  snow,  when  he  broke  a  path  from  the  vil¬ 
lage, 

Reeling  and  plunging  along  through  the  drifts  that  encumbered 
the  doorway, 
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Stamping  the  snow  from  his  feet  as  he  entered  the  house,  and 
Priscilla 

Laughed  at  his  snowy  locks,  and  gave  him  a  seat  by  the  fireside, 
Grateful  and  pleased  to  know  he  had  thought  of  her  in  the 
snowstorm. 

Had  he  but  spoken  then !  perhaps  not  in  vain  had  he  spoken ; 
Now  it  was  all  too  late ;  the  golden  moment  had  vanished ! 

So  he  stood  there  abashed,  and  gave  her  the  flowers  for  an 
answer. 


Then  they  sat  down  and  talked  of  the  birds  and  the  beautiful 
springtime, 

Talked  of  their  friends  at  home  and  the  Mayfloiver  that  sailed 
on  the  morrow. 

“I  have  been  thinking  all  day,”  said  gently  the  Puritan  maiden, 

“Dreaming  all  night,  and  thinking  all  day,  of  the  hedgerows  of 
England — 

They  are  in  blossom  now,  and  the  country  is  all  like  a  garden; 

Thinking  of  lanes  and  fields,  and  the  song  of  the  lark  and  the 
linnet, 

Seeing  the  village  street,  and  familiar  faces  of  neighbors 

Going  about  as  of  old,  and  stopping  to  gossip  together, 

And,  at  the  end  of  the  street,  the  village  church,  with  the  ivy 

Climbing  the  old  gray  tower,  and  the  quiet  graves  in  the  church¬ 
yard. 

Kind  are  the  people  I  live  with,  and  dear  to  me  my  religion ; 

Still  my  heart  is  so  sad  that  I  wish  myself  back  in  Old  England. 

You  will  say  it  is  wrong,  but  I  cannot  help  it;  I  almost 

Wish  myself  back  in  Old  England,  I  feel  so  lonely  and 
wretched.” 

Thereupon  answered  the  youth :  “Indeed  I  do  not  condemn 
you; 
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Stouter  hearts  than  a  woman’s  have  quailed  in  this  terrible 
winter. 

Yours  is  tender  and  trusting,  and  needs  a  stronger  to  lean  on; 

So  I  have  come  to  you  now,  with  an  offer  and  proffer  of  mar¬ 
riage 

Made  by  a  good  man  and  true,  Miles  Standish,  the  Captain  of 
Plymouth !” 

Thus  he  delivered  his  message,  the  dexterous  writer  of  let¬ 
ters — 

Did  not  embellish  the  theme,  nor  array  it  in  beautiful  phrases, 

But  came  straight  to  the  point,  and  blurted  it  out  like  a  school- 
boy; 

Even  the  Captain  himself  could  hardly  have  said  it  more 
bluntly. 

Mute  with  amazement  and  sorrow,  Priscilla  the  Puritan  maiden 

Looked  into  Alden’s  face,  her  eyes  dilated  with  wonder, 

Feeling  his  words  like  a  blow,  that  stunned  her  and  rendered 
her  speechless; 

Till  at  length  she  exclaimed,  interrupting  the  ominous  silence  : 

“If  the  great  Captain  of  Plymouth  is  so  very  eager  to  wed  me, 

Why  does  he  not  come  himself,  and  take  the  trouble  to  woo  me  ? 

If  I  am  not  worth  the  wooing,  I  surely  am  not  worth  the  win¬ 
ning  !” 

Then  John  Alden  began  explaining  and  smoothing  the  matter, 

Making  it  worse  as  he  went,  by  saying  the  Captain  was  busy — 

Had  no  time  for  such  things — such  things !  the  word  grating 
harshly 

Fell  on  the  ear  of  Priscilla;  and  swift  as  a  flash  she  made 
answer  : 

“Has  he  no  time  for  such  things,  as  you  call  it,  before  he  is 
married, 

Would  he  be  likely  to  find  it,  or  make  it,  after  the  wedding? 

That  is  the  way  with  you  men ;  you  don’t  understand  us,  you 
cannot. 
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When  yon  have  made  np  your  minds,  after  thinking  of  this  one 
and  that  one, 

Choosing,  selecting,  rejecting,  comparing  one  with  another, 
Then  you  make  known  your  desire,  with  abrupt  and  sudden 
avowal, 

And  are  offended  and  hurt,  and  indignant  perhaps,  that  a 
woman 

Does  not  respond  at  once  to  a  love  that  she  never  suspected, 
Does  not  attain  at  a  bound  the  height  to  which  you  have  been 
climbing. 

This  is  not  right  nor  just ;  for  surely  a  woman’s  affection 
Is  not  a  thing  to  be  asked  for,  and  had  for  only  the  asking. 
When  one  is  truly  in  love,  one  not  only  says  it,  but  shows  it. 
Had  he  but  waited  awhile,  had  be  only  showed  that  he  loved  me, 
Even  this  Captain  of  yours — who  knows? — at  last  might  have 
won  me, 

Old  and  rough  as  he  is ;  but  now  it  never  can  happen.” 

Still  John  Alden  went  on,  unheeding  the  words  of  Priscilla, 
Urging  the  suit  of  his  friend,  explaining,  persuading,  expanding ; 
Spoke  of  his  courage  and  skill,  and  of  all  his  battles  in  Flanders, 
How  with  the  people  of  God  he  had  chosen  to  suffer  affliction, 
How,  in  return  for  his  zeal,  they  had  made  him  Captain  of 
Plymouth ; 

He  was  a  gentleman  born,  could  trace  his  pedigree  plainly 
Back  to  Hugh  Standish  of  Duxbury  Hall  in  Lancashire,  Eng¬ 
land, 

Who  was  the  son  of  Ralph,  and  the  grandson  of  Thurston  de 
Standish ; 

Heir  unto  vast  estates,  of  which  he  was  basely  defrauded, 

Still  bore  the  family  arms,  and  had  for  his  crest  a  cock  argent, 
Combed  and  wattled  gules,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  blazon. 

He  was  a  man  of  honor,  of  noble  and  generous  nature ; 

Though  he  was  rough,  he  was  kindly;  she  knew  how  during  the 
winter 
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He  had  attended  the  sick,  with  a  hand  as  gentle  as  woman’s; 
Somewhat  hasty  and  hot,  he  could  not  deny  it,  and  headstrong, 
Stern  as  a  soldier  might  be,  but  hearty,  and  placable  always, 
Not  to  be  laughed  at  and  scorned,  because  he  was  little  of 
stature ; 

For  he  was  great  of  heart,  magnanimous,  courtly,  courageous; 
Any  woman  in  Plymouth,  nay,  any  woman  in  England, 

Might  be  happy  and  proud  to  be  called  the  wife  of  Miles 
Standish ! 

But  as  he  warmed  and  glowed,  in  his  simple  and  eloquent 
language, 

Quite  forgetful  of  self,  and  full  of  the  praise  of  his  rival, 
Archly  the  maiden  smiled,  and,  with  eyes  overrunning  with 
laughter, 

Said,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  “Why  don’t  you  speak  for  your¬ 
self,  John?” 


JOHN  ALDEN 

Into  the  open  air  John  Alden,  perplexed  and  bewildered, 
Rushed  like  a  man  insane,  and  wandered  alone  by  the  seaside ; 
Paced  up  and  down  the  sands,  and  bared  his  head  to  the  east 
wind, 

Cooling  his  heated  brow  and  the  fire  and  fever  within  him. 
Slowly  as  out  of  the  heavens,  with  apocalyptical  splendors, 
Sank  the  City  of  God,  in  the  vision  of  John  the  Apostle, 

So,  with  its  cloudy  walls  of  chrysolite,  jasper,  and  sapphire, 
Sank  the  broad  red  sun,  and  over  its  turrets  uplifted 
Glimmered  the  golden  reed  of  the  angel  who  measured  the  city. 

“Welcome,  0  wfind  of  the  East!”  he  exclaimed  in  his  wild 
exultation, 

“Welcome,  O  wind  of  the  East,  from  the  caves  of  the  misty 
Atlantic ! 
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Blowing  o’er  fields  of  dulse,  and  measureless  meadows  of  sea- 
grass, 

Blowing  o’er  rocky  wastes,  and  the  grottoes  and  gardens  of 
ocean ! 

Lay  thy  cold,  moist  hand  on  my  burning  forehead,  and  wrap  me 

Close  in  thy  garments  of  mist,  to  allay  the  fever  within  me !” 

Like  an  awakened  conscience,  the  sea  was  moaning  and 
tossing, 

Beating  remorseful  and  loud  the  mutable  sands  of  the  seashore. 

Fierce  in  his  soul  was  the  struggle  and  tumult  of  passions  con¬ 
tending  ; 

Love  triumphant  and  crowned,  and  friendship  wounded  and 
bleeding, 

Passionate  cries  of  desire,  and  importunate  pleadings  of  duty ! 

“Is  it  my  fault,”  he  said,  “that  the  maiden  has  chosen  between 
us? 

Is  it  my  fault  that  he  failed — my  fault  that  I  am  the  victor?” 

Then  within  him  there  thundered  a  voice,  like  the  voice  of  the 
Prophet : 

“It  hath  displeased  the  Lord!” — and  he  thought  of  David’s 
transgression, 

Bathsheba’s  beautiful  face,  and  his  friend  in  the  front  of  the 
battle ! 

Shame  and  confusion  of  guilt,  and  abasement  and  self-condem¬ 
nation, 

Overwhelmed  him  at  once ;  and  he  cried  in  the  deepest  con¬ 
trition  : 

“It  hath  displeased  the  Lord !  It  is  the  temptation  of  Satan !” 

Then,  uplifting  his  head,  he  looked  at  the  sea,  and  beheld 
there 

Dimly  the  shadowy  form  of  the  Mayflower  riding  at  anchor, 

Rocked  on  the  rising  tide,  and  ready  to  sail  on  the  morrow; 
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Heard  the  voices  of  men  through  the  mist,  the  rattle  of  cordage 

Thrown  on  the  deck,  the  shouts  of  the  mate,  and  the  sailors’ 
“Aye,  aye,  sir!” 

Clear  and  distinct,  but  not  loud,  in  the  dripping  air  of  the 
twilight. 

Still  for  a  moment  he  stood,  and  listened,  and  stared  at  the 
vessel, 

Then  went  hurriedly  on,  as  one  who,  seeing  a  phantom, 

Stops,  then  quickens  his  pace,  and  follows  the  beckoning  shadow. 

“Yes,  it  is  plain  to  me  now,”  he  murmured;  “the  hand  of  the 
Lord  is 

Leading  me  out  of  the  land  of  darkness,  the  bondage  of  error, 

Through  the  sea,  that  shall  lift  the  walls  of  its  waters  around 
me, 

Hiding  me,  cutting  me  off  from  the  cruel  thoughts  that  pursue 
me. 

Back  will  I  go  o’er  the  ocean,  this  dreary  land  will  abandon, 

Her  whom  I  may  not  love,  and  him  whom  my  heart  has  offended. 
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Better  to  be  in  my  grave  in  the  green  old  churchyard  in  Eng¬ 
land, 

Close  by  my  mother’s  side,  and  among  the  dust  of  my  kindred; 
Better  be  dead  and  forgotten,  than  living  in  shame  and  dis¬ 
honor  ! 

Sacred  and  safe  and  unseen,  in  the  dark  of  the  narrow  chamber, 
With  me  my  secret  shall  lie,  like  a  buried  jewel  that  glimmers 
Bright  on  the  hand  that  is  dust,  in  the  chambers  of  silence  and 
darkness — 

Yes,  as  the  marriage  ring  of  the  great  espousal  hereafter!’’ 

Thus  as  he  spake,  he  turned,  in  the  strength  of  his  strong 
resolution, 

Leaving  behind  him  the  shore,  and  hurried  along  in  the  twilight 
Through  the  congenial  gloom  of  the  forest  silent  and  somber, 
Till  he  beheld  the  lights  in  the  seven  houses  of  Plymouth, 
Shining  like  seven  stars  in  the  dusk  and  mist  of  the  evening. 
Soon  he  entered  his  door,  and  found  the  redoubtable  Captain 
Sitting  alone,  and  absorbed  in  the  martial  pages  of  Caesar, 
Fighting  some  great  campaign  in  Hainault  or  Brabant  or 
Flanders. 

“Long  have  you  been  on  your  errand,”  he  said  with  a  cheery 
demeanor, 

Even  as  one  who  is  waiting  an  answer,  and  fears  not  the  issue. 
“Not  far  off  is  the  house,  although  the  woods  are  between  us ; 
But  you  have  lingered  so  long,  that  while  you  were  going  and 
coming 

I  have  fought  ten  battles  and  sacked  and  demolished  a  city. 
Come,  sit  down,  and  in  order  relate  to  me  all  that  has  happened.” 

Then  John  Alden  spake,  and  related  the  wondrous  adventure, 
From  beginning  to  end,  minutely,  just  as  it  happened; 

How  he  had  seen  Priscilla,  and  how  he  had  sped  in  his  court¬ 
ship, 
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Only  smoothing  a  little,  and  softening  down  her  refusal. 

But  when  he  came  at  length  to  the  words  Priscilla  had  spoken, 

Words  so  tender  and  cruel:  “Why  don’t  you  speak  for  your¬ 
self,  John?” 

Up  leaped  the  Captain  of  Plymouth,  and  stamped  on  the  floor, 
till  his  armor 

Clanged  on  the  wall,  where  it  hung,  with  a  sound  of  sinister 
omen. 

All  his  pent-up  wrath  burst  forth  in  sudden  explosion, 

Even  as  a  hand-grenade,  that  scatters  destruction  around  it. 

Wildly  he  shouted,  and  loud:  “John  Alden!  you  have  betrayed 
me ! 

Me,  Miles  Standish,  your  friend!  have  supplanted,  defrauded, 
betrayed  me ! 

One  of  my  ancestors  ran  his  sword  through  the  heart  of  Wat 
Tyler ; 

Who  shall  prevent  me  from  running  my  own  through  the  heart 
of  a  traitor? 

Yours  is  the  greater  treason,  for  yours  is  a  treason  to  friend¬ 
ship  ! 

You,  who  lived  under  my  roof,  whom  I  cherished  and  loved  as 
a  brother; 

You,  who  have  fed  at  my  board,  and  drunk  at  my  cup,  to  whose 
keeping 

I  have  intrusted  my  honor,  my  thoughts  the  most  sacred  and 
secret — 

You  too,  Brutus!  ah,  woe  to  the  name  of  friendship  hereafter! 

Brutus  was  Caesar’s  friend,  and  you  were  mine,  but  hence¬ 
forward 

Let  there  be  nothing  between  us  save  war  and  implacable 
hatred !” 

So  spake  the  Captain  of  Plymouth,  and  strode  about  in  the 
chamber, 
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Chafing  and  choking  with  rage ;  like  cords  were  the  veins  on  his 
temples. 

But  in  the  midst  of  his  anger  a  man  appeared  at  the  doorway, 
Bringing  in  uttermost  haste  a  message  of  urgent  importance, 
Rumors  of  danger  and  war  and  hostile  incursions  of  Indians ! 
Straightway  the  Captain  paused,  and,  without  further  question 
or  parley, 

Took  from  the  nail  on  the  wall  his  sword  with  its  scabbard  of 
iron, 

Buckled  the  belt  round  his  waist,  and,  frowning  fiercely, 
departed. 

Alden  was  left  alone.  He  heard  the  clank  of  the  scabbard 
Growing  fainter  and  fainter,  and  dying  away  in  the  distance. 
Then  he  arose  from  his  seat,  and  looked  forth  into  the  darkness, 
Felt  the  cool  air  blow  on  his  cheek,  that  was  hot  with  the  insult, 
Lifted  his  eyes  to  the  heavens,  and,  folding  his  hands  as  in 
childhood, 

Prayed  in  the  silence  of  night  to  the  Father  who  seeth  in  secret. 

Meanwhile  the  choleric  Captain  strode  wrathful  away  to  the 
council, 

Found  it  already  assembled,  impatiently  waiting  his  coming; 
Men  in  the  middle  of  life,  austere  and  grave  in  deportment, 
Only  one  of  them  old,  the  hill  that  was  nearest  to  heaven, 
Covered  with  snow,  but  erect,  the  excellent  Elder  of  Plymouth. 
God  had  sifted  three  kingdoms  to  find  the  wheat  for  this 
planting, 

Then  had  sifted  the  wheat,  as  the  living  seed  of  a  nation; 

So  say  the  chronicles  old,  and  such  is  the  faith  of  the  people ! 
Near  them  was  standing  an  Indian,  in  attitude  stern  and  defiant, 
Naked  down  to  the  waist,  and  grim  and  ferocious  in  aspect  ; 
While  on  the  table  before  them  was  lying  unopened  a  Bible, 
Ponderous,  bound  in  leather,  brass-studded,  printed  in  Holland, 
And  beside  it  outstretched  the  skin  of  a  rattlesnake  glittered, 
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Filled  like  a  quiver  with  arrows;  a  signal  and  challenge  of 
warfare, 

Brought  by  the  Indian,  and  speaking  with  arrowy  tongues  of 
defiance. 

This  Miles  Standish  beheld,  as  he  entered,  and  heard  them 
debating 

What  were  an  answer  befitting  the  hostile  message  and  menace, 
Talking  of  this  and  that,  contriving,  suggesting,  objecting; 
One  voice  only  for  peace,  and  that  the  voice  of  the  Elder, 
Judging  it  wise  and  well  that  some  at  least  were  converted, 
Rather  than  any  were  slain,  for  this  was  but  Christian  behavior ! 
Then  outspoke  Miles  Standish,  the  stalwart  Captain  of  Plymouth, 
Muttering  deep  in  his  throat,  for  his  voice  was  husky  with 
anger : 

“What !  do  you  mean  to  make  war  with  milk  and  the  water  of 
roses  ? 

Is  it  to  shoot  red  squirrels  you  have  your  howitzer  planted 
There  on  the  roof  of  the  church,  or  is  it  to  shoot  red  devils  ? 
Truly  the  only  tongue  that  is  understood  by  a  savage 
Must  be  the  tongue  of  fire  that  speaks  from  the  mouth  of  the 
cannon !” 

Thereupon  answered  and  said  the  excellent  Elder  of  Plymouth, 
Somewhat  amazed  and  alarmed  at  this  irreverent  language : 
“Not  so  thought  St.  Paul,  nor  yet  the  other  Apostles; 

Not  from  the  cannon’s  mouth  were  the  tongues  of  fire  they 
spake  with!” 

But  unheeded  fell  this  mild  rebuke  on  the  Captain, 

Who  had  advanced  to  the  table,  and  thus  continued  discoursing : 
“Leave  this  matter  to  me,  for  to  me  by  right  it  pertaineth. 

War  is  a  terrible  trade;  but  in  the  cause  that  is  righteous, 
Sweet  is  the  smell  of  powder ;  and  thus  I  answer  the  challenge !” 

Then  from  the  rattlesnake’s  skin,  with  a  sudden,  contemp¬ 
tuous  gesture, 

Jerking  the  Indian  arrows,  he  filled  it  with  powder  and  bullets 
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Full  to  the  very  jaws,  and  handed  it  back  to  the  savage, 

Saying,  in  thundering  tones :  “Here,  take  it !  this  is  your 
answer !” 

Silently  out  of  the  room  then  glided  the  glistening  savage, 

Bearing  the  serpent’s  skin,  and  seeming  himself  like  a  serpent, 

Winding  his  sinuous  way  in  the  dark  to  the  depths  of  the  forest. 

THE  SAILING  OF  THE  MAYFLOWER 

Just  in  the  gray  of  the  dawn,  as  the  mists  uprose  from  the 
meadows, 

There  was  a  stir  and  a  sound  in  the  slumbering  village  of 
Plymouth ; 

Clanging  and  clicking  of  arms,  and  the  order  imperative,  “For¬ 
ward  !” 

Given  in  tone  suppressed,  a  tramp  of  feet,  and  then  silence. 

Figures  ten,  in  the  mist,  marched  slowly  out  of  the  village. 

Standish  the  stalwart  it  was,  with  eight  of  his  valorous  army, 

Led  by  their  Indian  guide,  by  Hobomok,  friend  of  the  white 
men, 

Northward  marching  to  quell  the  sudden  revolt  of  the  savage. 

Giants  they  seemed  in  the  mist,  or  the  mighty  men  of  King 
David ; 

Giants  in  heart  they  were,  who  believed  in  God  and  the  Bible — 

Aye,  who  believed  in  the  smiting  of  Midianites  and  Philistines. 

Over  them  gleamed  far  off  the  crimson  banners  of  morning; 

Under  them  loud  on  the  sands,  the  serried  billows,  advancing, 

Fired  along  the  line,  and  in  regular  order  retreated. 

Many  a  mile  had  they  marched,  when  at  length  the  village  of 
Plymouth 

Woke  from  its  sleep,  and  arose,  intent  on  its  manifold  labors. 

Sweet  was  the  air  and  soft,  and  slowly  the  smoke  from  the 
chimneys 

Rose  over  roofs  of  thatch,  and  pointed  steadily  eastward; 

Men  came  forth  from  the  doors,  and  paused  and  talked  of  the 
weather, 
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Said  that  the  wind  had  changed,  and  was  blowing  fair  for  the 
Mayflower; 

Talked  of  their  Captain’s  departure,  and  all  the  dangers  that 
menaced, 

He  being  gone,  the  town,  and  what  should  be  done  in  his 
absence. 

Merrily  sang  the  birds,  and  the  tender  voices  of  women 
Consecrated  with  hymns  the  common  cares  of  the  household. 
Out  of  the  sea  rose  the  sun,  and  the  billows  rejoiced  at  his 
coming ; 

Beautiful  were  his  feet  on  the  purple  tops  of  the  mountains; 
Beautiful  on  the  sails  of  the  Mayflower  riding  at  anchor, 
Battered  and  blackened  and  worn  by  all  the  storms  of  the 
winter. 

Loosely  against  her  masts  was  hanging  and  flapping  her  canvas, 
Rent  by  so  many  gales,  and  patched  by  the  hands  of  the  sailors. 
Suddenly  from  her  side,  as  the  sun  rose  over  the  ocean, 

Darted  a  puff  of  smoke,  and  floated  seaward;  anon  rang 
Loud  over  field  and  forest  the  cannon’s  roar,  and  the  echoes 
Heard  and  repeated  the  sound,  the  signal-gun  of  departure! 
Ah,  but  with  louder  echoes  replied  the  hearts  of  the  people ! 
Meekly,  in  voices  subdued,  the  chapter  was  read  from  the  Bible, 
Meekly  the  prayer  was  begun,  but  ended  in  fervent  entreaty ! 
Then  from  their  houses  in  haste  came  forth  the  Pilgrims  of 
Plymouth, 

Men  and  women  and  children,  all  hurrying  down  to  the  sea¬ 
shore, 

Eager,  with  tearful  eyes,  to  say  farewell  to  the  Mayflower , 
Homeward  bound  o’er  the  sea,  and  leaving  them  here  in  the 
desert. 

Foremost  among  them  was  Alden.  All  night  he  had  lain  with¬ 
out  slumber, 

Turning  and  tossing  about  in  the  heat  and  unrest  of  his  fever. 
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He  had  beheld  Miles  Standish,  who  came  back  late  from  the 
council, 

Stalking  into  the  room,  and  heard  him  mutter  and  murmur; 

Sometimes  it  seemed  a  prayer,  and  sometimes  it  sounded  like 
swearing. 

Once  he  had  come  to  the  bed  and  stood  there  a  moment  in 
silence  ; 

Then  he  had  turned  away,  and  said :  “I  will  not  awake  him ; 

Let  him  sleep  on ;  it  is  best,  for  what  is  the  use  of  more  talking  !” 

Then  he  extinguished  the  light,  and  threw  himself  down  on  his 
pallet, 

Dressed  as  he  was,  and  ready  to  start  at  the  break  of  the 
morning — 

Covered  himself  with  the  cloak  he  had  worn  in  his  campaigns 
in  Flanders — 

Slept  as  a  soldier  sleeps  in  his  bivouac,  ready  for  action. 

But  with  the  dawn  he  arose ;  in  the  twilight  Alden  beheld  him 

Put  on  his  corselet  of  steel,  and  all  the  rest  of  his  armor, 

Buckle  about  his  waist  his  trusty  blade  of  Damascus, 

Take  from  the  corner  his  musket,  and  so  stride  out  of  the 
chamber. 

Often  the  heart  of  the  youth  had  burned  and  yearned  to 
embrace  him ; 

Often  his  lips  had  essayed  to  speak,  imploring  for  pardon; 

All  the  old  friendship  came  back,  with  its  tender  and  grateful 
emotions. 

But  his  pride  overmastered  the  noble  nature  within  him — 

Pride,  and  the  sense  of  his  wrong,  and  the  burning  fire  of  the 
insult. 

So  he  beheld  his  friend  departing  in  anger,  but  spake  not ; 

Saw  him  go  forth  to  danger,  perhaps  to  death,  and  he  spake 
not ! 

Then  he  arose  from  his  bed,  and  heard  what  the  people  were 
saying, 
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Joined  in  the  talk  at  the  door,  with  Stephen  and  Richard  and 
Gilbert, 

Joined  in  the  morning  prayer,  and  in  the  reading  of  Scripture, 
And,  with  the  others,  in  haste  went  hurrying  down  to  the  sea¬ 
shore, 

Down  to  the  Plymouth  Rock,  that  had  been  to  their  feet  as  a 
doorstep 

Into  a  world  unknown — the  corner  stone  of  a  nation ! 

There  with  his  boat  was  the  Master,  already  a  little  impatient 
Lest  he  should  lose  the  tide,  or  the  wind  might  shift  to  the 
eastward, 

Squarebuilt,  hearty,  and  strong,  with  an  odor  of  ocean  about 
him, 

Speaking  with  this  one  and  that,  and  cramming  letters  and 
parcels 

Into  his  pockets  capacious,  and  messages  mingled  together 
Into  his  narrow  brain,  till  at  last  he  was  wholly  bewildered. 
Nearer  the  boat  stood  Alden,  with  one  foot  placed  on  the  gun¬ 
wale, 

One  still  firm  on  the  rock,  and  talking  at  times  with  the  sailors, 
Seated  erect  on  the  thwarts,  all  ready  and  eager  for  starting. 
He  too  was  eager  to  go,  and  thus  put  an  end  to  his  anguish, 
Thinking  to  fly  from  despair,  that  swifter  than  keel  is  or  canvas, 
Thinking  to  drown  in  the  sea  the  ghost  that  would  rise  and  pur¬ 
sue  him. 

But  as  he  gazed  on  the  crowd,  he  beheld  the  form  of  Priscilla 
Standing  dejected  among  them,  unconscious  of  all  that  was 
passing. 

Fixed  were  her  eyes  upon  his,  as  if  she  divined  his  intention, 
Fixed  with  a  look  so  sad,  so  reproachful,  imploring,  and  patient 
That  with  a  sudden  revulsion  his  heart  recoiled  from  its  pur¬ 
pose, 

As  from  the  verge  of  a  crag,  where  one  step  more  is  destruction. 
Strange  is  the  heart  of  man,  with  its  quick,  mysterious  instincts ! 
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Strange  is  the  life  of  man,  and  fatal  or  fated  are  moments 

Whereupon  turn,  as  on  hinges,  the  gates  of  the  wall  adaman¬ 
tine  ! 

“Here  I  remain !”  he  exclaimed,  as  he  looked  at  the  heavens 
above  him, 

Thanking  the  Lord  whose  breath  had  scattered  the  mist  and 
the  madness, 

Wherein  blind  and  lost,  to  death  he  was  staggering  headlong. 

“Yonder  snow-white  cloud,  that  floats  in  the  ether  above  me, 

Seems  like  a  hand  that  is  pointing  and  beckoning  over  the 
ocean. 

There  is  another  hand,  that  is  not  so  spectral  and  ghost-like, 

Holding  me,  drawing  me  back,  and  clasping  mine  for  protec¬ 
tion. 

Float,  0  hand  of  cloud,  and  vanish  away  in  the  ether! 

Roll  thyself  up  like  a  fist,  to  threaten  and  daunt  me ;  I  heed  not 

Either  your  warning  or  menace,  or  any  omen  of  evil ! 

There  is  no  land  so  sacred,  nor  air  so  pure  and  so  wholesome, 

As  is  the  air  she  breathes,  and  the  soil  that  is  pressed  by  her 
footsteps. 

Here  for  her  sake  will  I  stay,  and  like  an  invisible  presence 

Hover  around  her  forever,  protecting,  supporting  her  weakness ; 

Yes!  as  my  foot  was  the  first  that  stepped  on  this  rock  at  the 
landing, 

So,  with  the  blessing  of  God,  shall  it  be  the  last  at  the  leaving !” 

Meanwhile  the  Master  alert,  but  with  dignified  air  and  im¬ 
portant, 

Scanning  with  watchful  eye  the  tide  and  the  wind  and  the 
weather, 

Walked  about  on  the  sands;  and  the  people  crowded  around 
him, 

Saying  a  few  last  words,  and  enforcing  his  careful  remem¬ 
brance. 

Then,  taking  each  by  the  hand,  as  if  he  were  grasping  a  tiller, 
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Into  the  boat  he  sprang,  and  in  haste  shoved  off  to  his  vessel, 
Glad  in  his  heart  to  get  rid  of  all  this  worry  and  flurry, 

Glad  to  be  gone  from  a  land  of  sand  and  sickness  and  sorrow, 
Short  allowance  of  victual,  and  plenty  of  nothing  but  Gospel! 
Lost  in  the  sound  of  the  oars  was  the  last  farewell  of  the  Pil¬ 
grims. 

0  strong  hearts  and  true!  not  one  went  back  in  the  Mayflower ! 
No,  not  one  looked  back  who  had  set  his  hand  to  this  plowing! 

Soon  were  heard  on  board  the  shouts  and  songs  of  the  sailors 
Heaving  the  windlass  round,  and  hoisting  the  ponderous  anchor. 
Then  the  yards  were  braced,  and  all  sails  set  to  the  west  wind, 
Blowing  steady  and  strong;  and  the  Mayflower  sailed  from  the 
harbor, 

Rounded  the  point  of  the  Gurnet,  and  leaving  far  to  the  south¬ 
ward 

Island  and  cape  of  sand,  and  the  Field  of  the  First  Encounter, 
Took  the  wind  on  her  quarter,  and  stood  for  the  open  Atlantic, 
Borne  on  the  send  of  the  sea,  and  the  swelling  hearts  of  the 
Pilgrims. 

Long  in  silence  they  watched  the  receding  sail  of  the  vessel, 
Much  endeared  to  them  all,  as  something  living  and  human; 
Then,  as  if  filled  with  the  spirit,  and  wrapped  in  a  vision 
prophetic, 

Baring  his  hoary  head,  the  excellent  Elder  of  Plymouth 
Said,  “Let  us  pray!”  and  they  prayed  and  thanked  the  Lord 
and  took  courage. 

Mournfully  sobbed  the  waves  at  the  base  of  the  rock,  and  above 
them 

Bowed  and  whispered  the  wheat  on  the  hill  of  death,  and  their 
kindred 

Seemed  to  awake  in  their  graves,  and  to  join  in  the  prayer  that 
they  uttered. 

Sun-illumined  and  white,  on  the  eastern  verge  of  the  ocean 
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Gleamed  the  departing  sail,  like  a  marble  slab  in  a  graveyard; 

Buried  beneath  it  lay  forever  all  hope  of  escaping. 

Lo !  as  they  turned  to  depart,  they  saw  the  form  of  an  Indian, 

Watching  them  from  the  hill;  but  while  they  spake  with  each 
other, 

Pointing  with  outstretched  hands,  and  saying,  “Look !”  he  had 
vanished. 

So  they  returned  to  their  homes;  but  Alden  lingered  a  little, 

Musing  alone  on  the  shore,  and  watching,  the  wash  of  the 
billows 

Round  the  base  of  the  rock,  and  the  sparkle  and  flash  of  the 
sunshine, 

Like  the  spirit  of  God,  moving  visibly  over  the  waters. 

PRISCILLA 

Thus  for  a  while  he  stood,  and  mused  by  the  shore  of  the 
ocean, 

Thinking  of  many  things,  and  most  of  all  of  Priscilla; 

And  as  if  thought  had  the  power  to  draw  to  itself,  like  the 
loadstone, 

Whatsoever  it  touches,  by  subtle  laws  of  its  nature, 

Lo !  as  he  turned  to  depart,  Priscilla  was  standing  beside  him. 

“Are  you  so  much  offended  you  will  not  speak  to  me!”  said 
she. 

“Am  I  so  much  to  blame,  that  yesterday,  when  you  were 
pleading 

Warmly  the  cause  of  another,  my  heart,  impulsive  and  way¬ 
ward, 

Pleaded  your  own,  and  spake  out,  forgetful  perhaps  of  decorum  ? 

Certainly  you  can  forgive  me  for  speaking  so  frankly,  for  saying 

What  I  ought  not  to  have  said,  yet  now  I  can  never  unsay  it ; 

For  there  are  moments  in  life  when  the  heart  is  so  full  of 
emotion, 

That  if  by  chance  it  be  shaken,  or  into  its  depths  like  a  pebble 
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Drops  some  careless  word,  it  overflows,  and  its  secret, 

Spilt  on  the  ground  like  water,  can  never  be  gathered  together. 

Yesterday  I  was  shocked  when  I  heard  you  speak  of  Miles 
Standish, 

Praising  his  virtues,  transforming  his  very  defects  into  virtues, 

Praising  his  courage  and  strength,  and  even  his  fighting  in 
Flanders, 

As  if  by  fighting  alone  you  could  win  the  heart  of  a  woman, 

Quite  overlooking  yourself  and  the  rest,  in  exalting  your  hero. 

Therefore  I  spake  as  I  did,  by  an  irresistible  impulse. 

You  will  forgive  me,  I  hope,  for  the  sake  of  the  friendship 
between  us, 

Which  is  too  true  and  too  sacred  to  be  so  easily  broken!” 

Thereupon  answered  John  Alden,  the  scholar,  the  friend  of  Miles 
Standish : 

“I  was  not  angry  with  you;  with  myself  alone  I  was  angry, 

Seeing  how  badly  I  managed  the  matter  I  had  in  my  keeping.” 

“No !”  interrupted  the  maiden,  with  answer  prompt  and 
decisive ; 

“No ;  you  were  angry  with  me,  for  speaking  so  frankly  and 
freely. 
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It  was  wrong,  I  acknowledge;  for  it  is  the  fate  of  a  woman 
Long  to  be  patient  and  silent,  to  wait  like  a  ghost  that  is  speech¬ 
less, 

Till  some  questioning  voice  dissolves  the  spell  of  its  silence. 
Hence  is  the  inner  life  of  so  many  suffering  women 
Sunless  and  silent  and  deep,  like  subterranean  rivers 
Running  through  caverns  of  darkness,  unheard,  unseen,  and 
unfruitful, 

Chafing  their  channels  of  stone,  with  endless  and  profitless  mur¬ 
murs” 

Thereupon  answered  John  Alden,  the  young  man,  the  lover  of 
women  : 

“Heaven  forbid  it,  Priscilla;  and  truly  they  seem  to  me  always 
More  like  the  beautiful  rivers  that  watered  the  garden  of  Eden, 
More  like  the  river  Euphrates,  through  deserts  of  Havilah 
flowing, 

Filling  the  land  with  delight,  and  memories  sweet  of  the  gar¬ 
den!” 

“Ah,  by  these  words,  I  can  see,”  again  interrupted  the  maiden, 
“How  very  little  you  prize  me,  or  care  for  what  I  am  saying. 
When  from  the  depths  of  my  heart,  in  pain  and  with  secret 
misgiving, 

Frankly  I  speak  to  you,  asking  for  sympathy  only  and  kindness, 
Straightway  you  take  up  my  words,  that  are  plain  and  direct 
and  in  earnest, 

Turn  them  away  from  their  meaning,  and  answer  with  flatter¬ 
ing  phrases. 

This  is  not  right,  is  not  just,  is  not  true  to  the  best  that  is 
in  you; 

For  I  know  and  esteem  you,  and  feel  that  your  nature  is  noble, 
Lifting  mine  up  to  a  higher,  a  more  ethereal  level. 

Therefore  I  value  your  friendship,  and  feel  it  perhaps  the  more 
keenly 

If  you  say  aught  that  implies  I  am  only  as  one  among  many, 

If  you  make  use  of  those  common  and  complimentary  phrases 
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Most  men  think  so  tine,  in  dealing  and  speaking  with  women, 

But  which  women  reject  as  insipid,  if  not  as  insulting.” 

Mute  and  amazed  was  Alden;  and  listened  and  looked  at 
Priscilla, 

Thinking  he  never  had  seen  her  more  fair,  more  divine  in  her 
beauty. 

He  who  but  yesterday  pleaded  so  glibly  the  cause  of  another 

Stood  there  embarrassed  and  silent,  and  seeking  in  vain  for  an 
answer. 

So  the  maiden  went  on,  and  little  divined  or  imagined 

What  was  at  work  in  his  heart,  that  made  him  so  awkward  and 
speechless. 

“Let  us,  then,  be  what  we  are,  and  speak  what  we  think,  and 
in  all  things 

Keep  ourselves  loyal  to  truth  and  the  sacred  professions  of 
friendship. 

It  is  no  secret  I  tell  you,  nor  am  I  ashamed  to  declare  it : 

I  have  liked  to  be  with  you,  to  see  you,  to  speak  with  you 
always. 

So  I  was  hurt  at  your  words,  and  a  little  affronted  to  hear  you 

Urge  me  to  marry  your  friend,  though  he  were  the  Captain 
Miles  Standish. 

For  I  must  tell  you  the  truth :  much  more  to  me  is  your  friend¬ 
ship 

Than  all  the  love  he  could  give,  were  he  twice  the  hero  you 
think  him.” 

Then  she  extended  her  hand,  and  Alden,  who  eagerly  grasped  it, 

Felt  all  the  wounds  in  his  heart,  that  were  aching  and  bleeding 
so  sorely, 

Healed  by  the  touch  of  that  hand,  and  he  said,  with  a  voice 
full  of  feeling: 

“Yes,  we  must  ever  be  friends;  and  of  all  who  offer  you  friend¬ 
ship 

Let  me  be  ever  the  first,  the  truest,  the  nearest  and  dearest!” 
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Casting  a  farewell  look  at  the  glimmering  sail  of  the  May¬ 
flower, 

Distant,  hut  still  in  sight,  and  sinking  below  the  horizon, 

Homeward  together  they  walked,  with  a  strange,  indefinite 
feeling 

That  all  the  rest  had  departed  and  left  them  alone  in  the 
desert. 

But,  as  they  went  through  the  fields  in  the  blessing  and  smile 
of  the  sunshine, 

Lighter  grew  their  hearts,  and  Priscilla  said  very  archly: 

“Now  that  our  terrible  Captain  has  gone  in  pursuit  of  the 
Indians, 

Where  he  is  happier  far  than  he  would  be  commanding  a  house¬ 
hold, 

You  may  speak  boldly,  and  tell  me  of  all  that  happened 
between  you 

When  you  returned  last  night,  and  said  how  ungrateful  you 
found  me.” 

Thereupon  answered  John  Alden,  and  told  her  the  whole  of 
the  story — 

Told  her  his  own  despair,  and  the  direful  wrath  of  Miles  Stan- 
dish. 

Whereat  the  maiden  smiled,  and  said  between  laughing  and 
earnest, 

“He  is  a  little  chimney,  and  heated  hot  in  a  moment !” 

But  as  he  gently  rebuked  her,  and  told  her  how  much  he  had 
suffered — 

How  he  had  even  determined  to  sail  that  day  in  the  May¬ 
flower, 

And  had  remained  for  her  sake,  on  hearing  the  dangers  that 
threatened — 

All  her  manner  was  changed,  and  she  said  with  a  faltering 
accent, 

“Truly  I  thank  you  for  this;  how  good  you  have  been  to  me 
always !” 
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Thus,  as  a  pilgrim  devout,  who  toward  Jerusalem  journeys, 

Taking  three  steps  in  advance,  and  one  reluctantly  backward, 

Urged  by  importunate  zeal,  and  withheld  by  pangs  of  contri¬ 
tion, 

Slowly  but  steadily  onward,  receding  yet  ever  advancing, 

Journeyed  this  Puritan  youth  to  the  Holy  Land  of  his  longings. 

Urged  by  the  fervor  of  love,  and  withheld  by  remorseful  mis¬ 
givings. 

THE  MARCH  OF  MILES  STANDISH 

Meanwhile  the  stalwart  Miles  Standish  was  marching  steadily 
northward, 

Winding  through  forest  and  swamp,  and  along  the  trend  of  the 
seashore, 

All  day  long,  with  hardly  a  halt,  the  fire  of  his  anger 

Burning  and  crackling  within,  and  the  sulphurous  odor  of 
powder 

Seeming  more  sweet  to  his  nostrils  than  all  the  scents  of  the 
forest. 

Silent  and  moody  he  went,  and  much  he  revolved  his  dis¬ 
comfort  ; 

He  who  was  used  to  success,  and  to  easy  victories  always, 

Thus  to  be  flouted,  rejected,  and  laughed  to  scorn  by  a  maiden, 

Thus  to  be  mocked  and  betrayed  by  the  friend  whom  most  he 
had  trusted! 

Ah!  ’twas  too  much  to  be  borne,  and  he  fretted  and  chafed  in 
his  armor ! 

“I  alone  am  to  blame,”  he  muttered,  “for  mine  was  the  folly. 

What  has  a  rough  old  soldier,  grown  grim  and  gray  in  the 
harness, 

Used  to  the  camp  and  its  ways,  to  do  with  the  wooing  of 
maidens  ? 

’Twas  but  a  dream — let  it  pass — let  it  vanish  like  so  many 
others ! 
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What  I  thought  was  a  flowTer  is  only  a  weed  and  is  worthless; 

Out  of  my  heart  will  I  pluck  it,  and  throw  it  away,  and  hence¬ 
forward 

Be  but  a  fighter  of  battles,  a  lover  and  wooer  of  dangers !” 

Thus  he  revolved  in  his  mind  his  sorry  defeat  and  discomfort, 

While  he  was  marching  by  day  or  lying  at  night  in  the  forest, 

Looking  up  at  the  trees  and  the  constellations  beyond  them. 

After  a  three  days’  march  he  came  to  an  Indian  encampment 

Pitched  on  the  edge  of  a  meadow,  between  the  sea  and  the 
forest ; 

Women  at  work  by  the  tents,  and  the  warriors,  horrid  with 
warpaint, 

Seated  about  a  fire,  and  smoking  and  talking  together; 

Who,  when  they  saw  from  afar  the  sudden  approach  of  the 
white  men, 

Saw  the  flash  of  the  sun  on  breastplate  and  saber  and  musket, 

Straightway  leaped  to  their  feet,  and  two,  from  among  them 
advancing, 

Came  to  parley  with  Standish,  and  offer  him  furs  as  a  present ; 

Friendship  was  in  their  looks,  but  in  their  hearts  there  was 
hatred. 

Braves  of  the  tribes  were  these,  and  brothers  gigantic  in  stature, 

Huge  as  Goliath  of  Gath,  or  the  terrible  Og,  king  of  Bashan ; 

One  was  Pecksuot  named,  and  the  other  was  called  Wattawamat. 

Round  their  necks  were  suspended  their  knives  in  scabbards  of 
wampum, 

Two-edged,  trenchant  knives,  with  points  as  sharp  as  a  needle. 

Other  arms  had  they  none,  for  they  were  cunning  and  crafty. 

“Welcome,  English !”  they  said — these  words  they  had  learned 
from  the  traders 

Touching  at  times  on  the  coast,  to  barter  and  chaffer  for  peltries. 

Then  in  their  native  tongue  they  began  to  parley  with  Standish, 

Through  his  guide  and  interpreter,  Hobomok,  friend  of  the 
white  man, 


380 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


Begging  for  blankets  and  knives,  but  mostly  for  muskets  and 
powder, 

Kept  by  the  white  man,  they  said,  concealed,  with  the  plague, 
in  his  cellars, 

Ready  to  be  let  loose,  and  destroy  his  brother  the  red  man ! 

But  when  Standish  refused,  and  said  he  would  give  them  the 
Bible, 

Suddenly  changing  their  tone,  they  began  to  boast  and  to  bluster. 

Then  Wattawamat  advanced  with  a  stride  in  front  of  the  other, 

And,  with  a  lofty  demeanor,  thus  vauntingly  spake  to  the 
Captain : 

“Now  Wattawamat  can  see,  by  the  fiery  eyes  of  the  Captain, 

Angry  is  he  in  his  heart;  but  the  heart  of  the  brave  Watta¬ 
wamat 

Is  not  afraid  at  the  sight.  He  wras  not  born  of  a  woman, 

But  on  a  mountain,  at  night,  from  an  oak  tree  riven  by  light¬ 
ning, 

Forth  he  sprang  at  a  bound,  with  all  his  weapons  about  him, 

Shouting,  Who  is  there  here  to  fight  with  the  brave  Watta¬ 
wamat?’  ” 

Then  he  unsheathed  his  knife,  and  whetting  the  blade  on  his 
left  hand, 

Held  it  aloft  and  displayed  a  woman’s  face  on  the  handle, 

Saying,  wfith  bitter  expression  and  look  of  sinister  meaning: 

“I  have  another  at  home,  with  the  face  of  a  man  on  the  handle ; 

By  and  by  they  shall  marry;  and  there  will  be  plenty  of 
children !” 

Then  stood  Pecksuot  forth,  self-vaunting,  insulting  Miles 
Standish ; 

While  with  his  fingers  he  patted  the  knife  that  hung  at  his 
bosom, 

Drawing  it  half  from  its  sheath,  and  plunging  it  back,  as  he 
muttered : 

“By  and  by  it  shall  see ;  it  shall  eat ;  ah,  ha !  but  shall  speak  not ! 
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This  is  the  mighty  Captain  the  white  men  have  sent  to  destroy 
ns ! 

He  is  a  little  man ;  let  him  go  and  work  with  the  women !” 

Meanwhile  Standish  had  noted  the  faces  and  figures  of 
Indians 

Peeping  and  creeping  about  from  bush  to  tree  in  the  forest, 

Feigning  to  look  for  game,  with  arrows  set  on  their  bow-strings, 

Drawing  about  him  still  closer  and  closer  the  net  of  their 
ambush. 

But  undaunted  he  stood,  and  dissembled  and  treated  them 
smoothly ; 

So  the  old  chronicles  say,  that  were  writ  in  the  days  of  the 
fathers. 

But  when  he  heard  their  defiance,  the  boast,  the  taunt,  and  the 
insult, 

All  the  hot  blood  of  his  race,  of  Sir  Hugh  and  of  Thurston  de 
Standish, 

Boiled  and  beat  in  his  heart,  and  swelled  in  the  veins  of  his 
temples. 

Headlong  he  leaped  on  the  boaster,  and,  snatching  his  knife 
from  its  scabbard, 

Plunged  it  into  his  heart,  and,  reeling  backward,  the  savage 

Fell  with  his  face  to  the  sky,  and  a  fiendlike  fierceness  upon  it. 

Straight  there  arose  from  the  forest  the  awful  sound  of  the 
war-whoop, 

And,  like  a  flurry  of  snow  on  the  whistling  wind  of  December, 

Swift  and  sudden  and  keen  came  a  flight  of  feathery  arrows. 

Then  came  a  cloud  of  smoke,  and  out  of  the  cloud  came  the 
lightning, 

Out  of  the  lightning  thunder;  and  death  unseen  ran  before  it. 

Frightened,  the  savages  fled  for  shelter  in  swamp  and  in 
thicket, 

Hotly  pursued  and  beset;  but  their  sachem,  the  brave  Watta- 
wamat, 
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Fled  not;  he  was  dead.  Unswerving  and  swift  had  a  bullet 
Passed  through  his  brain,  and  he  fell  with  both  hands  clutching 
the  greensward, 

Seeming  in  death  to  hold  back  from  his  foe  the  land  of  his 
fathers. 


There  on  the  flowers  of  the  meadow  the  warriors  lay,  and 
above  them, 

Silent,  with  folded  arms,  stood  Hobomok,  friend  'of  the  white 
man. 

Smiling,  at  length  he  exclaimed  to  the  stalwart  Captain  of 
Plymouth : 

“Pecksuot  bragged  very  loud,  of  his  courage,  his  strength,  and 
his  stature — 

Mocked  the  great  Captain,  and  called  him  a  little  man;  but  I 
see  now 

Big  enough  have  you  been  to  lay  him  speechless  before  you !” 


Thus  the  first  battle  was  fought  and  won  by  the  stalwart 
Miles  Standish. 

When  the  tidings  thereof  were  brought  to  the  village  of  Plym¬ 
outh, 

And  as  a  trophy  of  war  the  head  of  the  brave  Wattawamat 

Scowled  from  the  roof  of  the  fort,  which  at  once  was  a  church 
and  a  fortress; 

All  who  beheld  it  rejoiced,  and  praised  the  Lord,  and  took 
courage. 

Only  Priscilla  averted  her  face  from  this  specter  of  terror, 

Thanking  God  in  her  heart  that  she  had  not  married  Miles 
Standish ; 

Shrinking,  fearing  almost,  lest,  coming  home  from  his  battles, 

He  should  lay  claim  to  her  hand,  as  the  prize  and  reward  of 
his  valor. 
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THE  SPINNING-WHEEL 

Month  after  month  passed  away,  and  in  autumn  the  ships  of 
the  merchants 

Came  with  kindred  and  friends,  with  cattle  and  corn  for  the 
Pilgrims. 

All  in  the  village  was  peace ;  the  men  were  intent  on  their  labors, 

Busy  with  hewing  and  building,  with  garden-plot  and  with 
merestead, 

Busy  with  breaking  the  glebe,  and  mowing  the  grass  in  the 
meadows, 

Searching  the  sea  for  its  fish,  and  hunting  the  deer  in  the  forest. 

All  in  the  village  was  peace ;  but  at  times  the  rumor  of  warfare 

Filled  the  air  with  alarm  and  the  apprehension  of  danger. 

Bravely  the  stalwart  Miles  Standish  was  scouring  the  land  with 
his  forces, 

Waxing  valiant  in  fight  and  defeating  the  alien  armies, 

Till  his  name  had  become  a  sound  of  fear  to  the  nations. 

Anger  was  still  in  his  heart,  but  at  times  the  remorse  and  con¬ 
trition, 

Which  in  all  noble  natures  succeed  the  passionate  outbreak, 

Came  like  a  rising  tide,  that  encounters  the  rush  of  a  river, 

Staying  it  current  awhile,  but  making  it  bitter  and  brackish. 


Meanwhile  Alden  at  home  had  built  him  a  new  habitation, 

Solid,  substantial,  of  timber  roughhewn  from  the  firs  of  the 
forest. 

Wooden-barred  was  the  door,  and  the  roof  was  covered  with 
rushes ; 

Latticed  the  windows  were,  and  the  windowpanes  were  of  paper 

Oiled  to  admit  the  light,  while  wind  and  rain  were  excluded. 

There,  too,  he  dug  a  well,  and  around  it  planted  an  orchard ; 

Still  may  be  seen  to  this  day  some  trace  of  the  well  and  the 
orchard. 
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Close  to  the  house  was  the  stall,  where,  safe  and  secure  from 
annoyance, 

Raghorn,  the  snow-white  bull,  that  had  fallen  to  Alden’s  allot¬ 
ment 

In  the  division  of  cattle,  might  ruminate  in  the  nighttime 
Over  the  pastures  he  cropped,  made  fragrant  by  sweet  penny¬ 
royal. 

Oft  when  his  labor  was  finished,  with  eager  feet  would  the 
dreamer 

Follow  the  pathway  that  ran  through  the  woods  to  the  house 
of  Priscilla, 

Led  by  illusions  romantic  and  subtle  deceptions  of  fancy, 
Pleasure  disguised  as  duty,  and  love  in  the  semblance  of  friend¬ 
ship. 

Ever  of  her  he  thought  when  he  fashioned  the  walls  of  his 
dwelling ; 

Ever  of  her  he  thought  when  he  delved  in  the  soil  of  his  garden ; 
Ever  of  her  he  thought  when  he  read  in  his  Bible  on  Sunday 
Praise  of  the  virtuous  woman,  as  she  is  described  in  the 
Proverbs — 

How  the  heart  of  her  husband  doth  safely  trust  in  her  always, 
How  all  the  days  of  her  life  she  will  do  him  good,  and  not  evil, 
How  she  seeketh  the  wool  and  the  flax  and  worketh  with  glad¬ 
ness, 

How  she  layeth  her  hand  to  the  spindle  and  holdeth  the  distaff, 
How  she  is  not  afraid  of  the  snow  for  herself  or  her  household, 
Knowing  her  household  are  clothed  with  the  scarlet  cloth  of  her 
weaving ! 

So  as  she  sat  at  her  wheel  one  afternoon  in  the  autumn, 
Alden,  who  opposite  sat,  and  was  watching  her  dextrous  fingers, 
As  if  the  thread  she  was  spinning  were  that  of  his  life  and  his 
fortune, 
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After  a  pause  in  their  talk,  thus  spake  to  the  sound  of  the 
spindle : 

“Truly,  Priscilla,”  he  said,  “when  I  see  you  spinning  and 
spinning, 

Never  idle  a  moment,  but  thrifty  and  thoughtful  of  others, 

Suddenly  you  are  transformed,  are  visibly  changed  in  a 
moment ; 

You  are  no  longer  Priscilla,  but  Bertha  the  Beautiful  Spinner.” 

Here  the  light  foot  on  the  treadle  grew  swifter  and  swifter ;  the 
spindle 

Uttered  an  angry  snarl,  and  the  thread  snapped  short  in  her 
fingers ; 

While  the  impetuous  speaker,  not  heeding  the  mischief,  con¬ 
tinued  : 

“You  are  the  beautiful  Bertha,  the  spinner,  the  queen  of  Hel¬ 
vetia, 

She  whose  story  I  read  at  a  stall  in  the  streets  of  Southampton, 

Who,  as  she  rode  on  her  palfrey,  o’er  valley  and  meadow  and 
mountain, 

Ever  was  spinning  her  thread  from  a  distaff  fixed  to  her  saddle. 

She  was  so  thrifty  and  good  that  her  name  passed  into  a 
proverb. 

So  shall  it  be  with  your  own,  when  the  spinning-wheel  shall  no 
longer 

Hum  in  the  house  of  the  farmer,  and  fill  its  chambers  with 
music. 

Then  shall  the  mothers,  reproving,  relate  how  it  was  in  their 
childhood, 

Praising  the  good  old  times,  and  the  days  of  Priscilla  the 
spinner !” 

Straight  uprose  from  her  wheel  the  beautiful  Puritan  maiden, 

Pleased  with  the  praise  of  her  thrift  from  him  whose  praise  was 
the  sweetest, 

Drew  from  the  reel  on  the  table  a  snowy  skein  of  her  spinning, 
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Thus  making  answer,  meanwhile,  to  the  flattering  phrases  of 
Alden : 

“Come,  yon  must  not  be  idle;  if  I  am  a  pattern  for  housewives, 
Show  yourself  equally  worthy  of  being  the  model  of  husbands. 
Hold  this  skein  on  your  hands,  while  I  wind  it,  ready  for  knit¬ 
ting; 

Then  who  knows  but  hereafter,  when  fashions  have  changed  and 
the  manners, 

Fathers  may  talk  to  their  sons  of  the  good  old  times  of  John 
Alden !” 

Thus,  with  a  jest  and  a  laugh,  the  skein  on  his  hands  she 
adjusted, 

He  sitting  awkwardly  there,  with  his  arms  extended  before  him, 
She  standing  graceful,  erect,  and  winding  the  thread  from  his 
fingers, 

Sometimes  chiding  a  little  his  clumsy  manner  of  holding, 
Sometimes  touching  his  hands,  as  she  disentangled  expertly 
Twist  or  knot  in  the  yarn,  unawares — for  how  could  she  help 
it  ? — 

Sending  electrical  thrills  through  every  nerve  in  his  body. 

Lo !  in  the  midst  of  this  scene,  a  breathless  messenger  entered, 
Bringing  in  hurry  and  heat  the  terrible  news  from  the  village. 
Yes;  Miles  Standish  was  dead! — an  Indian  had  brought  them 
the  tidings — 

Slain  by  a  poisoned  arrow,  shot  down  in  the  front  of  the  battle, 
Into  an  ambush  beguiled,  cut  off  with  the  whole  of  his  forces; 
All  the  town  would  be  burned,  and  all  the  people  be  murdered ! 
Such  were  the  tidings  of  evil  that  burst  on  the  hearts  of  the 
hearers. 

Silent  and  statue-like  stood  Priscilla,  her  face  looking  backward 
Still  at  the  face  of  the  speaker,  her  arms  uplifted  in  horror; 
But  John  Alden,  upstarting,  as  if  the  barb  of  the  arrow 
Piercing  the  heart  of  his  friend  had  struck  his  own,  and  had 
sundered 
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Once  and  forever  the  bonds  that  held  him  bound  as  a  captive, 
Wild  with  excess  of  sensation,  the  awful  delight  of  his  freedom. 
Mingled  with  pain  and  regret,  unconscious  of  what  he  was 
doing, 

Clasped,  almost  with  a  groan,  the  motionless  form  of  Priscilla. 
Pressing  her  close  to  his  heart,  as  forever  his  own,  and 
exclaiming : 

“Those  whom  the  Lord  hath  united,  let  no  man  put  them 
asunder !” 

Even  as  rivulets  twain,  from  distant  and  separate  sources, 
Seeing  each  other  afar,  as  they  leap  from  the  rocks,  and  pur¬ 
suing 

Each  one  its  devious  path,  but  drawing  nearer  and  nearer, 
Rush  together  at  last,  at  their  trysting-place  in  the  forest, 

So  these  lives  that  had  run  thus  far  in  separate  channels. 
Coming  in  sight  of  each  other,  then  swerving  and  flowing 
asunder, 

Parted  by  barriers  strong,  but  drawing  nearer  and  nearer, 
Rushed  together  at  last,  and  one  was  lost  in  the  other. 

THE  WEDDING  DAY 

Forth  from  the  curtain  of  clouds,  from  the  tent  of  purple 
and  scarlet, 

Issued  the  sun,  the  great  high  priest,  in  his  garments  resplen¬ 
dent, 

Holiness  unto  the  Lord,  in  letters  of  light,  on  his  forehead, 
Round  the  hem  of  his  robe  the  golden  bells  and  pomegranates. 
Blessing  the  world  he  came,  and  the  bars  of  vapor  beneath  him 
Gleamed  like  a  grate  of  brass,  and  the  seat  at  his  feet  was  a 
laver ! 

This  was  the  wedding  morn  of  Priscilla,  the  Puritan  maiden. 
Friends  were  assembled  together ;  the  Elder  and  Magistrate 
also 
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Graced  the  scene  with  their  presence,  and  stood  like  the  Law 
and  the  Gospel, 

One  with  the  sanction  of  earth  and  one  with  the  blessing  of 
heaven. 

Simple  and  brief  was  the  wedding,  as  that  of  Ruth  and  of  Boaz. 

Softly  the  youth  and  the  maiden  repeated  the  words  of 
betrothal, 

Taking  each  other  for  husband  and  wife  in  the  Magistrate’s 
presence, 

After  the  Puritan  way,  and  the  laudable  custom  of  Holland. 

Fervently  then,  and  devoutly,  the  excellent  Elder  of  Plymouth 

Prayed  for  the  hearth  and  the  home,  that  were  founded  that 
day  in  affection, 

Speaking  of  life  and  of  death,  and  imploring  divine  bene¬ 
diction. 

Lo !  when  the  service  was  ended,  a  form  appeared  on  the 
threshold, 

Clad  in  armor  of  steel,  a  somber  and  sorrowful  figure ! 

Why  does  the  bridegroom  start  and  stare  at  the  strange  appa¬ 
rition  ? 

Why  does  the  bride  turn  pale,  and  hide  her  face  on  his 
shoulder  ? 

Is  it  a  phantom  of  air — a  bodiless  spectral  illusion? 

Is  it  a  ghost  from  the  grave,  that  has  come  to  forbid  the 
betrothal  ? 

Long  had  it  stood  there  unseen,  a  guest  uninvited,  unwelcomed; 

Over  its  clouded  eyes  there  had  passed  at  times  an  expression 

Softening  the  gloom  and  revealing  the  warm  heart  hidden 
beneath  them, 

As  when  across  the  sky  the  driving  rack  of  the  rain-cloud 

Grows  for  a  moment  thin,  and  betrays  the  sun  by  its  bright¬ 
ness. 

Once  it  had  lifted  its  hand,  and  moved  its  lips,  but  was  silent, 

As  if  an  iron  will  had  mastered  the  fleeting  intention. 


THE  COURTSHIP  OF  MILES  STANDISH 


389 


But  when  were  ended  the  troth  and  the  prayer  and  the  last 
benediction, 

Into  the  room  it  strode,  and  the  people  beheld  with  amazement 

Bodily  there  in  his  armor  Miles  Standish,  the  Captain  of 
Plymouth ! 

Grasping  the  bridegroom’s  hand,  he  said  with  emotion,  “For¬ 
give  me ! 

I  have  been  angry  and  hurt — too  long  have  I  cherished  the 
feeling ; 

I  have  been  cruel  and  hard,  but  now,  thank  God !  it  is  ended. 

Mine  is  the  same  hot  blood  that  leaped  in  the  veins  of  Hugh 
Standish, 

Sensitive,  swift  to  resent,  but  as  swift  in  atoning  for  error. 

Never  so  much  as  now  was  Miles  Standish  the  friend  of  John 
Alden.” 

Thereupon  answered  the  bridegroom:  “Let  all  be  forgotten 
between  us — 
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All  save  the  dear  old  friendship,  and  that  shall  grow  older  and 
dearer !” 

Then  the  Captain  advanced,  and,  bowing,  sainted  Priscilla, 

Gravely,  and  after  the  manner  of  old-fashioned  gentry  in  Eng¬ 
land, 

Something  of  camp  and  of  court,  of  town  and  of  country,  com¬ 
mingled, 

Wishing  her  joy  of  her  wedding,  and  loudly  lauding  her  hus¬ 
band. 

Then  he  said  with  a  smile :  “I  should  have  remembered  the 
adage — 

If  you  would  be  well  served,  you  must  serve  yourself ;  and  more¬ 
over, 

No  man  can  gather  cherries  in  Kent  at  the  season  of  Christmas !” 

Great  was  the  people’s  amazement,  and  greater  yet  their 
rejoicing, 

Thus  to  behold  once  more  the  sunburnt  face  of  their  Captain, 

Whom  they  had  mourned  as  dead;  and  they  gathered  and 
crowded  about  him, 

Eager  to  see  him  and  hear  him,  forgetful  of  bride  and  of  bride¬ 
groom, 

Questioning,  answering,  laughing,  and  each  interrupting  the 
other, 

Till  the  good  Captain  declared,  being  quite  overpowered  and 
bewildered, 

He  had  rather  by  far  break  into  an  Indian  encampment 

Than  come  again  to  a  wedding  to  which  he  had  not  been  invited. 

Meanwhile  the  bridegroom  went  forth  and  stood  with  the  bride 
at  the  doorway, 

Breathing  the  perfumed  air  of  that  warm  and  beautiful 
morning. 

Touched  with  autumnal  tints,  but  lonely  and  sad  in  the  sun¬ 
shine, 
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Lay  extended  before  them  the  land  of  toil  and  privation; 

There  were  the  graves  of  the  dead,  and  the  barren  waste  of  the 
seashore, 

There  the  familiar  fields,  the  groves  of  pine,  and  the  meadows; 

But  to  their  eyes  transfigured,  it  seemed  as  the  Garden  of  Eden, 

Filled  with  the  presence  of  God,  whose  voice  was  the  sound  of 
the  ocean. 

Soon  was  their  vision  disturbed  by  the  noise  and  stir  of 
departure, 

Friends  coming  forth  from  the  house,  and  impatient  of  longer 
delaying, 

Each  with  his  plan  for  the  day,  and  the  work  that  was  left 
uncompleted. 

Then  from  a  stall  near  at  hand,  amid  exclamations  of  wonder, 

Alden  the  thoughtful,  the  careful,  so  happy,  so  proud  of  Pris¬ 
cilla, 

Brought  out  his  snow-white  bull,  obeying  the  hand  of  its  master, 

Led  by  a  cord  that  was  tied  to  an  iron  ring  in  its  nostrils, 

Covered  with  crimson  cloth,  and  a  cushion  placed  for  a  saddle. 

She  should  not  walk,  he  said,  through  the  dust  and  heat  of  the 
noonday ; 

Nay,  she  should  ride  like  a  queen,  not  plod  along  like  a  peasant. 

Somewhat  alarmed  at  first,  but  reassured  by  the  others, 

Placing  her  hand  on  the  cushion,  her  foot  in  the  hand  of  her 
husband, 

Gayly,  with  joyous  laugh,  Priscilla  mounted  her  palfrey. 

“Nothing  is  wanting  now,”  he  said,  with  a  smile,  “but  the 
distaff ; 

Then  you  would  be  in  truth  my  queen,  my  beautiful  Bertha!” 

Onward  the  bridal  procession  now  moved  to  their  new  habi¬ 
tation, 

Happy  husband  and  wife,  and  friends  conversing  together. 
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Pleasantly  murmured  the  brook,  as  they  crossed  the  ford  in  the 
forest, 

Pleased  with  the  image  that  passed,  like  a  dream  of  love, 
through  its  bosom, 

Tremulous,  floating  in  air,  o’er  the  depths  of  the  azure  abysses. 
Down  through  the  golden  leaves  the  sun  was  pouring  his  splen¬ 
dors, 

Gleaming  on  purple  grapes,  that,  from  branches  above  them 
suspended, 

Mingled  their  odorous  breath  with  the  balm  of  the  pine  and  the 
fir  tree, 

Wild  and  sweet  as  the  clusters  that  grew  in  the  valley  of  Eschol. 
Like  a  picture  it  seemed  of  the  primitive  pastoral  ages, 

Fresh  with  the  youth  of  the  world,  and  recalling  Rebecca  and 
Isaac, 

Old  and  yet  ever  new,  and  simple  and  beautiful  always, 

Love  immortal  and  young  in  the  endless  succession  of  lovers. 

So  through  the  Plymouth  woods  passed  onward  the  bridal 
procession. 

Notes  and  Questions 

When  the  Pilgrims  moved  in  1609  from  England  to  Holland,  Miles 
Standish,  an  English  soldier,  joined  them.  In  1620  he  and  his  wife, 
Rose,  sailed  on  the  Mayflower  on  its  great  voyage  to  the  New  World. 
The  Pilgrims  soon  recognized  the  fact  that  Standish  would  make  the 
best  military  leader  of  the  band,  and  they  made  him  their  captain.  He 
had  charge  of  all  matters  of  fortification  and  protection  against  the 
Indians.  When  the  Mayflower  landed  at  Plymouth,  history  tells  us 
that  Standish  with  his  army  of  sixteen  men,  “with  every  man  his  mus¬ 
ket,  sword,  and  corselet,”  set  out  to  explore  the  new-found  land  along 
the  shoreland,  “marching  in  single  file.”  Indians  who  saw  them  were 
frightened  and  “ran  away  with  might  and  main.”  Miles  Standish  made 
a  study  of  the  Indian  and  his  character.  He  learned  to  understand  the 
red  man  as  no  one  else  of  the  colonists  did  and  saved  the  little  band 
many  times  through  his  quickness  and  determination.  During  the  ter¬ 
rible  winter  of  1620-1621,  Captain  Standish  went  about  from  cabin  to 
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cabin  doing  whatever  task  there  was  to  be  done  with  the  tenderness  of 
a  child.  It  was  during  this  winter  that  his  wife,  Rose,  died. 

1.  In  whom  are  you  chiefly  interested  at  the  beginning  of  the  story  ? 
To  what  other  character  do  you  later  transfer  your  interest?  Why? 
Who  do  you  think  is  the  real  hero  of  the  poem?  Give  examples  from 
the  story  to  support  your  chosen  character.  Select  lines  or  speeches  in 
the  poem  which  bring  out  the  character  of  Priscilla.  For  example: 

(a)  “Modest  and  simple  and  sweet,  the  very  type  of  Priscilla!” 

2.  This  poem  portrays  Puritan  life  and  character;  it  has  historical 
value;  it  shows  the  beauty  of  loyalty  to  friendship  that  would  make 
any  sacrifice  of  self  rather  than  sacrifice  of  an  ideal.  Find  five  passages 
in  the  poem  in  which  the  poet  makes  reference  to  friendship. 

3.  Make  a  list  of  five  Biblical  allusions  in  this  story  and  be  able  to 
explain  the  meaning  of  each.  For  example: 

(a)  “Let  not  him  that  putteth  his  hand  to  the  plow  look  backward.” 

4.  Compare  the  life  of  the  homemaker  of  today  with  that  of  Pris¬ 
cilla,  to  show  how  far  we  have  departed  from  the  simplicity  and  thrift 
of  early  days  in  America. 

5.  Longfellow’s  quiet  humor  is  shown  at  its  best  in  this  poem;  point 
out  examples  of  it. 

6.  Account  for  the  great  admiration  Miles  Standish  had  for  Caesar. 
Which  do  you  believe  was  the  truer  friend,  John  Alden  or  Captain 
Standish?  Why?  Interpret  the  following  lines: 

“Fierce  in  his  soul  was  the  struggle  and  tumult  of  passions  con¬ 
tending  ; 

Love  triumphant  and  crowned,  and  friendship  wounded  and 
bleeding.” 

7.  Describe  in  your  own  words  the  scene  in  the  cottage  when  John 
Alden  delivered  to  Priscilla  the  message  of  Miles  Standish. 

8.  Find  six  proverbs  used  by  Longfellow  in  this  poem. 

FOR  MEMORIZATION  WORK  IN  CLASS 

1.  Choose  the  description  you  most  enjoy  in  this  poem  and  memo¬ 
rize  it. 

2.  Select  at  least  two  speeches  made  by  characters  in  this  poem 
which  you  wish  to  memorize. 
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3.  Memory  test:  Locate  from  memory  the  following  quotations,  and 
tell  who  said  each  one : 

( a )  Let  us,  then,  be  what  we  are,  and  speak  what  we  think,  and 

in  all  things 

Keep  ourselves  loyal  to  truth,  and  the  sacred  professions  of 
friendship. 

( b )  He  is  a  little  chimney,  and  heated  hot  in  a  moment ! 

( c )  Let  all  be  forgotten  between  us — 

All  save  the  dear  old  friendship,  and  that  shall  grow  older  and 
dearer ! 

(d)  Yes,  we  must  ever  be  friends;  and  of  all  who  offer  you  friend¬ 

ship 

Let  me  be  ever  the  first,  the  truest,  the  nearest  and  dearest ! 

(e)  ’Tis  not  good  for  a  man  to  be  alone. 

FOR  ORAL  READING  IN  CLASS 

1.  Read  aloud: 

(a)  The  lines  in  the  story  which  you  think  show  Miles  Standish  at 

his  best. 

( b )  The  poet’s  description  of  each  of  the  three  main  characters. 

(e)  The  description  of  the  return  of  the  Mayflower. 

( d )  The  description  of  Priscilla’s  house. 

(e)  The  description  of  Miles  Standish’s  army. 

2.  Select  passages  that  you  like  very  much  and  be  prepared  to  read 
them  aloud  to  the  class  in  such  a  way  as  to  bring  out  their  full  meaning. 
Be  prepared  also  to  ask  a  question  or  two  that  will  provoke  discussion, 
a  discussion  you  will  be  able  to  conduct. 

FOR  CLASS  EXERCISE 

It  will  be  easy  and  interesting  for  you  to  dramatize  parts  of  this 
poem.  Your  setting  may  be  a  plain  New  England  living-room.  The 
costumes  should  be  the  simple  Puritan  dress  of  the  Pilgrims.  If  the 
dramatization  is  well  done,  you  will  enjoy  presenting  some  of  the  scenes 
before  other  classes  in  your  school. 


THE  CELEBEATED  JUMPING  FEOG 

Mark  Twain 

Mark  Twain’s  story  of  “Tlie  Celebrated  Jumping  Frog”  is  considered 
by  many  critics  “the  best  humorous  short  story  ever  written.”  Early 
in  the  year  1865  Twain,  with  his  friend  Jim  Grillis,  was  trying  his  luck 
at  mining  in  California.  During  the  rainy,  cold  weather  the  two  friends 
spent  much  time  in  the  tavern  of  Ben  Coon,  “a  solemn,  fat-witted” 
retired  Illinois  River  pilot.  One  day  he  told  them  “in  his  slow,  monot¬ 
onous  fashion  the  story  of  the  jumping  frog,  owned  by  a  man  named 
Coleman.”  Mark  Twain  was  so  impressed  with  the  humor  of  the  story 
that  he  wrote  “The  Celebrated  Jumping  Frog”  soon  afterwards. 

In  compliance  with  the  request  of  a  friend  of  mine,  who 
wrote  me  from  the  East,  I  called  on  good-natured,  garrulous 
old  Simon  Wheeler,  and  inquired  after  my  friend's  friend, 
Leonidas  W.  Smiley,  as  requested  to  do,  and  I  hereunto  append 
the  result.  I  have  a  lurking  suspicion  that  Leonidas  IT.  Smiley 
is  a  myth;  that  my  friend  never  knew  such  a  personage;  and 
that  he  only  conjectured  that  if  I  asked  old  Wheeler  about  him, 
it  would  remind  him  of  his  infamous  Jim  Smiley,  and  he  would 
go  to  work  and  bore  me  nearly  to  death  with  some  infernal 
reminiscence  of  him  as  long  and  tedious  as  it  should  he  useless 
to  me.  If  that  was  the  design,  it  certainly  succeeded. 

I  found  Simon  Wheeler  dozing  comfortably  by  the  barroom 
stove  of  the  old,  dilapidated  tavern  in  the  ancient  mining  camp 
of  Angel’s,  and  I  noticed  that  he  was  fat  and  bald-headed,  and 
had  an  expression  of  winning  gentleness  and  simplicity  upon 
his  tranquil  countenance.  He  roused  up  and  gave  me  good-day. 
I  told  him  a  friend  of  mine  had  commissioned  me  to  make  some 
inquiries  about  a  cherished  companion  of  his  boyhood  named 
Leonidas  W.  Smiley — Rev.  Leonidas  TT.  Smiley — a  young  min- 
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ister  of  the  Gospel,  who,  he  had  heard,  was  at  one  time  a  resi¬ 
dent  of  Angel’s  Camp.  I  added,  that  if  Mr.  Wheeler  could  tell 
me  anything  about  this  Rev.  Leonidas  W.  Smiley,  I  would  feel 
under  many  obligations  to  him. 

Simon  Wheeler  backed  me  into  a  corner  and  blockaded  me 
there  with  his  chair,  and  then  sat  me  down  and  reeled  off  the 
monotonous  narrative  which  follows  this  paragraph.  He  never 
smiled,  he  never  frowned,  he  never  changed  his  voice  from  the 
gentle-flowing  key  to  which  he  tuned  the  initial  sentence,  he 
never  betrayed  the  slightest  suspicion  of  enthusiasm;  but  all 
through  the  interminable  narrative  there  ran  a  vein  of  impres¬ 
sive  earnestness  and  sincerity  which  showed  me  plainly  that, 
so  far  from  his  imagining  that  there  was  anything  ridiculous 
or  funny  about  his  story,  he  regarded  it  as  a  really  important 
matter,  and  admired  its  two  heroes  as  men  of  transcendent 
genius  in  finesse.  To  me,  the  spectacle  of  a  man  drifting 
serenely  along  through  such  a  queer  yarn  without  ever  smiling 
was  exquisitely  absurd.  As  I  said  before,  I  asked  him  to  tell 
me  what  he  knew  of  Rev.  Leonidas  W.  Smiley,  and  he  replied 
as  follows.  I  let  him  go  on  in  his  own  way,  and  never  inter¬ 
rupted  him  once : 

There  was  a  feller  here  once  by  the  name  of  Jim  Smiley,  in 
the  winter  of  ’49 — or  maybe  it  was  the  spring  of  ’50 — I  don’t 
recollect  exactly,  somehow,  though  what  makes  me  think  it  was 
one  or  the  other  is  because  I  remember  the  big  flume  wasn’t 
finished  when  he  first  came  to  the  camp;  but  anyway,  he  was 
the  curiousest  man  about  always  betting  on  anything  that 
turned  up  you  ever  see,  if  he  could  get  anybody  to  bet  on  the 
other  side;  and  if  he  couldn’t,  he’d  change  sides.  Any  way 
what  suited  the  other  man  would  suit  him — any  way  just  so’s 
he  got  a  bet,  lie  was  satisfied.  But  still  he  was  lucky,  uncommon 
lucky;  he  most  always  come  out  winner.  He  was  always  ready 
and  laying  for  a  chance;  there  couldn’t  be  no  solitary  thing 
mentioned  but  that  feller’d  offer  to  bet  on  it,  and  take  any  side 
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you  please,  as  I  was  just  telling  you.  If  there  was  a  horse  race, 
you’d  find  him  flush  or  you’d  find  him  busted  at  the  end  of  it ; 
if  there  was  a  dog-fight,  he’d  bet  on  it;  if  there  was  a  cat-fight, 
he’d  bet  on  it ;  if  there  was  a  chicken-fight,  he’d  bet  on  it ;  why, 
if  there  was  two  birds  setting  on  a  fence,  he  would  bet  you 
which  one  would  fly  first;  or  if  there  was  a  camp-meeting,  he 
would  be  there  reg’lar  to  bet  on  Parson  Walker,  which  he  judged 
to  be  the  best  exhorter  about  here,  and  so  he  was,  too,  and  a 
good  man.  If  he  even  seen  a  straddle-bug  start  to  go  any¬ 
wheres,  he  would  bet  you  how  long  it  would  take  him  to  get 
to  wherever  he  was  going  to,  and  if  you  took  him  up,  he  would 
foller  that  straddle-bug  to  Mexico  but  what  he  would  find  out 
where  he  was  bound  for  and  how  long  he  was  on  the  road. 
Lots  of  the  boys  here  has  seen  that  Smiley  and  can  tell  you 
about  him.  Why,  it  never  made  no  difference  to  him — he  would 
bet  on  anything — the  dangdest  feller.  Parson  Walker’s  wife 
laid  very  sick  once,  for  a  good  while,  and  it  seemed  as  if  they 
warn’t  going  to  save  her;  but  one  morning  he  come  in,  and 
Smiley  asked  how  she  was,  and  he  said  she  was  considerable 
better — thank  the  Lord  for  his  inf’nit  mercy — and  coming  on 
so  smart  that,  with  the  blessing  of  Prov’dence,  she’d  get  well 
yet;  and  Smiley,  before  he  thought,  says,  “Well,  I’ll  risk  two- 
and-a-half  that  she  don’t,  anyway.” 

Thish-yer  Smiley  had  a  mare — the  boys  called  her  the  fifteen- 
minute  nag,  but  that  was  only  in  fun,  you  know,  because,  of 
course,  she  was  faster  than  that — and  he  used  to  win  money 
on  that  horse,  for  all  she  was  so  slow  and  always  had  the  asthma 
or  the  distemper  or  the  consumption  or  something  of  that  kind. 
They  used  to  give  her  two  or  three  hundred  yards’  start,  and 
then  pass  her  under  way;  but  always  at  the  fag-end  of  the  race 
she’d  get  excited  and  desperate-like,  and  come  cavorting  and 
straddling  up,  and  scattering  her  legs  around  limber,  some¬ 
times  in  the  air,  and  sometimes  out  to  one  side  amongst  the 
fences,  and  kicking  up  m-o-r-e  dust,  and  raising  m-o-r-e  racket 
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with  her  coughing  and  sneezing  and  blowing  her  nose — and 
always  fetch  up  at  the  stand  just  about  a  neck  ahead,  as  near 
as  you  could  cipher  it  down. 

And  he  had  a  little  small  bull  pup,  that  to  look  at  him  you’d 
think  he  wan’t  worth  a  cent  but  to  set  around  and  look  ornery, 
and  lay  for  a  chance  to  steal  something.  But  as  soon  as  money 
was  up  on  him,  he  was  a  different  dog ;  his  under  jaw’d  begin 
to  stick  out  like  the  fo’castle  of  a  steamboat,  and  his  teeth  would 
uncover  and  shine  savage  like  the  furnaces.  And  a  dog  might 
tackle  him,  and  bully-rag  him,  and  bite  him,  and  throw  him 
over  his  shoulder  two  or  three  times,  and  Andrew  Jackson — 
which  was  the  name  of  the  pup — Andrew  Jackson  wrould  never 
let  on  but  what  he  was  satisfied,  and  hadn’t  expected  nothing 
else — and  the  bets  being  doubled  and  doubled  on  the  other  side 
all  the  time,  till  the  money  was  all  up ;  and  then  all  of  a  sudden 
he  would  grab  that  other  dog  jest  by  the  j’int  of  his  hind  leg 
and  freeze  to  it — not  chaw,  you  understand,  but  only  jest  grip 
and  hang  on  till  they  throwed  up  the  sponge,  if  it  was  a  year. 
Smiley  always  come  out  winner  on  that  pup,  till  he  harnessed 
a  dog  once  that  didn’t  have  no  hind  legs,  because  they’d  been 
sawed  off  by  a  circular  saw ;  and  when  the  thing  had  gone  along 
far  enough,  and  the  money  was  all  up,  and  he  come  to  make  a 
snatch  for  his  pet  holt,  he  saw  in  a  minute  how  he’d  been  imposed 
on,  and  how  the  other  dog  had  been  in  the  door,  so  to  speak, 
and  he  ’peared  surprised,  and  then  he  looked  sorted  discour¬ 
aged-like,  and  didn’t  try  no  more  to  win  the  fight,  and  so  he 
got  shucked  out  bad.  He  give  Smiley  a  look,  as  much  as  to  say 
his  heart  was  broke,  and  it  was  his  fault,  for  putting  up  a  dog 
that  hadn’t  no  hind  legs  for  him  to  take  holt  of,  which  was  his 
main  dependence  in  a  fight ;  and  then  he  limped  off  a  piece  and 
laid  down  and  died.  It  was  a  good  pup,  was  that  Andrew 
Jackson,  and  would  have  made  a  name  for  hisself  if  he’d  lived, 
for  the  stuff  was  in  him,  and  he  had  genius — I  know  it,  because 
he  hadn’t  had  no  opportunities  to  speak  of,  and  it  don’t  stand 
to  reason  that  a  dog  could  make  such  a  fight  as  he  could  under 
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them  circumstances,  if  he  hadn’t  no  talent.  It  always  makes  me 
feel  sorry  when  I  think  of  that  last  fight  of  his’n,  and  the  way 
it  turned  out. 

Well,  thish-yer  Smiley  had  rat-tarriers,  and  chicken  cocks, 
and  tomcats,  and  all  them  kind  of  things,  till  you  couldn’t  rest, 
and  you  couldn’t  fetch  nothing  for  him  to  bet  on  but  he’d 
match  you.  He  ketched  a  frog  one  day,  and  took  him  home,  and 
said  he  cal’klated  to  edercate  him ;  and  so  he  never  done  noth¬ 
ing  for  three  months  but  set  in  his  back  yard  and  learn  that 
frog  to  jump.  And  you  bet  you  he  did  learn  him,  too.  He’d 
give  him  a  little  punch  behind,  and  the  next  minute  you’d  see 
that  frog  whirling  in  the  air  like  a  doughnut — see  him  turn 
one  summerset,  or  maybe  a  couple,  if  he  got  a  good  start,  and 
come  down  flat-footed  and  all  right,  like  a  cat.  He  got  him 
up  so  in  the  matter  of  catching  flies,  and  kept  him  in  practice 
so  constant  that  he’d  nail  a  fly  every  time  as  far  as  he  could 
see  him.  Smiley  said  all  a  frog  wanted  was  education,  and  he 
could  do  most  anything — and  I  believe  him.  Why,  I’ve  seen 
him  set  Dan’l  Webster  down  here  on  this  floor — Dan’l  Webster 
was  the  name  of  the  frog — and  sing  out,  “Flies,  DanT,  flies!” 
and  quicker’n  you  could  wink,  he’d  spring  straight  up,  and 
snake  a  fly  otf’n  the  counter  there,  and  flop  down  on  the  floor 
again  as  solid  as  a  gob  of  mud,  and  fall  to  scratching  the  side 
of  his  head  with  his  hind  foot,  as  indifferent  as  if  he  hadn’t 
no  idea  he’d  been  doin’  any  more’n  any  frog  might  do.  You 
never  see  a  frog  so  modest  and  straightfor’ard  as  he  was,  for 
all  he  was  so  gifted.  And  when  it  come  to  fair  and  square 
jumping  on  a  dead  level,  he  could  get  over  more  ground  at 
one  straddle  than  any  animal  of  his  breed  you  ever  see.  Jump¬ 
ing  on  a  dead  level  was  his  strong  suit,  you  understand;  and 
when  it  come  to  that,  Smiley  would  ante  up  money  on  him  as 
long  as  he  had  a  red.  Smiley  was  monstrous  proud  of  that  frog, 
and  well  he  might  be,  for  fellers  that  had  traveled  and  been 
everywheres  all  said  he  laid  over  any  frog  that  ever  they 
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Well,  Smiley  kept  the  beast  in  a  little  lattice  box,  and  he  used 
to  fetch  him  downtown  sometimes  and  lay  for  a  bet.  One  day 
a  feller — a  stranger  in  the  camp,  he  was— come  across  him 
with  his  box,  and  says:  “What  might  it  be  that  you’ve  got 
in  the  box?” 

And  Smiley  says,  sorter  indifferent  like,  “It  might  be  a 
parrot,  or  it  might  be  a  canary,  maybe,  but  it  an’t — it’s  only 
just  a  frog.” 

And  the  feller  took  it  and  looked  at  it  careful,  and  turned 
it  round  this  way  and  that,  and  says,  “H’m — so  ’tis.  Well, 
what’s  he  good  for?” 

“Well,”  Smiley  says,  easy  and  careless,  “He’s  good  enough 
for  one  thing,  I  should  judge — he  can  outjump  ary  frog  in 
Calaveras  county.” 

The  feller  took  the  box  again,  and  took  another  long,  par¬ 
ticular  look,  and  give  it  back  to  Smiley,  and  says,  very  delib¬ 
erate,  “Well,  I  don’t  see  no  p’ints  about  that  frog  that’s  any 
better’n  any  other  frog.” 

“Maybe  you  don’t,”  Smiley  says.  “Maybe  you  understand 
frogs,  and  maybe  you  don’t  understand  ’em ;  maybe  you’ve  had 
experience,  and  maybe  you  an’t  only  a  amature,  as  it  were. 
Anyways,  I’ve  got  my  opinion,  and  I’ll  risk  forty  dollars  that 
he  can  outjump  any  frog  in  Calaveras  county.” 

And  the  feller  studied  a  minute,  and  then  says,  kinder  sad- 
like,  “Well,  I’m  only  a  stranger  here,  and  I  ain’t  got  no  frog; 
but  if  I  had  a  frog,  I’d  bet  you.” 

And  then  Smiley  says,  “That’s  all  right — that’s  all  right — 
if  you’ll  hold  my  box  a  minute,  I’ll  go  and  get  you  a  frog.” 
And  so  the  feller  took  the  box,  and  put  up  his  forty  dollars 
along  with  Smiley’s,  and  set  down  to  wait. 

So  he  set  there  a  good  while  thinking  and  thinking  to  his- 
self  and  then  he  got  the  frog  out  and  pried  his  mouth  open 
and  took  a  teaspoon  and  filled  him  full  of  quail  shot — filled  him 
pretty  near  up  to  his  chin — and  set  him  on  the  floor.  Smiley 
he  went  to  the  swamp  and  slopped  around  in  the  mud  for  a 
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long  time,  and  finally  he  ketched  a  frog,  and  fetched  him  in, 
and  give  him  to  this  feller,  and  says : 

“Now,  if  you’re  ready,  set  him  alongside  of  Dan’l,  with  his 
forepaws  just  even  with  Dan’l,  and  I’ll  give  the  word.”  Then 
he  says,  “One — two — three — jump  !”  and  him  and  the  feller 
touched  up  the  frogs  from  behind,  and  the  new  frog  hopped 
off,  but  Dan’l  give  a  heave,  and  hysted  up  his  shoulders — so — 
like  a  Frenchman,  but  it  wan’t  no  use — he  couldn’t  budge;  he 
was  planted  as  solid  as  an  anvil,  and  he  couldn’t  no  more  stir 
than  if  he  was  anchored  out.  Smiley  was  a  good  deal  surprised, 
and  he  was  disgusted,  too,  but  he  didn’t  have  no  idea  what  the 
matter  was,  of  course. 

The  feller  took  the  money  and  started  away;  and  when  he 
was  going  out  of  the  door,  he  sorter  jerked  his  thumb  over  his 
shoulders — this  way — at  Dan’l,  and  says  again,  very  deliberate, 
“Well,  1  don’t  see  no  p’ints  about  that  frog  that’s  any  better ’n 
any  other  frog.” 
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Smiley  he  stood  scratching  his  head  and  looking  down  at 
Dan’l  a  long  time,  and  at  last  he  says,  “I  do  wonder  what  in 
the  nation  that  frog  throwed  off  for — I  wonder  if  there  an’t 
something  the  matter  with  him — he  ’pears  to  look  mighty  baggy, 
somehow.”  And  he  ketched  Dan’l  by  the  nap  of  the  neck,  and 
lifted  him  up  and  says,  “Why,  blame  my  cats,  if  he  don’t  weigh 
five  pound!”  and  turned  him  upside  down,  and  he  belched  out 
a  double  handful  of  shot.  And  then  he  see  how  it  was,  and  he 
was  the  maddest  man — he  set  the  frog  down  and  took  out  after 
that  feller,  but  he  never  ketched  him.  And — 

Here  Simon  Wheeler  heard  his  name  called  from  the  front 
yard,  and  got  up  to  see  what  was  wanted.  And  turning  to 
me  as  he  moved  away,  he  said,  “Just  set  where  you  are,  stranger, 
and  rest  easy — I  ain’t  going  to  be  gone  a  second.” 

But,  by  your  leave,  I  did  not  think  that  a  continuation  of 
the  history  of  the  enterprising  vagabond  Jim  Smiley  would  be 
likely  to  afford  me  much  information  concerning  the  Rev. 
Leonidas  W.  Smiley,  and  so  I  started  away. 

At  the  door  I  met  the  sociable  Wheeler  returning,  and  he 
buttonholed  me  and  recommenced : 

“Well,  thish-yer  Smiley  had  a  yaller  one-eyed  cow  that  didn’t 
have  no  tail,  only  jest  a  short  stump  like  a  bananer,  and — ” 

“Oh,  hang  Smiley  and  his  afflicted  cow!”  I  muttered,  good- 
naturedly,  and  bidding  the  old  gentleman  good-day,  I  departed. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Did  you  enjoy  reading  this  selection  ?  Did  you  get  a  laugh  out 
of  it  ?  Is  the  story  humorous  or  is  the  way  in  which  it  is  told  humorous  ? 
The  author  gives  a  humorous  description  of  a  type  of  lazy  character 
found  in  some  communities;  have  you  ever  known  such  a  man  (a)  as 
the  rambling  story-teller,  Wheeler?  ( b )  as  the  shiftless  Jim  Smiley? 

2.  Mark  Twain  did  not  expect  to  convince  his  readers  that  they 
would  find  Simon  Wheeler’s  narrative  “monotonous”  and  “intermin¬ 
able”;  why  do  you  think  he  called  it  so?  Tell  how  Wheeler  cornered 
his  visitor. 
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3.  Which  paragraphs  lead  up  to  the  story  of  the  jumping  frog?  In 
whom  are  these  paragraphs  intended  to  interest  the  reader?  What  is 
the  outstanding  characteristic  of  this  person? 

4.  What  other  selections  have  you  read  in  this  book  that  are  enriched 
by  touches  of  humor?  What  is  the  value  of  humor  in  literature? 

5.  You  will  get  some  real  fun  out  of  planning  and  giving  one  of 
the  following : 

A.  A  monologue: 

(a)  A  Boy  Scout  telling  a  humorous  incident  that  occurred  on  a 
hike 

(b)  A  Girl  Scout  describing  camp  life  humorously 

(c)  A  Camp  Fire  Girl  telling  a  humorous  incident  of  a  cere¬ 
monial  meeting 

( d )  A  sailor  spinning  a  funny  yarn 

B.  A  book  review  of  Tom  Sawyer,  pointing  out  particularly  humor¬ 
ous  incidents,  such  as  how  Tom  Sawyer  whitewashed  the  fence 
(add  interest  to  your  report  by  reading  aloud  selected  paragraphs 
to  the  class). 

6.  Prepare  a  program  for  “ Humor  Day”  in  your  school.  Bring  to 
class  for  the  bulletin  board  humorous  selections — stories,  poems,  clip¬ 
pings,  cartoons,  pictures,  etc. — that  have  been  enjoyed  by  your  family. 

You  will  find  in  the  library  the  following  humorous  books :  Life  on 
the  Mississippi,  Chapter  Y,  Twain;  A  Literary  Nightmare ,  Twain; 
Huckleberry  Finn,  Twain;  The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer,  Twain. 


THE  HEIGHT  OF  THE  RIDICULOUS 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 

I  wrote  some  lines  once  on  a  time 
In  wondrous  merry  mood, 

And  thought,  as  usual,  men  would  say 
They  were  exceeding  good. 

They  were  so  queer,  so  very  queer, 

I  laughed  as  I  would  die; 

Albeit,  in  the  general  way, 

A  sober  man  am  I. 

I  called  my  servant,  and  he  came; 

How  kind  it  was  of  him 

To  mind  a  slender  man  like  me, 

He  of  the  mighty  limb ! 

“These  to  the  printer,”  I  exclaimed. 

And,  in  my  humorous  way, 

I  added  (as  a  trifling  jest), 

“There’ll  be  the  devil  to  pay.” 

He  took  the  paper,  and  I  watched, 

And  saw  him  peep  within; 

At  the  first  line  he  read,  his  face 
Was  all  upon  the  grin. 

He  read  the  next;  the  grin  grew  broad, 

And  shot  from  ear  to  ear; 

He  read  the  third;  a  chuckling  noise 
I  now  began  to  hear. 
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The  fourth;  he  broke  into  a  roar; 

The  fifth;  his  waistband  split; 

The  sixth;  he  burst  five  buttons  off, 

And  tumbled  in  a  fit. 

Ten  days  and  nights,  with  sleepless  eye, 

I  watched  that  wretched  man, 

And  since,  I  never  dare  to  write 
As  funny  as  I  can. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  What  impression  of  the  poet  do  you  gain  from  this  poem?  In 
what  state  of  mind  do  you  think  of  him  as  writing  it? 

2.  What  is  the  “trifling  jest”  referred  to  in  the  fourth  stanza?  What 
are  the  duties  of  a  “printer’s  devil”? 

3.  This  poem  is  pure  nonsense  written  for  the  sake  of  a  hearty 
laugh ;  of  what  use  is  such  a  poem  ? 

4.  You  may  wish  to  use  the  following  topics  for  your  oral  or  written 
themes : 

( а )  A  discussion  of  present-day  humor  as  seen  in  the  funny  pictures 
of  the  newspapers 

(б)  The  newspaper  reader  of  today  gets  his  humor  through  pictures 
rather  than  through  words 

(c)  Some  well-known  cartoonists  and  the  characters  they  have  created 

( d )  The  joke  column  of  the  newspaper  that  I  read  regularly;  its 
title  and  its  editor 

(e)  The  difference  between  vulgarity  and  good  wholesome  humor 

Other  humorous  selections  you  may  wish  to  read  are:  “The  Dor¬ 
chester  Giant,”  Holmes  (in  Child-Library  Readers ,  Book  Seven); 
“Sleeping  Outdoors”  (in  Child-Library  Readers,  Book  Seven);  The 
Nonsense  Book ,  Lear;  “Just  Nonsense”  (in  The  Home  Book  of  Verse , 
Stevenson). 


THE  LEGEND  OF  SLEEPY  HOLLOW 

Washington  Irving 

Washington  Irving  (1783-1859)  was  born  in  the  city  of  New  York, 
in  the  very  year  in  which  the  Treaty  of  Peace  that  ended  the  Revolu¬ 
tionary  War  was  signed.  He  was  destined  to  do  for  American  literature 
what  the  war  had  already  done  for  the  American  government  and 
people — make  it  respected  among  all  nations.  Irving’s  mother  said, 
“Washington’s  great  work  is  done;  let  us  name  our  boy  Washington,” 
little  dreaming  when  thus  naming  him  after  the  “Father  of  His 
Country”  that  he  should  one  day  come  to  be  called  the  “Father  of 
American  Letters”  (literature). 

A  pleasing  land  of  drowsy  head  it  was, 

Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half-shut  eye; 

And  of  gay  castles  in  the  clouds  that  pass, 

Forever  flushing  round  a  summer  sky. 

— Castle  of  Indolence 

THE  VALLEY  AND  ITS  SUPERSTITIONS 

In  the  bosom  of  one  of  those  spacious  coves  which  indent 
the  eastern  shore  of  the  Hudson,  at  that  broad  expansion  of  the 
river  denominated  by  the  ancient  Dutch  navigators  the  Tappan 
Zee,  and  where  they  always  prudently  shortened  sail,  and 
implored  the  protection  of  St.  Nicholas  when  they  crossed,  there 
lies  a  small  market-town  or  rural  port,  which  by  some  is  called 
Greensburgh,  but  which  is  more  generally  and  properly  known 
by  the  name  of  Tarrytown.  This  name  was  given,  we  are  told, 
in  former  days,  by  the  good  housewives  of  the  adjacent  country, 
from  the  inveterate  propensity  of  their  husbands  to  linger 
about  the  village  tavern  on  market  days.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
I  do  not  vouch  for  the  fact,  but  merely  advert  to  it,  for  the 
sake  of  being  precise  and  authentic.  Not  far  from  this  village, 
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perhaps  about  two  miles,  there  is  a  little  valley,  or  rather  lap 
of  land,  among  high  hills,  which  is  one  of  the  quietest  places 
in  the  whole  world.  A  small  brook  glides  through  it,  with  just 
murmur  enough  to  lull  one  to  repose ;  and  the  occasional  whistle 
of  a  quail,  or  tapping  of  a  woodpecker,  is  almost  the  only 
sound  that  ever  breaks  in  upon  the  uniform  tranquillity. 

I  recollect  that,  when  a  stripling,  my  first  exploit  in  squirrel¬ 
shooting  was  in  a  grove  of  tall  walnut  trees  that  shades  one 
side  of  the  valley.  I  had  wandered  into  it  at  noontime,  when 
all  nature  is  peculiarly  quiet,  and  was  startled  by  the  roar  of 
my  own  gun,  as  it  broke  the  Sabbath  stillness  around,  and  was 
prolonged  and  reverberated  by  the  angry  echoes.  If  ever  I 
should  wish  for  a  retreat  whither  I  might  steal  from  the  world 
and  its  distractions,  and  dream  quietly  away  the  remnant  of 
a  troubled  life,  I  know  of  none  more  promising  than  this  little 
valley. 

From  the  listless  repose  of  the  place,  and  the  peculiar  char¬ 
acter  of  its  inhabitants,  who  are  descendants  from  the  original 
Dutch  settlers,  this  sequestered  glen  has  long  been  known  by 
the  name  of  Sleepy  Hollow;  and  its  rustic  lads  are  called  the 
Sleepy  Hollow  Boys  throughout  all  the  neighboring  country. 
A  drowsy,  dreamy  influence  seems  to  hang  over  the  land,  and 
to  pervade  the  very  atmosphere.  Some  say  that  the  place  was 
bewitched  by  a  High  German  doctor,  during  the  early  days  of 
the  settlement;  others,  that  an  old  Indian  chief,  the  prophet 
or  wizard  of  his  tribe,  held  his  powwows  there  before  the 
country  was  discovered  by  Master  Hendrick  Hudson.  Certain 
it  is,  the  place  still  continues  under  the  sway  of  some  witching 
power,  that  holds  a  spell  over  the  minds  of  the  good  people, 
causing  them  to  walk  in  a  continual  reverie.  They  are  given 
to  all  kinds  of  marvelous  beliefs;  are  subject  to  trances  and 
visions;  and  frequently  see  strange  sights,  and  hear  music  and 
voices  in  the  air.  The  whole  neighborhood  abounds  with  local 
tales,  haunted  spots,  and  twilight  superstitions;  stars  shoot  and 
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meteors  glare  oftener  across  the  valley  than  in  any  other  part 
of  the  country,  and  the  nightmare,  with  her  whole  nine  fold, 
seems  to  make  it  the  favorite  scene  of  her  gambols. 

The  dominant  spirit,  however,  that  haunts  this  enchanted 
region,  and  seems  to  be  commander-in-chief  of  all  the  powers 
of  the  air,  is  the  apparition  of  a  figure  on  horseback  without  a 
head.  It  is  said  by  some  to  be  the  ghost  of  a  Hessian  trooper, 
whose  head  had  been  carried  away  by  a  cannon-ball  in  some 
nameless  battle  during  the  Revolutionary  War;  and  who  is 
ever  and  anon  seen  by  the  country  folk,  hurrying  along  in  the 
gloom  of  night,  as  if  on  the  wings  of  the  wind.  His  haunts 
are  not  confined  to  the  valley,  but  extend  at  times  to  the  adja¬ 
cent  roads,  and  especially  to  the  vicinity  of  a  church  at  no 
great  distance.  Indeed,  certain  of  the  most  authentic  historians 
of  those  parts,  who  have  been  careful  in  collecting  and  collating 
the  floating  facts  concerning  this  specter,  allege  that  the  body 
of  the  trooper  having  been  buried  in  the  churchyard,  the  ghost 
rides  forth  to  the  scene  of  battle  in  nightly  quest  of  his  head; 
and  that  the  rushing  speed  with  which  he  sometimes  passes 
along  the  Hollow,  like  a  midnight  blast,  is  owing  to  his  being 
belated,  and  in  a  hurry  to  get  back  to  the  churchyard  before 
daybreak. 

Such  is  the  general  purport  of  this  legendary  superstition, 
which  has  furnished  materials  for  many  a  wild  story  in  that 
region  of  shadows ;  and  the  specter  is  known,  at  all  the  country 
firesides,  by  the  name  of  the  Headless  Horseman  of  Sleepy 
Hollow. 

It  is  remarkable  that  the  visionary  propensity  I  have  men¬ 
tioned  is  not  confined  to  the  native  inhabitants  of  the  valley, 
but  is  unconsciously  imbibed  by  everyone  who  resides  there  for 
a  time.  However  wide-awake  they  may  have  been  before  they 
entered  that  sleepy  region,  they  are  sure  in  a  little  time  to 
inhale  the  witching  influence  of  the  air,  and  begin  to  grow 
imaginative — to  dream  dreams,  and  see  apparitions. 

I  mention  this  peaceful  spot  with  all  possible  laud;  for  it 
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is  in  such  little,  retired  Dutch  valleys,  found  here  and  there 
embosomed  in  the  great  state  of  New  York,  that  population, 
manners,  and  customs  remain  fixed;  while  the  great  torrent  of 
migration  and  improvement,  which  is  making  such  incessant 
changes  in  other  parts  of  this  restless  country,  sweeps  by  them 
unobserved.  They  are  like  those  little  nooks  of  still  water  which 
border  a  rapid  stream,  where  we  may  see  the  straw  and  bubble 
riding  quietly  at  anchor,  or  slowly  revolving  in  their  mimic 
harbor,  undisturbed  by  the  rush  of  the  passing  current.  Though 
many  years  have  elapsed  since  I  trod  the  drowsy  shades  of 
Sleepy  Hollow,  yet  I  question  whether  I  should  not  still  find 
the  same  trees  and  the  same  families  vegetating  in  its  sheltered 
bosom. 


ICHABOD  CRANE  AND  KATRINA 

In  this  by-place  of  nature,  there  abode,  in  a  remote  period 
of  American  history,  that  is  to  say,  some  thirty  years  since, 
a  worthy  wight  of  the  name  of  Ichabod  Crane ;  who  sojourned, 
or,  as  he  expressed  it,  “tarried,”  in  Sleepy  Hollow  for  the 
purpose  of  instructing  the  children  of  the  vicinity.  He  was  a 
native  of  Connecticut,  a  state  which  supplies  the  Union  with 
pioneers  for  the  mind  as  well  as  for  the  forest,  and  sends  forth 
yearty  its  legions  of  frontier  woodsmen  and  country  school¬ 
masters.  The  cognomen  of  Crane  was  not  inapplicable  to  his 
person.  He  was  tall,  but  exceedingly  lank,  with  narrow  shoul¬ 
ders,  long  arms  and  legs,  hands  that  dangled  a  mile  out  of  his 
sleeves,  feet  that  might  have  served  for  shovels,  and  his  whole 
frame  most  loosely  hung  together.  His  head  was  small,  and 
flat  at  top,  with  huge  ears,  large  green  glassy  eyes,  and  a  long 
snipe  nose,  so  that  it  looked  like  a  weathercock,  perched  upon 
his  spindle  neck,  to  tell  which  way  the  wind  blew.  To  see  him 
striding  along  the  profile  of  a  hill  on  a  windy  day,  with  his 
clothes  bagging  and  fluttering  about  him,  one  might  have 
mistaken  him  for  the  genius  of  famine  descending  upon  the 
earth,  or  some  scarecrow  eloped  from  a  cornfield. 
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His  schoolhouse  was  a  low  building  of  one  large  room,  rudely 
constructed  of  logs;  the  windows  partly  glazed,  and  partly 
patched  with  leaves  of  old  copybooks.  It  was  most  ingeniously 
secured,  at  vacant  hours,  by  a  withe  twisted  in  the  handle  of 
the  door  and  stakes  set  against  the  window  shutters;  so  that, 
though  a  thief  might  get  in  with  perfect  ease,  he  would  find 
some  embarrassment  in  getting  out;  an  idea  most  probably 
borrowed  by  the  architect,  Yost  Van  Houten,  from  the  mystery 
of  an  eelpot.  The  schoolhouse  stood  in  a  rather  lonely,  but 
pleasant,  situation,  just  at  the  foot  of  a  woody  hill,  with  a 
brook  running  close  by,  and  a  formidable  birch  tree  growing 
at  one  end  of  it.  From  hence  the  low  murmur  of  his  pupils’ 
voices,  conning  over  their  lessons,  might  be  heard  in  a  drowsy 
summer’s  day,  like  the  hum  of  a  beehive ;  interrupted  now  and 
then  by  the  authoritative  voice  of  the  master,  in  the  tone  of 
menace  or  command ;  or,  peradventure,  by  the  appalling  sound 
of  the  birch,  as  he  urged  some  tardy  loiterer  along  the  flowery 
paths  of  knowledge.  Truth  to  say,  he  was  a  conscientious  man, 
and  ever  bore  in  mind  the  golden  maxim,  “Spare  the  rod  and 
spoil  the  child.” — Ichabod  Crane’s  scholars  certainly  were  not 
spoiled. 

I  would  not  have  it  imagined,  however,  that  he  was  one  of 
those  cruel  potentates  of  the  school  who  joy  in  the  smart  of 
their  subjects;  on  the  contrary,  he  administered  justice  with 
discrimination  rather  than  severity,  taking  the  burden  off  the 
backs  of  the  weak  and  laying  it  on  those  of  the  strong.  Your 
mere  puny  stripling,  that  winced  at  the  least  flourish  of  the 
rod,  was  passed  by  with  indulgence ;  but  the  claims  of  justice 
were  satisfied  by  inflicting  a  double  portion  on  some  little, 
tough,  wrong-headed,  broad-skirted  Dutch  urchin,  who  sulked 
and  swelled  and  grew  dogged  and  sullen  beneath  the  birch. 
All  this  he  called  “doing  his  duty  by  their  parents,”  and  he 
never  inflicted  a  chastisement  without  following  it  by  the  assur¬ 
ance,  so  consolatory  to  the  smarting  urchin,  that  he  would 
remember  it,  and  thank  him  for  it  the  longest  day  he  had  to  live. 
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When  school  hours  were  over,  he  was  even  the  companion 
and  playmate  of  the  larger  boys;  and  on  holiday  afternoons 
would  convoy  some  of  the  smaller  ones  home,  who  happened  to 
have  pretty  sisters,  or  good  housewives  for  mothers,  noted  for 
the  comforts  of  the  cupboard.  Indeed  it  behooved  him  to  keep 
on  good  terms  with  his  pupils.  The  revenue  arising  from  his 
school  was  small,  and  would  have  been  scarcely  sufficient  to 
furnish  him  with  daily  bread,  for  he  was  a  huge  feeder,  and, 
though  lank,  had  the  dilating  powers  of  an  anaconda;  but  to 
help  out  his  maintenance,  he  was,  according  to  country  custom 
in  those  parts,  boarded  and  lodged  at  the  houses  of  the  farmers 
whose  children  he  instructed.  With  these  he  lived  successively 
a  week  at  a  time ;  thus  going  the  rounds  of  the  neighborhood^ 
with  all  his  worldly  effects  tied  up  in  a  cotton  handkerchief 
That  all  this  might  not  be  too  onerous  on  the  purses  of  his 
rustic  patrons,  who  are  apt  to  consider  the  costs  of  schooling 
a  grievous  burden,  and  schoolmasters  as  mere  drones,  he  had 
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various  ways  of  rendering  himself  both  useful  and  agreeable. 
He  assisted  the  farmers  occasionally  in  the  lighter  labors  of 
their  farms :  helped  to  make  hay ;  mended  the  fences ;  took  the 
horses  to  water ;  drove  the  cows  from  pasture ;  and  cut  wood 
for  the  winter  fire.  He  laid  aside,  too,  all  the  dominant  dignity 
and  absolute  sway  with  which  he  lorded  it  in  his  little  empire, 
the  school,  and  became  wonderfully  gentle  and  ingratiating. 
He  found  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the  mothers  by  petting  the  chil¬ 
dren,  particularly  the  youngest;  and  like  the  lion  bold,  which 
whilom  so  magnanimously  the  lamb  did  hold,  he  would  sit 
with  a  child  on  one  knee  and  rock  a  cradle  with  his  foot  for 
whole  hours  together. 

In  addition  to  his  other  vocations,  he  was  the  singing-master 
of  the  neighborhood,  and  picked  up  many  bright  shillings  by 
instructing  the  young  folks  in  psalmody.  It  was  a  matter  of 
no  little  vanity  to  him,  on  Sundays,  to  take  his  station  in  front 
of  the  church  gallery,  with  a  band  of  chosen  singers;  where, 
in  his  own  mind,  he  completely  carried  away  the  palm  from  the 
parson.  Certain  it  is,  his  voice  resounded  far  above  all  the 
rest  of  the  congregation ;  and  there  are  peculiar  quavers  still 
to  be  heard  in  that  church,  and  which  may  even  be  heard  half 
a  mile  off,  quite  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  mill-pond,  on  a  still 
Sunday  morning,  which  are  said  to  be  legitimately  descended 
from  the  nose  of  Ichabod  Crane.  Thus,  by  divers  little  make¬ 
shifts  in  that  ingenious  way  which  is  commonly  denominated 
“by  hook  and  by  crook,”  the  worthy  pedagogue  got  on  tolerably 
enough,  and  was  thought,  by  all  who  understood  nothing  of 
the  labor  of  headwork,  to  have  a  wonderfully  easy  life  of  it. 

The  schoolmaster  is  generally  a  man  of  some  importance  in 
the  female  circle  of  a  rural  neighborhood,  being  considered  a 
kind  of  idle  gentlemanlike  personage,  of  vastly  superior  taste 
and  accomplishments  to  the  rough  country  swains,  and,  indeed, 
inferior  in  learning  only  to  the  parson.  His  appearance,  there¬ 
fore,  is  apt  to  occasion  some  little  stir  at  the  tea  table  of  a 
farmhouse,  and  the  addition  of  a  supernumerary  dish  of  cakes 
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or  sweetmeats,  or,  peradventure,  the  parade  of  a  silver  teapot. 
Our  man  of  letters,  therefore,  was  peculiarly  happy  in  the 
smiles  of  all  the  country  damsels.  How  he  would  figure  among 
them  in  the  churchyard,  between  services  on  Sundays,  gather¬ 
ing  grapes  for  them  from  the  wild  vines  that  overran  the  sur¬ 
rounding  trees;  reciting  for  their  amusement  all  the  epitaphs 
on  the  tombstones;  or  sauntering,  with  a  whole  bevy  of  them, 
along  the  banks  of  the  adjacent  mill-pond;  while  the  more 
bashful  country  bumpkins  hung  sheepishly  back,  envying  his 
superior  elegance  and  address. 

From  his  half-itinerant  life,  also,  he  was  a  kind  of  traveling 
gazette,  carrying  the  whole  budget  of  local  gossip  from  house 
to  house;  so  that  his  appearance  was  always  greeted  with  satis¬ 
faction.  He  was,  moreover,  esteemed  by  the  women  as  a  man 
of  great  erudition,  for  he  had  read  several  books  quite  through, 
and  was  a  perfect  master  of  Cotton  Mather’s  history  of  New 
England  wdtchcraft,  in  which,  by  the  way,  he  most  firmly  and 
potently  believed. 

He  was,  in  fact,  an  odd  mixture  of  small  shrewdness  and 
simple  credulity.  His  appetite  for  the  marvelous,  and  his 
power  of  digesting  it,  were  equally  extraordinary ;  and  both  had 
been  increased  by  his  residence  in  this  spellbound  region.  No 
tale  was  too  gross  or  monstrous  for  his  capacious  swallow.  It 
was  often  his  delight,  after  his  school  was  dismissed  in  the  after¬ 
noon,  to  stretch  himself  on  the  rich  bed  of  clover,  bordering 
the  little  brook  that  whimpered  by  his  schoolhouse,  and  there 
con  over  old  Mather’s  direful  tales,  until  the  gathering  dusk  of 
the  evening  made  the  printed  page  a  mere  mist  before  his  eyes. 
Then,  as  he  wended  his  way,  by  swamp  and  stream  and  awful 
woodland,  to  the  farmhouse  where  he  happened  to  be  quar¬ 
tered,  every  sound  of  nature,  at  that  witching  hour,  fluttered 
his  excited  imagination :  the  moan  of  the  whippoorwill  from  the 
hillside;  the  boding  cry  of  the  tree  toad,  that  harbinger  of 
storm;  the  dreary  hooting  of  the  screech  owl,  or  the  sudden 
rustling  in  the  thicket  of  birds  frightened  from  their  roost. 
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The  fireflies,  too,  which  sparkled  most  vividly  in  the  darkest 
places,  now  and  then  startled  him,  as  one  of  uncommon  bright¬ 
ness  wTould  stream  across  his  path;  and  if,  by  chance,  a  huge 
blockhead  of  a  beetle  came  winging  his  blundering  flight  against 
him,  the  poor  varlet  was  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost,  with  the 
idea  that  he  wTas  struck  with  a  witch’s  token.  His  only  resource 
on  such  occasions,  either  to  drown  thought,  or  drive  away  evil 
spirits,  wras  to  sing  psalm  tunes;  and  the  good  people  of  Sleepy 
Hollow,  as  they  sat  by  their  doors  of  an  evening,  were  often 
filled  with  awe  at  hearing  his  nasal  melody,  “in  linked  sweet¬ 
ness  long  drawn  out,”  floating  from  the  distant  hill,  or  along 
the  dusky  road. 

Another  of  his  sources  of  fearful  pleasure  was  to  pass  long 
winter  evenings  with  the  old  Dutch  wives,  as  they  sat  spinning 
by  the  fire,  with  a  row  of  apples  roasting  and  spluttering  along 
the  hearth,  and  listen  to  their  marvelous  tales  of  ghosts  and 
goblins,  and  haunted  fields,  and  haunted  brooks,  and  haunted 
bridges,  and  haunted  houses,  and  particularly  of  the  headless 
horseman,  or  galloping  Hessian  of  the  Hollow,  as  they  some¬ 
times  called  him.  He  would  delight  them  equally  by  his  anec¬ 
dotes  of  witchcraft,  and  of  the  direful  omens  and  portentous 
sights  and  sounds  in  the  air,  which  prevailed  in  the  earlier  times 
of  Connecticut ;  and  would  frighten  them  woefully  with  specu¬ 
lations  upon  comets  and  shooting  stars ;  and  with  the  alarming 
fact  that  the  world  did  turn  round,  and  that  they  were  half  the 
time  topsy-turvy ! 

But  if  there  was  a  pleasure  in  all  this,  while  snugly  cuddling 
in  the  chimney  corner  of  a  chamber  that  was  all  of  a  ruddy 
glow  from  the  crackling  wood  fire,  and  where,  of  course,  no 
specter  dared  to  show  his  face,  it  was  dearly  purchased  by  the 
terrors  of  his  subsequent  walk  homeward.  What  fearful  shapes 
and  shadows  beset  his  path  amidst  the  dim  and  ghastly  glare 
of  a  snow  night ! — With  what  wistful  look  did  he  eye  every 
trembling  ray  of  light  streaming  across  the  waste  fields  from 
some  distant  window ! — How  often  was  he  appalled  by  some 
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shrub  covered  with  snow,  which,  like  a  sheeted  specter,  beset 
his  very  path ! — How  often  did  he  shrink  with  curdling  awe  at 
the  sound  of  his  own  steps  on  the  frosty  crust  beneath  his  feet ; 
and  dread  to  look  over  his  shoulder,  let  he  should  behold  some 
uncouth  being  tramping  close  behind  him ! — And  how  often  was 
he  thrown  into  complete  dismay  by  some  rushing  blast,  howling 
among  the  trees,  in  the  idea  that  it  was  the  Galloping  Hessian 
on  one  of  his  nightly  scourings ! 

All  these,  however,  were  mere  terrors  of  the  night,  phantoms 
of  the  mind  that  walk  in  darkness;  and  though  he  had  seen 
many  specters  in  his  time,  and  been  more  than  once  beset  by 
Satan  in  divers  shapes,  in  his  lonely  perambulations,  yet  day¬ 
light  put  an  end  to  all  these  evils;  and  he  would  have  passed 
a  pleasant  life  of  it,  in  despite  of  the  devil  and  all  his  works, 
if  his  path  had  not  been  crossed  by  a  being  that  causes  more 
perplexity  to  mortal  man  than  ghosts,  goblins,  and  the  whole 
race  of  witches  put  together,  and  that  was — a  woman. 

Among  the  musical  disciples  who  assembled,  one  evening  in 
each  week,  to  receive  his  instructions  in  psalmody,  was  Katrina 
Van  Tassel,  the  daughter  and  only  child  of  a  substantial  Dutch 
farmer.  She  was  a  blooming  lass  of  fresh  eighteen;  plump  as 
a  partridge;  ripe  and  melting  and  rosy-cheeked  as  one  of  her 
father’s  peaches;  and  universally  famed,  not  merely  for  her 
beauty,  but  also  her  vast  expectations.  She  was  withal  a  little 
of  a  coquette,  as  might  be  perceived  even  in  her  dress,  which 
was  a  mixture  of  ancient  and  modern  fashions,  as  most  suited 
to  set  off  her  charms.  She  wore  the  ornaments  of  pure  yellow 
gold  which  her  great-great-grandmother  had  brought  over  from 
Saardam ;  the  tempting  stomacher  of  the  olden  time ;  and  withal 
a  provokingly  short  petticoat,  to  display  the  prettiest  foot  and 
ankle  in  the  country  round. 

Ichabod  Crane  had  a  soft  and  foolish  heart  toward  the  sex; 
and  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  so  tempting  a  morsel  soon 
found  favor  in  his  eyes,  more  especially  after  he  had  visited 
her  in  her  paternal  mansion.  Old  Baltus  Van  Tassel  was  a 
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perfect  picture  of  a  thriving,  contented,  liberal-hearted  farmer. 
He  seldom,  it  is  true,  sent  either  his  eyes  or  his  thoughts  beyond 
the  boundaries  of  his  own  farm;  but  within  those  everything 
was  snug,  happy,  and  well-conditioned.  He  was  satisfied  with 
his  wealth,  but  not  proud  of  it;  and  piqued  himself  upon  the 
hearty  abundance,  rather  than  the  style  in  which  he  lived.  His 
stronghold  was  situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  in  one  of 
those  green,  sheltered,  fertile  nooks  in  which  the  Dutch  farmers 
are  so  fond  of  nestling.  A  great  elm  tree  spread  its  broad 
branches  over  it;  at  the  foot  of  which  bubbled  up  a  spring  of 
the  softest  and  sweetest  water,  in  a  little  well  formed  of  a 
barrel;  and  then  stole  sparkling  away  through  the  grass,  to  a 
neighboring  brook,  that  bubbled  along  among  alders  and  dwarf 
willows.  Hard  by  the  farmhouse  was  a  vast  barn,  that  might 
have  served  for  a  church,  every  window  and  crevice  of  which 
seemed  bursting  forth  with  the  treasures  of  the  farm;  the  flail 
was  busily  resounding  within  it  from  morning  to  night;  swal¬ 
lows  and  martins  skimmed  twittering  about  the  eaves;  and 
rows  of  pigeons,  some  with  one  eye  turned  up,  as  if  watching 
the  weather,  some  with  their  heads  under  their  wings  or  buried 
in  their  bosoms,  and  others  swelling,  and  cooing,  and  bowing 
about  their  dames,  were  enjoying  the  sunshine  on  the  roof. 
Sleek,  unwieldy  porkers  wTere  grunting  in  the  repose  and  abun¬ 
dance  of  their  pens,  whence  sallied  forth,  now  and  then,  troops 
of  sucking  pigs,  as  if  to  snuff  the  air.  A  stately  squadron  of 
snowy  geese  were  riding  in  an  adjoining  pond,  convoying  whole 
fleets  of  ducks;  regiments  of  turkeys  were  gobbling  through 
the  farmyard,  and  guinea  fowls  fretting  about  it,  like  ill- 
tempered  housewives,  with  their  peevish,  discontented  cry. 
Before  the  barn  door  strutted  the  gallant  cock,  that  pattern  of 
a  husband,  a  warrior,  and  a  fine  gentleman,  clapping  his  bur¬ 
nished  wings,  and  crowing  in  the  pride  and  gladness  of  his 
heart — sometimes  tearing  up  the  earth  with  his  feet,  and  then 
generously  calling  his  ever-hungry  family  of  wives  and  children 
to  enjoy  the  rich  morsel  which  he  had  discovered. 
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spirit  into  the  animal;  for,  old  and  broken-down  as  he  looked, 
there  was  more  of  the  lurking  devil  in  him  than  in  any  young 
filly  in  the  country. 

Ichabod  was  a  suitable  figure  for  such  a  steed.  He  rode  with 
short  stirrups  which  brought  his  knees  nearly  up  to  the  pommel 
of  the  saddle ;  his  sharp  elbows  stuck  out  like  grasshoppers ;  he 
carried  his  whip  perpendicularly  in  his  hand,  like  a  scepter, 
and,  as  his  horse  jogged  on,  the  motion  of  his  arms  was  not 
unlike  the  flapping  of  a  pair  of  wings.  A  small  vtoo1  hat  rested 
on  the  top  of  his  nose,  for  so  his  scanty  strip  of  forehead  might 
be  called;  and  the  skirts  of  his  black  coat  fluttered  out  almost 
to  the  horse’s  tail.  Such  was  the  appearance  of  Ichabod  and 
his  steed,  as  they  shambled  out  of  the  gate  of  Hans  Van  Ripper, 
and  it  was  altogether  such  an  apparition  as  is  seldom  to  be  met 
with  in  broad  daylight. 

It  was,  as  I  have  said,  a  fine  autumnal  day ;  the  sky  was  clear 
and  serene,  and  nature  wore  that  rich  and  golden  livery  wdiich 
we  always  associate  wdth  the  idea  of  abundance.  The  forests 
had  put  on  their  sober  brown  and  yellow,  while  some  trees  of 
the  tenderer  kind  had  been  nipped  by  the  frosts  into  brilliant 
dyes  of  orange,  purple,  and  scarlet.  Streaming  files  of  wdld 
ducks  began  to  make  their  appearance  high  in  the  air ;  the  bark 
of  the  squirrel  might  be  heard  from  the  groves  of  beech  and 
hickory  nuts,  and  the  pensive  whistle  of  the  quail  at  intervals 
from  the  neighboring  Stubblefield. 

The  small  birds  were  taking  their  farewell  banquets.  In  the 
fullness  of  their  revelry  they  fluttered,  chirping  and  frolicking, 
from  bush  to  bush  and  tree  to  tree,  capricious  from  the  very 
profusion  and  variety  around  them.  There  was  the  honest  cock 
robin,  the  favorite  game  of  stripling  sportsmen,  with  its  loud, 
querulous  note,  and  the  twittering  blackbirds  flying  in  sable 
clouds;  and  the  golden- winged  woodpecker,  with  his  crimson 
crest,  his  broad  black  gorget,  and  splendid  plumage ;  and  the 
cedar  bird,  with  its  red-tipped  wings  and  yellow-tipped  tail, 
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and  its  little  montero  cap  of  feathers;  and  the  bine  jay,  that 
noisy  coxcomb,  in  his  gay  light-blue  coat  and  white  under¬ 
clothes,  screaming  and  chattering,  nodding  and  bobbing  and 
bowing,  and  pretending  to  be  on  good  terms  with  every  songster 
of  the  grove. 

As  Ichabod  jogged  slowly  on  his  way,  his  eye,  ever  open  to 
every  symptom  of  culinary  abundance,  ranged  with  delight 
over  the  treasures  of  jolly  autumn.  On  all  sides  he  beheld  vast 
stores  of  apples;  some  hanging  in  oppressive  opulence  on  the 
trees;  some  gathered  into  baskets  and  barrels  for  the  market; 
others  heaped  up  in  rich  piles  for  the  cider-press.  Farther  on 
be  beheld  great  fields  of  Indian  corn,  with  its  golden  ears  peep¬ 
ing  from  their  leafy  coverts,  and  holding  out  the  promise  of 
cakes  and  hasty  pudding;  and  the  yellow  pumpkins  lying 
beneath  them,  turning  up  their  fair  round  bellies  to  the  sun, 
and  giving  ample  prospects  of  the  most  luxurious  of  pies;  and 
anon  he  passed  the  fragrant  buckwheat  fields,  breathing  the 
odor  of  the  beehive,  and  as  he  beheld  them,  soft  anticipations 
stole  over  his  mind  of  dainty  slapjacks,  well-buttered,  and  gar¬ 
nished  with  honey  or  treacle  by  the  delicate  little  dimpled  hand 
of  Katrina  Van  Tassel. 

Thus  feeding  his  mind  with  many  sweet  thoughts  and 
“sugared  suppositions,”  he  journeyed  along  the  sides  of  a  range 
of  hills  which  look  out  upon  some  of  the  goodliest  scenes  of  the 
mighty  Hudson.  The  sun  gradually  wheeled  his  broad  disk 
down  into  the  west.  The  wide  bosom  of  the  Tapp  an  Zee  lay 
motionless  and  glassy,  excepting  that  here  and  there  a  gentle 
undulation  waved  and  prolonged  the  blue  shadow  of  the  distant 
mountain.  A  few  amber  clouds  floated  in  the  sky,  without  a 
breath  of  air  to  move  them.  The  horizon  was  of  a  fine  golden 
tint,  changing  gradually  into  a  pure  apple  green,  and  from 
that  into  the  deep  blue  of  the  midheaven.  A  slanting  ray  lin¬ 
gered  on  the  woody  crests  of  the  precipices  that  overhung  some 
parts  of  the  river,  giving  greater  depth  to  the  dark-gray  and 
purple  of  their  rocky  sides.  A  sloop  was  loitering  in  the  dis- 
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tance,  dropping  slowly  down  with  the  tide,  her  sail  hanging 
uselessly  against  the  mast,  and  as  the  reflection  of  the  sky 
gleamed  along  the  still  water,  it  seemed  as  if  the  vessel  was 
suspended  in  the  air. 

It  was  toward  evening  that  Ichabod  arrived  at  the  castle  of 
the  Heer  Van  Tassel,  which  he  found  thronged  with  the  pride 
and  flower  of  the  adjacent  country.  Old  farmers,  a  spare, 
leathern-faced  race,  in  homespun  coats  and  breeches,  blue 
stockings,  huge  shoes,  and  magnificent  pewter  buckles.  Their 
brisk  withered  little  dames,  in  close  crimped  caps,  long-waisted 
short-gowns,  homespun  petticoats,  with  scissors,  and  pincush¬ 
ions,  and  gay  calico  pockets  hanging  on  the  outside.  Buxom 
lasses,  almost  as  antiquated  as  their  mothers,  excepting  where 
a  straw  hat,  a  fine  ribbon,  or  perhaps  a  white  frock  gave  symp¬ 
toms  of  city  innovation.  The  sons,  in  short  square-skirted  coats 
with  rows  of  stupendous  brass  buttons,  and  their  hair  generally 
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queued  in  the  fashion  of  the  times,  especially  if  they  could 
procure  an  eel-skin  for  the  purpose,  it  being  esteemed  through¬ 
out  the  country  as  a  potent  nourisher  and  strengthener  of 
the  hair. 

Brom  Bones,  however,  was  the  hero  of  the  scene,  having 
come  to  the  gathering  on  his  favorite  steed,  Daredevil,  a  crea¬ 
ture,  like  himself,  full  of  mettle  and  mischief,  and  which  no 
one  but  himself  could  manage.  He  was,  in  fact,  noted  for 
preferring  vicious  animals,  given  to  all  kinds  of  tricks,  which 
kept  the  rider  in  constant  risk  of  his  neck,  for  he  held  a  tract¬ 
able,  well-broken  horse  as  unworthy  of  a  lad  of  spirit. 

Fain  would  I  pause  to  dwell  upon  the  world  of  charms  that 
burst  upon  the  enraptured  gaze  of  my  hero,  as  he  entered  the 
state  parlor  of  Van  Tassel’s  mansion.  Not  those  of  the  bevy 
of  buxom  lasses,  with  their  luxurious  display  of  red  and  white ; 
but  the  ample  charms  of  a  genuine  Dutch  country  tea-table,  in 
the  sumptuous  time  of  autumn.  Such  heaped-up  platters  of 
cakes  of  various  and  almost  indescribable  kinds,  known  only 
to  experienced  Dutch  housewives !  There  was  the  doughty 
doughnut,  the  tenderer  olykoek,  and  the  crisp  and  crumbling 
cruller;  sweet  cakes  and  short  cakes,  ginger  cakes  and  honey 
cakes,  and  the  whole  family  of  cakes.  And  then  there  were 
apple  pies  and  peach  pies  and  pumpkin  pies;  besides  slices  of 
ham  and  smoked  beef ;  and  moreover  delectable  dishes  of  pre¬ 
served  plums,  and  peaches,  and  pears,  and  quinces,  not  to 
mention  broiled  shad  and  roasted  chickens;  together  with  bowls 
of  milk  and  cream,  all  mingled  higgledy-piggledy,  pretty  much 
as  I  have  enumerated  them,  with  the  motherly  teapot  sending 
up  its  clouds  of  vapor  from  the  midst — Heaven  bless  the  mark ! 
I  want  breath  and  time  to  discuss  this  banquet  as  it  deserves, 
and  am  too  eager  to  get  on  with  my  story.  Happily,  Ichabod 
Crane  was  not  in  so  great  a  hurry  as  his  historian,  but  did 
ample  justice  to  every  dainty. 

He  was  a  kind  and  thankful  creature,  whose  heart  dilated 
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in  proportion  as  his  skin  was  filled  with  good  cheer ;  and  whose 
spirits  rose  with  eating  as  some  men’s  do  with  drink.  He  could 
not  help,  too,  rolling  his  large  eyes  round  him  as  he  ate,  and 
chuckling  with  the  possibility  that  he  might  one  day  be  lord 
of  all  this  scene  of  almost  unimaginable  luxury  and  splendor. 
Then,  he  thought,  how  soon  he’d  turn  his  back  upon  the  old 
schoolhouse,  snap  his  fingers  in  the  face  of  Hans  Van  Ripper 
and  every  other  niggardly  patron,  and  kick  any  itinerant 
pedagogue  out  of  doors  that  should  dare  to  call  him  comrade. 

Old  Baltus  Van  Tassel  moved  about  among  his  guests  with 
a  face  dilated  with  content  and  good  humor,  round  and  jolly 
as  the  harvest  moon.  His  hospitable  attentions  were  brief,  but 
expressive,  being  confined  to  a  shake  of  the  hand,  a  slap  on 
the  shoulder,  a  loud  laugh,  and  a  pressing  invitation  to  fall  to 
and  help  themselves. 

And  now  the  sound  of  the  music  from  the  common-room,  or 
hall,  summoned  to  the  dance.  The  musician  was  an  old  gray¬ 
headed  negro,  who  had  been  the  itinerant  orchestra  of  the 
neighborhood  for  more  than  half  a  century.  His  instrument 
was  as  old  and  battered  as  himself.  The  greater  part  of  the 
time  he  scraped  on  two  or  three  strings,  accompanying  every 
movement  of  the  bow  with  a  motion  of  the  head,  bowing  almost 
to  the  ground,  and  stamping  with  his  foot  whenever  a  fresh 
couple  were  to  start. 

Ichabod  prided  himself  upon  his  dancing  as  much  as  upon 
his  vocal  powers.  Not  a  limb,  not  a  fiber  about  him,  was  idle ; 
and  to  have  seen  his  loosely  hung  frame  in  full  motion,  and 
clattering  about  the  room,  you  would  have  thought  Saint  Vitus 
himself,  that  blessed  patron  of  the  dance,  was  figuring  before 
you  in  person.  He  was  the  admiration  of  all  the  negroes,  who, 
having  gathered,  of  all  ages  and  sizes,  from  the  farm  and  the 
neighborhood,  stood  forming  a  pyramid  of  shining  black  faces 
at  every  door  and  window,  gazing  with  delight  at  the  scene, 
rolling  their  white  eyeballs,  and  showing  grinning  rows  of  ivory 
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from  ear  to  ear.  How  could  the  flogger  of  urchins  be  otherwise 
than  animated  and  joyous?  The  lady  of  his  heart  was  his 
partner  in  the  dance,  and  smiling  graciously  in  reply  to  all  his 
amorous  oglings;  while  Brom  Bones,  sorely  smitten  with  love 
and  jealousy,  sat  brooding  by  himself  in  one  corner. 

When  the  dance  was  at  an  end,  Ichabod  was  attracted  to  a 
knot  of  the  sager  folks,  who,  with  old  Van  Tassel,  sat  smoking 
at  one  end  of  the  piazza,  gossiping  over  former  times  and  draw¬ 
ing  out  long  stories  about  the  war. 

This  neighborhood,  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  speaking,  was 
one  of  those  highly-favored  places  which  abound  with  chronicle 
and  great  men.  The  British  and  American  line  had  run  near 
it  during  the  war ;  it  had,  therefore,  been  the  scene  of  maraud¬ 
ing,  and  infested  with  refugees,  cowboys,  and  all  kinds  of  bor¬ 
der  chivalry.  Just  sufficient  time  had  elapsed  to  enable  each 
story-teller  to  dress  up  his  tale  with  a  little  becoming  fiction, 
and,  in  the  indistinctness  of  his  recollection,  to  make  himself 
the  hero  of  every  exploit. 

There  was  the  story  of  Doffue  Martling,  a  large,  blue-bearded 
Dutchman,  who  had  nearly  taken  a  British  frigate  with  an  old 
iron  nine-pounder  from  a  mud  breastwork,  only  that  his  gun 
burst  at  the  sixth  discharge.  And  there  was  an  old  gentleman 
who  shall  be  nameless,  being  too  rich  a  mynheer  to  be  lightly 
mentioned,  who,  in  the  Battle  of  White  Plains,  being  an  excel¬ 
lent  master  of  defense,  parried  a  musket-ball  with  a  small 
sword,  insomuch  that  he  absolutely  felt  it  whiz  around  the 
blade,  and  glance  off  at  the  hilt ;  in  proof  of  which  he  was  ready 
at  any  time  to  show  the  sword  with  the  hilt  a  little  bent.  There 
were  several  more  that  had  been  equally  great  in  the  field,  not 
one  of  whom  but  was  persuaded  that  he  had  had  a  considerable 
hand  in  bringing  the  war  to  a  happy  termination. 

But  all  these  were  nothing  to  the  tales  of  ghosts  and  appari¬ 
tions  that  succeeded.  The  neighborhood  is  rich  in  legendary 
treasures  of  the  kind.  Local  tales  and  superstitions  thrive  best 
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in  these  sheltered,  long-settled  retreats,  but  are  trampled  under 
foot  by  the  shifting  throng  that  forms  the  population  of  most 
of  our  country  places.  Besides,  there  is  no  encouragement  for 
ghosts  in  most  of  our  villages,  for  they  have  scarcely  had  time 
to  finish  their  first  nap,  and  turn  themselves  in  their  graves, 
before  their  surviving  friends  have  traveled  away  from  the 
neighborhood;  so  that  wThen  they  turn  out  at  night  to  walk 
their  rounds,  they  have  no  acquaintance  left  to  call  upon.  This 
is  perhaps  the  reason  why  we  so  seldom  hear  of  ghosts  except 
in  our  long-established  Dutch  communities. 

The  immediate  cause,  however,  of  the  prevalence  of  super¬ 
natural  stories  in  these  parts  was  doubtless  owing  to  the  vicin¬ 
ity  of  Sleepy  Hollow.  There  was  a  contagion  in  the  very  air 
that  blew  from  that  haunted  region ;  it  breathed  forth  an  atmos¬ 
phere  of  dreams  and  fancies  infecting  all  the  land.  Several 
of  the  Sleepy  Hollow  people  were  present  at  Van  Tassel’s,  and, 
as  usual,  were  doling  out  their  wild  and  wonderful  legends. 
Many  dismal  tales  were  told  about  funeral  trains,  and  mourn¬ 
ing  cries  and  wailings  heard  and  seen  about  the  great  tree 
where  the  unfortunate  Major  Andre  was  taken,  and  which  stood 
in  the  neighborhood.  Some  mention  was  made  also  of  the 
woman  in  white,  that  haunted  the  dark  glen  at  Raven  Rock, 
and  was  often  heard  to  shriek  on  winter  nights  before  a  storm, 
having  perished  there  in  the  snow.  The  chief  part  of  the 
stories,  however,  turned  upon  the  favorite  specter  of  Sleepy 
Hollow,  the  headless  horseman,  who  had  been  heard  several 
times  of  late,  patrolling  the  country;  and,  it  was  said,  tethered 
his  horse  nightly  among  the  graves  in  the  churchyard. 

The  sequestered  situation  of  this  church  seems  always  to  have 
made  it  a  favorite  haunt  of  troubled  spirits.  It  stands  on  a 
knoll,  surrounded  by  locust  trees  and  lofty  elms,  from  among 
which  its  decent  whitewashed  walls  shine  modestly  forth,  like 
Christian  purity  beaming  through  the  shades  of  retirement.  A 
gentle  slope  descends  from  it  to  a  silver  sheet  of  water,  bordered 
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by  high  trees,  between  which  peeps  may  be  caught  at  the  blue 
hills  of  the  Hudson.  To  look  upon  its  grass-grown  yard,  where 
the  sunbeams  seem  to  sleep  so  quietly,  one  would  think  that  there 
at  least  the  dead  might  rest  in  peace.  On  one  side  of  the  church 
extends  a  wide,  woody  dell  along  which  raves  a  large  brook 
among  broken  rocks  and  trunks  of  fallen  trees.  Over  a  deep 
black  part  of  the  stream,  not  far  from  the  church,  was  formerly 
thrown  a  wooden  bridge ;  the  road  that  led  to  it,  and  the  bridge 
itself,  were  thickly  shaded  by  overhanging  trees,  which  cast  a 
gloom  about  it,  even  in  the  daytime,  but  occasioned  a  fearful 
darkness  at  night.  This  was  one  of  the  favorite  haunts  of  the 
headless  horseman  and  the  place  where  he  was  most  frequently 
encountered.  The  tale  was  told  of  old  Brouwer,  a  most  heretical 
disbeliever  in  ghosts,  how  he  met  the  horseman  returning  from 
his  foray  into  Sleepy  Hollow,  and  was  obliged  to  get  up  behind 
him;  how  they  galloped  over  bush  and  brake,  over  hill  and 
swamp,  until  they  reached  the  bridge,  when  the  horseman  sud¬ 
denly  turned  into  a  skeleton,  threw  old  Brouwer  into  the  brook, 
and  sprang  away  over  the  tree-tops  with  a  clap  of  thunder. 

This  story  was  immediately  matched  by  a  thrice-marvelous 
adventure  of  Brom  Bones,  who  made  light  of  the  galloping 
Hessian  as  an  arrant  jockey.  He  affirmed  that,  on  returning  one 
night  from  the  neighboring  village  of  Sing  Sing,  he  had  been 
overtaken  by  this  midnight  trooper ;  that  he  had  offered  to  race 
with  him  for  a  bowl  of  punch,  and  would  have  won  it,  too,  for 
Daredevil  beat  the  goblin  horse  all  hollow,  but,  just  as  they 
came  to  the  church  bridge,  the  Hessian  bolted,  and  vanished  in 
a  flash  of  fire. 

All  these  tales,  told  in  that  drowsy  undertone  with  which 
men  talk  in  the  dark,  the  countenances  of  the  listeners  only  now 
and  then  receiving  a  casual  gleam  from  the  glare  of  a  pipe, 
sank  deep  in  the  mind  of  Ichabod.  He  repaid  them  in  kind 
with  large  extracts  from  his  invaluable  author,  Cotton  Mather, 
and  added  many  marvelous  events  that  had  taken  place  in  his 
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native  state  of  Connecticut,  and  fearful  sights  which  he  had 
seen  in  his  nightly  walks  about  Sleepy  Hollow. 

The  revel  now  gradually  broke  up.  The  old  farmers  gathered 
together  their  families  in  their  wagons,  and  were  heard  for 
some  time  rattling  along  the  hollow  roads,  and  over  the  distant 
hills.  Some  of  the  damsels  mounted  on  pillions  behind  their 
favorite  swains,  and  their  light-hearted  laughter,  mingling  with 
the  clatter  of  hoofs,  echoed  along  the  silent  woodlands,  sound¬ 
ing  fainter  and  fainter  until  they  gradually  died  away — and 
the  late  scene  of  noise  and  frolic  was  all  silent  and  deserted. 
Ichabod,  only,  lingered  behind,  according  to  the  custom  of 
country  lovers,  to  have  a  tete-a-tete  with  the  heiress,  fully  con¬ 
vinced  that  he  was  now  on  the  highroad  to  success.  What 
passed  at  this  interview,  I  will  not  pretend  to  say;  for  in  fact 
I  do  not  know.  Something,  however,  I  fear  me,  must  have  gone 
wrong ;  for  he  certainly  sallied  forth,  after  no  very  great  inter¬ 
val,  with  an  air  quite  desolate  and  chapfallen. — Oh,  these 
women !  these  women !  Could  that  girl  have  been  playing  off 
any  of  her  coquettish  tricks? — Was  her  encouragement  of  the 
poor  pedagogue  all  a  mere  sham  to  secure  her  conquest  of  his 
rival  ? — Heaven  only  knows,  not  I ! — Let  it  suffice  to  say,  Icha¬ 
bod  stole  forth  with  the  air  of  one  who  had  been  sacking  a  hen¬ 
roost  rather  than  a  fair  lady’s  heart.  Without  looking  to  the 
right  or  left  to  notice  the  scene  of  rural  wealth,  on  which  he 
had  so  often  gloated,  he  went  straight  to  the  stable,  and  with 
several  hearty  cuffs  and  kicks,  roused  his  steed  most  uncour- 
teously  from  the  comfortable  quarters  in  which  he  was  soundly 
sleeping,  dreaming  of  mountains  of  corn  and  oats,  and  whole 
valleys  of  timothy  and  clover. 

ICHABOD ’s  TERRIFYING  EXPERIENCES 

It  was  the  very  witching  time  of  night  that  Ichabod,  heavy- 
hearted  and  crestfallen,  pursued  his  travel  homeward,  along 
the  sides  of  the  lofty  hills  which  rise  above  Tarrytown,  and 
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which  he  had  traversed  so  cheerily  in  the  afternoon.  The  hour 
was  as  dismal  as  himself.  Far  below  him,  the  Tappan  Zee 
spread  its  dnsky  and  indistinct  waste  of  waters,  with  here  and 
there  the  tall  mast  of  a  sloop  riding  quietly  at  anchor  under 
the  land.  In  the  dead  hush  of  midnight  he  could  even  hear  the 
barking  of  the  watchdog  from  the  opposite  shore  of  the  Hud¬ 
son;  but  it  was  so  vague  and  faint  as  only  to  give  an  idea  of 
his  distance  from  this  faithful  companion  of  man.  Now  and 
then,  too,  the  long-drawn  crowing  of  a  cock,  accidentally  awak¬ 
ened,  would  sound  far,  far  off,  from  some  farmhouse  away 
among  the  hills — but  it  was  like  a  dreaming  sound  in  his  ear. 
No  signs  of  life  occurred  near  him,  but  occasionally  the  melan¬ 
choly  chirp  of  a  cricket,  or  perhaps  the  guttural  twang  of  a 
bullfrog,  from  a  neighboring  marsh,  as  if  sleeping  uncomfort¬ 
ably,  and  turning  suddenly  in  his  bed. 

All  the  stories  of  ghosts  and  goblins  that  he  had  heard  in 
the  afternoon  now  came  crowding  upon  his  recollection.  The 
night  grew  darker  and  darker;  the  stars  seemed  to  sink  deeper 
in  the  sky,  and  driving  clouds  occasionally  hid  them  from  his 
sight.  He  had  never  felt  so  lonely  and  dismal.  He  was,  more¬ 
over,  approaching  the  very  place  where  many  of  the  scenes  of 
the  ghost  stories  had  been  laid.  In  the  center  of  the  road  stood 
an  enormous  tulip  tree,  which  towered  like  a  giant  above  all 
the  other  trees  of  the  neighborhood,  and  formed  a  kind  of  land¬ 
mark.  Its  limbs  were  gnarled,  and  fantastic,  large  enough  to 
form  trunks  for  ordinary  trees,  twisting  down  almost  to  the 
earth,  and  rising  again  into  the  air.  It  was  connected  with 
the  tragical  story  of  the  unfortunate  Andre,  who  had  been 
taken  prisoner  hard  by,  and  was  universally  known  by  the  name 
of  Major  Andre’s  tree.  The  common  people  regarded  it  with 
a  mixture  of  respect  and  superstition,  partly  out  of  sympathy 
for  the  fate  of  its  ill-starred  namesake,  and  partly  from  the 
tales  of  strange  sights  and  doleful  lamentations  told  concern¬ 
ing  it. 
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As  Ichabod  approached  this  fearful  tree,  he  began  to  whistle ; 
he  thought  his  whistle  was  answered — it  was  but  a  blast  sweep¬ 
ing  sharply  through  the  dry  branches.  As  he  approached  a 
little  nearer,  he  thought  he  saw  something  white  hanging  in  the 
midst  of  the  tree — he  paused  and  ceased  whistling;  but  on 
looking  more  narrowly,  perceived  that  it  was  a  place  where  the 
tree  had  been  scathed  by  lightning,  and  the  white  wood  laid 
bare.  Suddenly  he  heard  a  groan — his  teeth  chattered,  and  his 
knees  smote  against  the  saddle;  it  was  but  the  rubbing  of  one 
huge  bough  upon  another,  as  they  were  swayed  about  by  the 
breeze.  He  passed  the  tree  in  safety,  but  new  perils  lay  before 
him. 

About  two  hundred  yards  from  the  tree  a  small  brook  crossed 
the  road  and  ran  into  a  marshy  and  thickly-wooded  glen,  known 
by  the  name  of  Wiley’s  swamp.  A  few  rough  logs,  laid  side  by 
side,  served  for  a  bridge  over  this  stream.  On  that  side  of  the 
road  where  the  brook  entered  the  wood  a  group  of  oaks  and 
chestnuts,  matted  thick  with  wild  grapevines,  threw  a  cavernous 
gloom  over  it.  To  pass  this  bridge  was  the  severest  trial.  It 
was  at  this  identical  spot  that  the  unfortunate  Andre  was  cap¬ 
tured,  and  under  the  covert  of  those  chestnuts  and  vines  were 
the  sturdy  yeomen  concealed  who  surprised  him.  This  has  ever 
since  been  considered  a  haunted  stream,  and  fearful  are  the 
feelings  of  the  schoolboy  who  has  to  pass  it  alone  after  dark. 

As  he  approached  the  stream,  his  heart  began  to  thump ;  he 
summoned  up,  however,  all  his  resolution,  gave  his  horse  half 
a  score  of  kicks  in  the  ribs,  and  attempted  to  dash  briskly  across 
the  bridge ;  but  instead  of  starting  forward,  the  perverse  old 
animal  made  a  lateral  movement,  and  ran  broadside  against 
the  fence.  Ichabod,  whose  fears  increased  with  the  delay,  jerked 
the  reins  on  the  other  side  and  kicked  lustily  with  the  contrary 
foot ;  it  was  all  in  vain ;  his  steed  started,  it  is  true,  but  it  was 
only  to  plunge  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  into  a  thicket 
of  brambles  and  alder  bushes.  The  schoolmaster  now  bestowed 
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both  whip  and  heel  upon  the  starveling  ribs  of  old  Gunpowder, 
who  dashed  forward,  snuffing  and  snorting,  but  came  to  a 
stand  just  by  the  bridge,  with  a  suddenness  that  had  nearly 
sent  his  rider  sprawling  over  his  head.  Just  at  this  moment  a 
plashv  tramp  by  the  side  of  the  bridge  caught  the  sensitive  ear 
of  Ichabod.  In  the  dark  shadow  of  the  grove,  on  the  margin 
of  the  brook,  he  beheld  something  huge,  misshapen,  black,  and 
towering.  It  stirred  not,  but  seemed  gathered  up  in  the  gloom, 
like  some  gigantic  monster  ready  to  spring  upon  the  traveler. 

The  hair  of  the  affrighted  pedagogue  rose  upon  his  head  with 
terror.  What  was  to  be  done?  To  turn  and  fly  was  now  too 
late;  and  besides,  what  chance  was  there  of  escaping  ghost  or 
goblin,  if  such  it  was,  which  could  ride  upon  the  wings  of  the 
wind?  Summoning  up,  therefore,  a  show  of  courage,  he 
demanded  in  stammering  accents — “Who  are  you  ?”  He  received 
no  reply.  He  repeated  his  demand  in  a  still  more  agitated 
voice.  Still  there  was  no  answer.  Once  more  he  cudgeled  the 
sides  of  the  inflexible  Gunpowder,  and,  shutting  his  eyes,  broke 
forth  with  involuntary  fervor  into  a  psalm  tune.  Just  then  the 
shadowy  object  of  alarm  put  itself  in  motion,  and,  with  a 
scramble  and  a  bound,  stood  at  once  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 
Though  the  night  was  dark  and  dismal,  yet  the  form  of  the 
unknown  might  now  in  some  degree  be  ascertained.  He 
appeared  to  be  a  horseman  of  large  dimensions,  and  mounted 
on  a  black  horse  of  powerful  frame.  He  made  no  offer  of  moles¬ 
tation  or  sociability,  but  kept  aloof  on  one  side  of  the  road, 
jogging  along  on  the  blind  side  of  old  Gunpowder,  who  had 
now  got  over  his  fright  and  waywardness. 

Ichabod,  who  had  no  relish  for  this  strange  midnight  com¬ 
panion,  and  bethought  himself  of  the  adventure  of  Brom  Bones 
with  the  Galloping  Hessian,  now  quickened  his  steed,  in  hopes 
of  leaving  him  behind.  The  stranger,  however,  quickened  his 
horse  to  an  equal  pace.  Ichabod  pulled  up  and  fell  into  a 
walk,  thinking  to  lag  behind — the  other  did  the  same.  His 
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heart  began  to  sink  within  him ;  he  endeavored  to  resume  his 
psalm  tune,  but  his  parched  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  his 
mouth,  and  he  could  not  utter  a  stave.  There  was  something 
in  the  moody  and  dogged  silence  of  this  pertinacious  companion 
that  was  mysterious  and  appalling.  It  was  soon  fearfully 
accounted  for.  On  mounting  a  rising  ground,  which  brought 
the  figure  of  his  fellow-traveler  in  relief  against  the  sky,  gigan¬ 
tic  in  height,  and  muffled  in  a  cloak,  Ichabod  was  horror-struck, 
on  perceiving  that  he  was  headless ! — but  his  horror  was  still 
more  increased,  on  observing  that  the  head,  which  should  have 
rested  on  his  shoulders,  was  carried  before  him  on  the  pommel 
of  the  saddle;  his  terror  rose  to  desperation;  he  rained  a  shower 
of  kicks  and  blows  upon  Gunpowder,  hoping,  by  a  sudden  move¬ 
ment,  to  give  his  companion  the  slip — but  the  specter  started 
full  jump  with  him.  Away  then  they  dashed  through  thick  and 
thin;  stones  flying,  and  sparks  flashing  at  every  bound.  Icha- 
bod’s  flimsy  garments  fluttered  in  the  air,  as  he  stretched  his 
long  lank  body  away  over  his  horse’s  head,  in  the  eagerness  of 
his  flight. 

They  had  now  reached  the  road  which  turns  off  to  Sleepy 
Hollow;  but  Gunpowder,  who  seemed  possessed  with  a  demon, 
instead  of  keeping  up  it,  made  an  opposite  turn,  and  plunged 
headlong  downhill  to  the  left.  This  road  leads  through  a  sandy 
hollow,  shaded  by  trees  for  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  where  it 
crosses  the  bridge  famous  in  goblin  story,  and  just  beyond 
swells  the  green  knoll  on  which  stands  the  whitewashed  church. 

As  yet  the  panic  of  the  steed  had  given  his  unskillful  rider 
an  apparent  advantage  in  the  chase ;  but  just  as  he  had  got 
halfway  through  the  hollow,  the  girths  of  the  saddle  gave  way, 
and  he  felt  it  slipping  from  under  him.  He  seized  it  by  the 
pommel,  and  endeavored  to  hold  it  firm,  but  in  vain;  and  had 
just  time  to  save  himself  by  clasping  old  Gunpowder  round  the 
neck,  when  the  saddle  fell  to  the  earth,  and  he  heard  it  tram¬ 
pled  under  foot  by  his  pursuer.  For  a  moment  the  terror  of 
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Hans  Van  Ripper’s  wrath  passed  across  his  mind — for  it  was 
his  Sunday  saddle;  but  this  was  no  time  for  petty  fears;  the 
goblin  was  hard  on  his  haunches ;  and  (unskillful  rider  that  he 
was!)  he  had  much  ado  to  maintain  his  seat;  sometimes  slip¬ 
ping  on  one  side,  sometimes  on  another,  and  sometimes  jolted 
on  the  high  ridge  of  his  horse’s  backbone,  with  a  violence  that 
he  verily  feared  would  cleave  him  asunder. 

An  opening  in  the  trees  now  cheered  him  with  the  hopes  that 
the  church  bridge  was  at  hand.  The  wavering  reflection  of  a 
silver  star  in  the  bosom  of  the  brook  told  him  that  he  was  not 
mistaken.  He  saw  the  walls  of  the  church  dimly  glaring  under 
the  trees  beyond.  He  recollected  the  place  where  Brom  Bones’s 
ghostly  competitor  had  disappeared.  “If  I  can  but  reach  that 
bridge,”  thought  Ichabod,  “I  am  safe.”  Just  then  he  heard  the 
black  steed  panting  and  blowing  close  behind  him;  he  even 
fancied  that  he  felt  his  hot  breath.  Another  convulsive  kick 
in  the  ribs,  and  old  Gunpowder  sprang  upon  the  bridge ;  he 
thundered  over  the  resounding  planks ;  he  gained  the  opposite 
side;  and  now  Ichabod  cast  a  look  behind  to  see  if  his  pursuer 
should  vanish,  according  to  rule,  in  a  flash  of  fire  and  brim¬ 
stone.  Just  then  he  saw  the  goblin  rising  in  his  stirrups,  and 
in  the  very  act  of  hurling  his  head  at  him.  Ichabod  endeavored 
to  dodge  the  horrible  missile,  but  too  late.  It  encountered  his 
cranium  with  a  tremendous  crash — he  was  tumbled  headlong 
into  the  dust,  and  Gunpowder,  the  black  steed,  and  the  goblin 
rider  passed  by  like  a  whirlwind. 

ichabod’s  mysterious  disappearance 

The  next  morning  the  old  horse  was  found  without  his  saddle, 
and  with  the  bridle  under  his  feet,  soberly  cropping  the  grass 
at  his  master’s  gate.  Ichabod  did  not  make  his  appearance  at 
breakfast — dinner-hour  came,  but  no  Ichabod.  The  boys  assem¬ 
bled  at  the  schoolhouse,  and  strolled  idly  about  the  banks  of 
the  brook,  but  no  schoolmaster.  Hans  Van  Ripper  now  began 
to  feel  some  uneasiness  about  the  fate  of  poor  Ichabod  and  his 


439 


440 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


saddle.  An  inquiry  was  set  on  foot,  and  after  diligent  investi¬ 
gation  they  came  upon  his  traces.  In  one  part  of  the  road 
leading  to  the  church  was  found  the  saddle  trampled  in  the 
dirt;  the  tracks  of  horses’  hoofs  deeply  dented  in  the  road,  and 
evidently  at  furious  speed,  were  traced  to  the  bridge,  beyond 
which,  on  the  bank  of  a  broad  part  of  the  brook,  where  the 
water  ran  deep  and  black,  was  found  the  hat  of  the  unfor¬ 
tunate  Ichabod,  and  close  beside  it  a  shattered  pumpkin. 

The  brook  was  searched,  but  the  body  of  the  schoolmaster 
was  not  to  be  discovered.  Hans  Van  Ripper,  as  executor  of  his 
estate,  examined  the  bundle  which  contained  all  his  worldly 
effects.  They  consisted  of  two  shirts  and  a  half ;  two  stocks  for 
the  neck;  a  pair  or  two  of  worthless  stockings;  an  old  pair 
of  corduroy  smallclothes ;  a  rusty  razor ;  a  book  of  psalm 
tunes,  full  of  dog’s  ears;  and  a  broken  pitch  pipe.  As  to  the 
books  and  furniture  of  the  schoolhouse,  they  belonged  to  the 
community,  excepting  Cotton  Mather’s  History  of  Witchcraft, 
a  New  England  Almanac,  and  a  book  of  dreams  and  for¬ 
tune-telling;  in  which  last  was  a  sheet  of  foolscap  much  scrib¬ 
bled  and  blotted  in  several  fruitless  attempts  to  make  a  copy 
of  verses  in  honor  of  the  heiress  of  Van  Tassel.  These  magic 
books  and  the  poetic  scrawl  were  forthwith  consigned  to  the 
flames  by  Hans  Van  Ripper,  who  from  that  time  forward 
determined  to  send  his  children  no  more  to  school,  observing 
that  he  never  knew  any  good  come  of  this  same  reading  and 
writing.  Whatever  money  the  schoolmaster  possessed,  and  he 
had  received  his  quarter’s  pay  but  a  day  or  two  before,  he  must 
have  had  about  his  person  at  the  time  of  his  disappearance. 

The  mysterious  event  caused  much  speculation  at  the  church 
on  the  following  Sunday.  Knots  of  gazers  and  gossips  were 
collected  in  the  churchyard,  at  the  bridge,  and  at  the  spot 
where  the  hat  and  pumpkin  had  been  found.  The  stories  of 
Brouwer,  of  Bones,  and  a  whole  budget  of  others,  were  called 
to  mind;  and  when  they  had  diligently  considered  them  all, 
and  compared  them  with  the  symptoms  of  the  present  case, 
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The  pedagogue’s  mouth  watered,  as  he  looked  upon  this 
sumptuous  promise  of  luxurious  winter  fare.  In  his  devouring 
mind’s  eye  he  pictured  to  himself  every  roasting-pig  running 
about  with  a  pudding  in  his  belly,  and  an  apple  in  his  mouth ; 
the  pigeons  were  snugly  put  to  bed  in  a  comfortable  pie,  and 
tucked  in  with  a  coverlet  of  crust ;  the  geese  were  swimming  in 
their  own  gravy;  and  the  ducks  pairing  cozily  in  dishes,  like 
snug  married  couples,  with  a  decent  competency  of  onion  sauce. 
In  the  porkers  he  saw  carved  out  the  future  sleek  side  of  bacon, 
and  juicy  relishing  ham;  not  a  turkey  but  he  beheld  daintily 
trussed  up,  with  its  gizzard  under  its  wing,  and,  peradventure, 
a  necklace  of  savory  sausages ;  and  even  bright  chanticleer  him¬ 
self  lay  sprawling  on  his  back,  in  a  side  dish,  with  uplifted 
claws,  as  if  craving  that  quarter  which  his  chivalrous  spirit 
disdained  to  ask  while  living. 

As  the  enraptured  Ichabod  fancied  all  this,  and  as  he  rolled 
his  great  green  eyes  over  the  fat  meadow-lands,  the  rich  fields 
of  wheat,  of  rye,  of  buckwheat,  and  of  Indian  corn,  and  the 
orchards  burdened  with  ruddy  fruit  which  surrounded  the 
warm  tenement  of  Van  Tassel,  his  heart  yearned  after  the  dam¬ 
sel  who  was  to  inherit  these  domains,  and  his  imagination 
expanded  with  the  idea,  how  they  might  be  readily  turned  into 
cash,  and  the  money  invested  in  immense  tracts  of  wild  land, 
and  shingle  palaces  in  the  wilderness.  Nay,  his  busy  fancy 
already  realized  his  hopes,  and  presented  to  him  the  blooming 
Katrina,  with  a  whole  family  of  children,  mounted  on  the  top 
of  a  wagon  loaded  with  household  trumpery,  with  pots  and 
kettles  dangling  beneath;  and  he  beheld  himself  bestriding  a 
pacing  mare,  with  a  colt  at  her  heels,  setting  out  for  Kentucky, 
Tennessee,  or  the  Lord  knows  where. 

When  he  entered  the  house,  the  conquest  of  his  heart  was 
complete.  It  was  one  of  those  spacious  farmhouses,  with  high- 
ridged,  but  lowly-sloping  roofs,  built  in  the  style  handed  down 
from  the  first  Dutch  settlers,  the  low  projecting  eaves  forming 
a  piazza  along  the  front,  capable  of  being  closed  up  in  bad 
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weather.  Under  this  were  hnng  flails,  harness,  various  utensils 
of  husbandry,  and  nets  for  fishing  in  the  neighboring  river. 
Benches  were  built  along  the  sides  for  summer  use ;  and  a  great 
spinning-wheel  at  one  end,  and  a  churn  at  the  other,  showed 
the  various  uses  to  which  this  important  porch  might  be  devoted. 
From  this  piazza  the  wondering  Ichabod  entered  the  hall,  which 
formed  the  center  of  the  mansion  and  the  place  of  usual  resi¬ 
dence.  Here  rows  of  resplendent  pewter,  ranged  on  a  long 
dresser,  dazzled  his  eyes.  In  one  corner  stood  a  huge  bag  of 
wool  ready  to  be  spun;  in  another  a  quantity  of  linsey-woolsey 
just  from  the  loom;  ears  of  Indian  corn  and  strings  of  dried 
apples  and  peaches  hung  in  gay  festoons  along  the  walls,  min¬ 
gled  with  the  gaud  of  red  peppers;  and  a  door  left  ajar  gave 
him  a  peep  into  the  best  parlor,  where  the  claw-footed  chairs 
and  dark  mahogany  tables  shone  like  mirrors;  andirons,  with 
their  accompanying  shovel  and  tongs,  glistened  from  their  covert 
of  asparagus  tops;  mock  oranges  and  conch-shells  decorated  the 
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mantelpiece ;  strings  of  various  colored  birds’  eggs  were  sus¬ 
pended  above  it;  a  great  ostrich  egg  was  hung  from  the  center 
of  the  room;  and  a  corner  cupboard,  knowingly  left  open,  dis¬ 
played  immense  treasures  of  old  silver  and  well-mended  china. 

From  the  moment  Ichabod  laid  his  eyes  upon  these  regions 
of  delight  the  peace  of  his  mind  was  at  an  end,  and  his  only 
study  was  how  to  gain  the  affections  of  the  peerless  daughter 
of  Van  Tassel.  In  this  enterprise,  however,  he  had  more  real 
difficulties  than  generally  fell  to  the  lot  of  a  knight-errant  of 
yore,  who  seldom  had  anything  but  giants,  enchanters,  fiery 
dragons,  and  suchlike  easily-conquered  adversaries,  to  contend 
with;  and  had  to  make  his  way  merely  through  gates  of  iron 
and  brass,  and  walls  of  adamant,  to  the  castle  keep,  where  the 
lady  of  his  heart  was  confined,  all  which  he  achieved  as  easily 
as  a  man  would  carve  his  way  to  the  center  of  a  Christmas  pie ; 
and  then  the  lady  gave  him  her  hand  as  a  matter  of  course. 
Ichabod,  on  the  contrary,  had  to  win  his  way  to  the  heart  of 
a  country  coquette,  beset  with  a  labyrinth  of  whims  and  caprices, 
which  were  forever  presenting  new  difficulties  and  impedi¬ 
ments;  and  he  had  to  encounter  a  host  of  fearful  adversaries 
of  real  flesh  and  blood,  the  numerous  rustic  admirers,  who  beset 
every  portal  to  her  heart;  keeping  a  watchful  and  angry  eye 
upon  each  other,  but  ready  to  fly  out  in  the  common  cause 
against  any  new  competitor. 

BROM  BONES 

Among  these  the  most  formidable  wTas  a  burly,  roaring,  rois¬ 
tering  blade,  of  the  name  of  Abraham,  or,  according  to  the 
Dutch  abbreviation,  Brom  Van  Brunt,  the  hero  of  the  country 
round,  which  rang  with  his  feats  of  strength  and  hardihood.  He 
was  broad-shouldered  and  double- jointed,  with  short  curly  black 
hair,  and  a  bluff,  but  not  unpleasant,  countenance,  having  a 
mingled  air  of  fun  and  arrogance.  From  his  Herculean  frame 
and  great  powers  of  limb,  he  had  received  the  nickname  of 
Brom  Bones,  by  wThich  he  was  universally  known.  He  was 
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famed  for  great  knowledge  and  skill  in  horsemanship,  being 
as  dexterous  on  horseback  as  a  Tartar.  He  was  foremost  at  all 
races  and  cockfights;  and,  with  the  ascendency  which  bodily 
strength  acquires  in  rustic  life,  was  the  umpire  in  all  disputes, 
setting  his  hat  on  one  side  and  giving  his  decisions  with  an  air 
and  tone  admitting  of  no  gainsay  or  appeal.  He  was  always 
ready  for  either  a  fight  or  a  frolic;  but  had  more  mischief  than 
ill  will  in  his  composition  ;  and,  with  all  his  overbearing  rough¬ 
ness,  there  was  a  strong  dash  of  waggish  good  humor  at  bottom. 
He  had  three  or  four  boon  companions,  who  regarded  him  as 
their  model,  and  at  the  head  of  whom  he  scoured  the  country, 
attending  every  scene  of  feud  or  merriment  for  miles  round. 
In  cold  weather  he  was  distinguished  by  a  fur  cap,  surmounted 
with  a  flaunting  fox’s  tail;  and  when  the  folks  at  a  country 
gathering  descried  this  well-known  crest  at  a  distance,  whisk¬ 
ing  about  among  a  squad  of  hard  riders,  they  always  stood  by 
for  a  squall.  Sometimes  his  crew  would  be  heard  dashing  along 
past  the  farmhouses  at  midnight,  with  whoop  and  halloo,  like 
a  troop  of  Don  Cossacks ;  and  the  old  dames,  startled  out  of 
their  sleep,  would  listen  for  a  moment  till  the  hurry-scurry 
had  clattered  by,  and  then  exclaim,  “Ay,  there  goes  Brom  Bones 
and  his  gang !”  The  neighbors  looked  upon  him  with  a  mixture 
of  awe,  admiration,  and  good  will ;  and  when  any  madcap  prank 
or  rustic  brawl  occurred  in  the  vicinity,  ahvays  shook  their 
heads,  and  warranted  that  Brom  Bones  was  at  the  bottom 
of  it. 

This  rantipole  hero  had  for  some  time  singled  out  the  bloom¬ 
ing  Katrina  for  the  object  of  his  uncouth  gallantries,  and 
though  his  amorous  tovings  were  something  like  the  gentle 
caresses  and  endearments  of  a  bear,  yet  it  was  whispered  that 
she  did  not  altogether  discourage  his  hopes.  Certain  it  is,  his 
advances  were  signals  for  rival  candidates  to  retire,  who  felt 
no  inclination  to  cross  a  lion  in  his  amours ;  insomuch,  that  when 
his  horse  was  seen  tied  to  Yan  Tassel’s  paling,  on  a  Sunday 
night,  a  sure  sign  that  his  master  was  courting,  or,  as  it  is 
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termed,  “sparking,”  within,  all  other  suitors  passed  by  in 
despair,  and  carried  the  war  into  other  quarters. 

Such  was  the  formidable  rival  with  whom  Ichabod  Crane 
had  to  contend,  and,  considering  all  things,  a  stouter  man 
than  he  would  have  shrunk  from  the  competition,  and  a  wiser 
man  would  have  despaired.  He  had,  however,  a  happy  mixture 
of  pliability  and  perseverance  in  his  nature;  he  was  in  form 
and  spirit  like  a  supple-jack — yielding,  but  tough;  though  he 
bent,  he  never  broke ;  and  though  he  bowed  beneath  the  slightest 
pressure,  yet,  the  moment  it  was  away — jerk !  he  was  as  erect, 
and  carried  his  head  as  high  as  ever. 

To  have  taken  the  field  openly  against  his  rival  would  have 
been  madness;  for  he  was  not  a  man  to  be  thwarted  in  his 
amours,  any  more  than  that  stormy  lover,  Achilles.  Ichabod, 
therefore,  made  his  advances  in  a  quiet  and  gently-insinuating 
manner.  Under  cover  of  his  character  of  singing-master,  he 
made  frequent  visits  at  the  farmhouse;  not  that  he  had  any¬ 
thing  to  apprehend  from  the  meddlesome  interference  of  par¬ 
ents,  which  is  so  often  a  stumbling-block  in  the  path  of  lovers. 
Balt  Van  Tassel  was  an  easy,  indulgent  soul;  he  loved  his  daugh¬ 
ter  better  even  than  his  pipe,  and,  like  a  reasonable  man  and 
an  excellent  father,  let  her  have  her  way  in  everything.  His 
notable  little  wife,  too,  had  enough  to  do  to  attend  to  her  house¬ 
keeping  and  manage  her  poultry;  for,  as  she  sagely  observed, 
ducks  and  geese  are  foolish  things,  and  must  be  looked  after, 
but  girls  can  take  care  of  themselves.  Thus  while  the  busy 
dame  bustled  about  the  house,  or  plied  her  spinning-wheel  at 
one  end  of  the  piazza,  honest  Balt  would  sit  smoking  his  evening 
pipe  at  the  other,  watching  the  achievements  of  a  little  wooden 
warrior,  who,  armed  with  a  sword  in  each  hand,  was  most 
valiantly  fighting  the  wind  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  barn.  In  the 
meantime,  Ichabod  would  carry  on  his  suit  with  the  daughter 
by  the  side  of  the  spring  under  the  great  elm,  or  sauntering 
along  in  the  twilight,  that  hour  so  favorable  to  the  lover’s 
eloquence. 


422 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


I  profess  not  to  know  how  women’s  hearts  are  wooed  and 
won.  To  me  they  have  always  been  matters  of  riddle  and  admi¬ 
ration.  Some  seem  to  have  but  one  vulnerable  point,  or  door 
of  access;  while  others  have  a  thousand  avenues,  and  may  be 
captured  in  a  thousand  different  ways.  It  is  a  great  triumph 
of  skill  to  gain  the  former,  but  a  still  greater  proof  of  general¬ 
ship  to  maintain  possession  of  the  latter ;  for  the  man  must 
battle  for  his  fortress  at  every  door  and  window.  He  who  wins 
a  thousand  common  hearts  is  therefore  entitled  to  some  renown ; . 
but  he  who  keeps  undisputed  sway  over  the  heart  of  a  coquette 
is  indeed  a  hero.  Certain  it  is,  this  was  not  the  case  with  the 
redoubtable  Brom  Bones;  and  from  the  moment  Ichabod  Crane 
made  his  advances,  the  interests  of  the  former  evidently 
declined;  his  horse  was  no  longer  seen  tied  at  the  palings  on 
Sunday  nights,  and  a  deadly  feud  gradually  arose  between 
him  and  the  preceptor  of  Sleepy  Hollow. 

Brom,  who  had  a  degree  of  rough  chivalry  in  his  nature, 
would  fain  have  carried  matters  to  open  warfare,  and  have 
settled  their  pretensions  to  the  lady  according  to  the  mode  of 
those  most  concise  and  simple  reasoners,  the  knights-errant  of 
yore,  by  single  combat;  but  Ichabod  was  too  conscious  of  the 
superior  might  of  his  adversary  to  enter  the  lists  against  him; 
he  had  overheard  a  boast  of  Bones,  that  he  would  “double  the 
schoolmaster  up,  and  lay  him  on  a  shelf  of  his  own  school- 
house”  ;  and  he  was  too  wary  to  give  him  an  opportunity.  There 
was  something  extremely  provoking  in  this  obstinately  pacific 
system ;  it  left  Brom  no  alternative  but  to  draw  upon  the  funds 
of  rustic  waggery  in  his  disposition,  and  to  play  off  boorish 
practical  jokes  upon  his  rival.  Ichabod  became  the  object  of 
whimsical  persecution  to  Bones  and  his  gang  of  rough  riders. 
They  harried  his  hitherto  peaceful  domains;  smoked  out  his 
singing-school  by  stopping  up  the  chimney ;  broke  into  the 
schoolhouse  at  night,  in  spite  of  its  formidable  fastenings  of 
withe  and  window-stakes,  and  turned  everything  topsy-turvy; 
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so  that  the  poor  schoolmaster  began  to  think  all  the  witches 
of  the  country  held  their  meetings  there.  But  what  was  still 
more  annoying,  Brom  took  all  opportunities  of  turning  him  into 
ridicule  in  presence  of  his  mistress,  and  had  a  scoundrel  dog 
whom  he  taught  to  whine  in  the  most  ludicrous  manner,  and 
introduced  as  a  rival  of  Ichabod’s  to  instruct  her  in  psalmody. 

THE  QUILTING  FROLIC 

In  this  way  matters  went  on  for  some  time,  without  produc¬ 
ing  any  material  effect  on  the  relative  situation  of  the  con¬ 
tending  powers.  On  a  fine  autumnal  afternoon,  Ichabod,  in 
pensive  mood,  sat  enthroned  on  the  lofty  stool  whence  he 
usually  watched  all  the  concerns  of  his  little  literary  realm. 
In  his  hand  he  swayed  a  ferule,  that  scepter  of  despotic  power ; 
the  birch  of  justice  reposed  on  three  nails,  behind  the  throne, 
a  constant  terror  to  evil-doers;  while  on  the  desk  before  him 
might  be  seen  sundry  contraband  articles  and  prohibited  weap¬ 
ons  detected  upon  the  persons  of  idle  urchins,  such  as  half- 
munched  apples,  popguns,  whirligigs,  fly-cages,  and  whole 
legions  of  rampant  little  paper  gamecocks.  Apparently  there 
had  been  some  appalling  act  of  justice  recently  inflicted,  for 
his  scholars  were  all  busily  intent  upon  their  books,  or  slyly 
whispering  behind  them  with  one  eye  kept  upon  the  master; 
and  a  kind  of  buzzing  stillness  reigned  throughout  the  school¬ 
room.  It  was  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  a 
negro,  in  tow-cloth  jacket  and  trousers,  a  round-crowned  frag¬ 
ment  of  a  hat,  like  the  cap  of  Mercury,  and  mounted  on  the 
back  of  a  ragged,  wild,  half-broken  colt,  which  he  managed 
with  a  rope  by  way  of  halter.  He  came  clattering  up  to  the 
school  door  with  an  invitation  to  Ichabod  to  attend  a  merry¬ 
making,  or  “quilting  frolic,”  to  be  held  that  evening  at  Mynheer 
Van  Tassel’s;  and  having  delivered  his  message  with  that  air 
of  importance  and  effort  at  fine  language,  which  a  negro  is  apt 
to  display  on  petty  embassies  of  the  kind,  he  dashed  over  the 
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brook  and  was  seen  scampering  away  np  the  hollow,  full  of  the 
importance  and  hurry  of  his  mission. 

All  was  now  bustle  and  hubbub  in  the  late  quiet  schoolroom. 
The  scholars  were  hurried  through  their  lessons,  without  stop¬ 
ping  at  trifles;  those  who  were  nimble  skipped  over  half  with 
impunity,  and  those  who  were  tardy  had  a  smart  application 
now  and  then  in  the  rear  to  quicken  their  speed  or  help  them 
over  a  tall  word.  Books  were  flung  aside  without  being  put 
away  on  the  shelves,  inkstands  were  overturned,  benches  thrown 
down,  and  the  whole  school  was  turned  loose  an  hour  before 
the  usual  time,  bursting  forth  like  a  legion  of  young  imps, 
yelping  and  racketing  about  the  green,  in  the  joy  of  their  early 
emancipation. 

The  gallant  Ichabod  now  spent  at  least  an  extra  half  hour 
at  his  toilet,  brushing  and  furbishing  up  his  best,  and  indeed 
only,  suit  of  rusty  black,  and  arranging  his  locks  by  a  bit  of 
broken  looking-glass  that  hung  up  in  the  schoolhouse.  That 
he  might  make  his  appearance  before  his  mistress  in  the  true 
style  of  a  cavalier,  he  borrowed  a  horse  from  the  farmer  with 
whom  he  was  domiciled,  a  choleric  old  Dutchman,  of  the  name 
of  Hans  Van  Ripper,  and,  thus  gallantly  mounted,  issued  forth, 
like  a  knight-errant,  in  quest  of  adventures.  But  it  is  meet  I 
should,  in  the  true  spirit  of  romantic  story,  give  some  account 
of  the  looks  and  equipments  of  my  hero  and  his  steed.  The 
animal  he  bestrode  was  a  broken-down  plow-horse,  that  had 
outlived  almost  everything  but  his  viciousness.  He  was  gaunt 
and  shagged,  with  a  ewe  neck  and  a  head  like  a  hammer;  his 
rusty  mane  and  tail  were  tangled  and  knotted  with  burs;  one 
eye  had  lost  its  pupil  and  was  glaring  and  spectral;  but  the 
other  had  the  gleam  of  a  genuine  devil  in  it.  Still  he  must 
have  had  fire  and  mettle  in  his  day,  if  we  may  judge  from  the 
name  he  bore  of  Gunpowder.  He  had,  in  fact,  been  a  favorite 
steed  of  his  master’s,  the  choleric  Van  Ripper,  who  was  a 
furious  rider,  and  had  infused,  very  probably,  some  of  his  own 
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they  shook  their  heads  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Ichabod 
had  been  carried  off  by  the  galloping  Hessian.  As  he  was  a 
bachelor,  and  in  nobody’s  debt,  nobody  troubled  his  head  any 
more  about  him.  The  school  was  removed  to  a  different  quarter 
of  the  hollow,  and  another  pedagogue  reigned  in  his  stead. 

It  is  true,  an  old  farmer,  who  had  been  down  to  New  Y"ork 
on  a  visit  several  years  after,  and  from  whom  this  account  of 
the  ghostly  adventure  was  received,  brought  home  the  intelli¬ 
gence  that  Ichabod  Crane  was  still  alive ;  that  he  had  left  the 
neighborhood,  partly  through  fear  of  the  goblin  and  Hans  Van 
Ripper,  and  partly  in  mortification  at  having  been  suddenly 
dismissed  by  the  heiress;  that  he  had  changed  his  quarters  to 
a  distant  part  of  the  country ;  had  kept  school  and  studied  law 
at  the  same  time,  had  been  admitted  to  the  bar,  turned  politi¬ 
cian,  electioneered,  written  for  the  newspapers,  and  finally  had 
been  made  a  justice  of  the  Ten  Pound  Court.  Brom  Bones,  too, 
who  shortly  after  his  rival’s  disappearance  conducted  the  bloom¬ 
ing  Katrina  in  triumph  to  the  altar,  was  observed  to  look  exceed¬ 
ingly  knowing  whenever  the  story  of  Ichabod  was  related,  and 
always  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh  at  the  mention  of  the  pump¬ 
kin,  which  led  some  to  suspect  that  he  knew  more  about  the 
matter  than  he  chose  to  tell. 

The  old  country  wives,  however,  who  are  the  best  judges  of 
these  matters,  maintain  to  this  day  that  Ichabod  was  spirited 
away  by  supernatural  means ;  and  it  is  a  favorite  story  often 
told  about  the  neighborhood  round  the  winter  evening  fire. 
The  bridge  became  more  than  ever  an  object  of  superstitious 
awe,  and  that  may  be  the  reason  why  the  road  has  been  altered 
of  late  years,  so  as  to  approach  the  church  by  the  border  of  the 
mill-pond.  The  schoolhouse,  being  deserted,  soon  fell  to  decay, 
and  was  reported  to  be  haunted  by  the  ghost  of  the  unfortunate 
pedagogue;  and  the  plowboy,  loitering  homeward  of  a  still  sum¬ 
mer  evening,  has  often  fancied  his  voice  at  a  distance,  chanting 
a  melancholy  psalm  tune  among  the  tranquil  solitudes  of 
Sleepy  Hollow. 
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Notes  and  Questions 

Washington  Irving  had  a  happy  boyhood,  rambling  through  every 
nook  and  corner  of  New  York  City  and  adjacent  woods,  idling  about  the 
busy  wharves,  making  occasional  trips  up  the  lordly  Hudson,  roaming, 
gun  in  hand,  along  its  banks  and  over  the  neighboring  Catskills,  listen¬ 
ing  to  the  tales  of  old  Dutch  landlords  and  gossipy  old  Dutch  house¬ 
wives.  He  took  several  long  journeys  into  the  Hudson  River  hill 
country,  collecting  the  legends  and  nature  pictures  which  he  has  so 
skillfully  preserved  in  “Rip  Van  Winkle”  and  “The  Legend  of  Sleepy 
Hollow.”  When  he  became  a  young  man,  he  wove  these  old  tales,  scenes, 
experiences,  and  much  more  that  his  imagination  and  his  merry  humor 
added,  into  some  of  the  most  rollicking,  mirthful  stories  that  had  been 
read  in  many  a  day. 

I.  THE  STORY 

1.  How  does  Washington  Irving  make  you  feel  the  air  of  mystery 
that  surrounded  Sleepy  Hollow?  The  old  superstitions  and  beliefs  in 
witchcraft  clung  to  this  little  valley  long  after  they  were  discarded  as 
untrue  elsewhere.  Why  do  you  think  this  was  true? 

2.  Ichabod  Crane,  the  schoolmaster,  is  the  central  figure  in  the  story ; 
give  a  brief,  clear  word-picture  of  his  personal  appearance. 

3.  Which  five  of  the  following  words  best  describe  the  schoolmaster? 
Select  lines  from  the  story  to  show  that  you  are  correct.  Comical,  con¬ 
scientious,  cruel,  indulgent,  hungry,  lazy,  dignified,  shrewd,  greedy, 
cowardly,  romantic,  kind,  thankful,  animated. 

4.  What  does  Irving  teach  you  in  this  story  of  the  early  history 
of  America?  What  did  you  learn  from  this  selection  about  the  schools 
of  that  day  ?  Tell  about  the  home  life  of  the  Dutch  people  who  inhabited 
the  valley  of  the  Hudson  River. 

5.  Make  a  drawing  of  the  interior  and  of  the  exterior  of  the  school 
building.  Compare  with  your  schoolroom  of  today. 

6.  Brom  Bones  was  looked  upon  with  “a  mixture  of  awTe,  admiration, 
and  good  will.”  Why  did  he  quietly  leave  when  Ichabod  Crane  began 
to  make  advances  to  Katrina?  Do  you  believe  Brom  Bones  had  any¬ 
thing  to  do  with  the  fright  and  disappearance  of  the  schoolmaster? 
Find  lines  to  support  your  answers. 
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7.  This  story  gives  you  a  picture  of  the  farmland  country  of  New 
York  after  the  Revolutionary  War;  compare  this  picture  with  the 
poverty  of  the  country  life  in  New  England,  as  shown  in  The  Court¬ 
ship  of  Miles  Standish. 

8.  Select  a  paragraph  descriptive  of  nature  to  be  read  in  class. 
Irving’s  description  of  Katrina’s  home  and  its  surroundings  gives  us  a 
splendid  idea  of  a  wealthy  Dutch  farmhouse;  read  it  aloud  in  class. 

9.  The  mysterious  disappearance  of  the  schoolmaster  is  worth  read¬ 
ing  aloud  in  class,  as  are  the  personal  descriptions  of  the  various  char¬ 
acters  in  the  story. 

10.  Copy  the  following  outline  on  your  paper  and  complete  it  by 
filling  in  the  blank  spaces: 

A.  The  valley  and  its  superstitions 

(a)  Why  called  “ Sleepy  Hollow” 

(b) 

(c) 

B.  Ichabod  Crane  and  Katrina  Van  Tassel 

(a)  Description  of  the  schoolmaster 

(b) 

(c) 

( d )  Ichabod’s  love  for  Katrina 

C.  Brom  Bones 

(«) 

(b) 

D.  The  quilting  frolic 

(a)  Preparation  for  the  party 

(b) 

(e) 

E.  Ichabod’s  terrifying  experiences 

(«) 

(6) 

(c) 

F.  Ichabod’s  mysterious  disappearance 

(a) 

(&) 

(c) 
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II.  INTENSIVE  STUDY 


1.  Read  carefully  several  paragraphs  of  this  story  to  see  if  you  can 
discover  how  Irving  creates  humor. 

2.  Does  the  author  make  the  story  and  the  characters  seem  real  to 


you?  How? 

3.  Do  you  believe  Ichabod  Crane  was  a  good  schoolmaster?  A  good 
disciplinarian?  Give  reasons  to  support  your  statement. 

4.  Choose  what  you  consider  the  best  descriptive  paragraph  in  this 
story  and  be  able  to  tell  the  class  why  you  chose  that  particular  one. 

5.  Do  you  believe  Ichabod  Crane’s  affection  for  Katrina  was  gen¬ 
uine?  Give  reasons  for  your  answer. 

6.  Look  up  in  the  Glossary  the  meaning  of  the  following  phrases : 

inveterate  propensity  (p.  406)  legitimately  descended  (p.  412) 


genius  of  famine  (p.  409) 
mystery  of  an  eelpot  (p.  410) 
administered  justice  with  dis 
crimination  (p.  410) 
dilating  powers  of  an  anaconda 
(p.  411) 

carried  away  the  palm  (p.  412) 


knight-errant  of  yore  (p.  419) 
labyrinth  of  whims  (p.  419) 
roistering  blade  (p.  419) 
obstinately  pacific  system  (p. 
422) 

oppressive  opulence  (p.  426) 
amorous  oglings  (p.  430) 


You  may  wish  to  read  another  story  from  The  Sketch  Book ,  Irving; 
a  story  from  Tales  of  a  Traveller,  or  a  selection  from  The  Alhambra , 
Irving. 


MAKERS  OF  THE  FLAG 

Franklin  K.  Lane 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  is  one  of  the  oldest  national  flags  in  the  world. 
It  was  established  June  14,  1777,  by  a  resolution  of  the  Congress  of 
the  United  States  of  America.  This  resolution  was  officially  published 
September  2  and  3,  1777,  by  the  Secretary  of  the  Congress.  It  pro¬ 
vided  for  the  number  of  stars,  but  said  nothing  about  their  arrangement 
or  about  the  number  of  points  in  each  star.  Tradition  tells  us  that  the 
stars  of  the  flag  were  the  stars  of  the  Washington  family  coat  of  arms. 
You  will  notice  that  the  five-pointed  star  with  one  point  upward  is  used. 
On  April  4,  1818,  Congress  agreed  that  our  flag  should  have  thirteen 
stripes  and  that  one  star  should  be  added  for  each  new  state. 

This  morning,  as  I  passed  into  the  Land  Office,  the  Flag 
dropped  me  a  most  cordial  salutation,  and  from  its  rippling 
folds  I  heard  it  say:  “Good-morning,  Mr.  Flag  Maker.” 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  Old  Glory,”  I  said;  “aren’t  you  mis¬ 
taken?  I  am  not  the  President  of  the  United  States,  nor  a 
member  of  Congress,  nor  even  a  general  in  the  army.  I  am 
only  a  Government  clerk.” 

“I  greet  you  again,  Mr.  Flag  Maker,”  replied  the  gay  voice ; 
“I  know  you  well.  You  are  the  man  who  worked  in  the  swelter 
of  yesterday  straightening  out  the  tangle  of  that  farmer’s  home¬ 
stead  in  Idaho,  or  perhaps  you  found  the  mistake  in  the  Indian 
contract  in  Oklahoma,  or  helped  to  clear  that  patent  for  the 
hopeful  inventor  in  New  York,  or  pushed  the  opening  of  that 
new  ditch  in  Colorado,  or  made  that  mine  in  Illinois  more  safe, 
or  brought  relief  to  the  old  soldier  in  Wyoming.  No  matter, 
whichever  one  of  these  beneficent  individuals  you  may  happen 
to  be,  I  give  you  greeting,  Mr.  Flag  Maker.” 

I  was  about  to  pass  on,  when  the  Flag  stopped  me  with  these 
words:  “Yesterday  the  President  spoke  a  word  that  made 
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happier  the  future  of  ten  million  peons  in  Mexico;  but  that 
act  looms  no  larger  on  the  flag  than  the  struggle  which  the 
boy  in  Georgia  is  making  to  win  the  Corn  Club  prize  this 
summer. 

“Yesterday  the  Congress  spoke  a  word  which  will  open  the 
door  of  Alaska ;  but  a  mother  in  Michigan  worked  from  sunrise 
until  far  into  the  night  to  give  her  boy  an  education.  She, 
too,  is  making  the  Flag. 

“ Yesterday  we  made  a  new  law  to  prevent  financial  panics, 
and  yesterday,  maybe,  a  school  teacher  in  Ohio  taught  his  first 
letters  to  a  boy  who  will  one  day  write  a  song  that  will  give 
cheer  to  the  millions  of  our  race.  We  are  all  making  the  Flag.” 

“But,”  I  said  impatiently,  “these  people  were  only  working !” 
Then  came  a  great  shout  from  the  Flag: 

“The  work  that  we  do  is  the  making  of  the  Flag.  I  am  not 
the  flag ;  not  at  all.  I  am  nothing  more  than  its  shadow. 

“I  am  whatever  you  make  me,  nothing  more. 

“I  am  your  belief  in  yourself,  your  dream  of  what  a  People 
may  become. 

“I  live  a  changing  life,  a  life  of  moods  and  passions,  of  heart¬ 
breaks  and  tired  muscles. 

“Sometimes  I  am  strong  with  pride,  when  workmen  do  an 
honest  piece  of  work,  fitting  rails  together  truly. 

“Sometimes  I  droop,  for  then  purpose  has  gone  from  me, 
and  cynically  I  play  the  coward. 

“Sometimes  I  am  loud,  garish,  and  full  of  that  ego  that  blasts 
judgment. 

“But  always  I  am  all  that  you  hope  to  be  and  have  the 
courage  to  try  for. 

“I  am  song  and  fear,  struggle  and  panic,  and  ennobling  hope. 

“I  am  the  day’s  work  of  the  weakest  man,  and  the  largest 
dream  of  the  most  daring. 

“I  am  the  Constitution  and  the  courts,  the  statutes  and  the 
statute  makers,  soldier  and  dreadnaught,  drayman  and  street- 
sweep,  cook,  counselor,  and  clerk. 
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“I  am  the  battle  of  yesterday,  and  the  mistake  of  tomorrow. 

“I  am  the  mystery  of  the  men  who  do  without  knowing  why. 

“I  am  the  clutch  of  an  idea,  and  the  reasoned  purpose  of 
resolution. 

“I  am  no  more  than  what  you  believe  me  to  be,  and  I  am  all 
that  you  believe  I  can  be.  I  am  what  you  make  me,  nothing 
more. 

“I  swing  before  your  eyes  as  a  bright  gleam  of  color,  a  symbol 
of  yourself,  the  pictured  suggestion  of  that  big  thing  which 
makes  this  nation.  My  stars  and  my  stripes  are  your  dream 
and  your  labors.  They  are  bright  with  cheer,  brilliant  with 
courage,  firm  with  faith,  because  you  have  made  them  so  out 
of  your  hearts.  For  you  are  the  Makers  of  the  Flag,  and  it  is 
well  that  you  glory  in  the  making.” 

Notes  and  Questions 

History  tells  us  that  Betsy  Ross  of  Philadelphia  made  the  first  Stars 
and  Stripes  in  1777.  For  fifty  years  she  received  contracts  to  make 
all  government  flags,  and  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Clarissa  Wilson,  continued 
the  business  until  1857.  In  1905  the  Betsy  Ross  Memorial  Association 
opened  the  old  home  of  Betsy  Ross  as  the  “American  Flag  Home/’ 
Today,  if  you  were  to  visit  Philadelphia,  you  would  want  to  see  the 
home  of  Betsy  Ross,  239  Arch  Street.  A  sign  across  the  front  of  the 
house  reads:  “Birthplace  of  Old  Glory.” 

1.  How  is  the  Flag  a  “symbol  of  yourself”?  Summarize  for  your 
own  satisfaction  the  things  you  have  done  today  which  entitle  you  to 
be  called  a  “Maker  of  the  Flag.” 

2.  Interpret  for  the  class  the  following:  “I  am  all  that  you  hope  to 
be  and  have  the  courage  to  try  for.”  What  kind  of  people  do  you  think 
are  the  greatest  “Makers  of  the  Flag”?  Give  reasons  for  your  answer. 

3.  What  sometimes  causes  the  Flag  to  droop?  Name  ways  in  which 
the  boys  and  girls  of  America  can  make  the  Flag  “strong  with  pride.” 
Tell  in  your  own  words  some  of  the  things  Franklin  K.  Lane  says  the 
Flag  is. 


I  HEAR  AMERICA  SINGING 

Walt  Whitman 

I  hear  America  singing,  the  varied  carols  I  hear, 

Those  of  mechanics,  each  one  singing  his  as  it  should  be,  blithe 
and  strong, 

The  carpenter  singing  his  as  he  measures  his  plank  or  beam, 
The  mason  singing  his  as  he  makes  ready  for  work,  or  leaves  off 
work, 

The  boatman  singing  what  belong  to  him  in  his  boat,  the  deck 
hand  singing  on  the  steamboat  deck, 

The  shoemaker  singing  as  he  sits  on  his  bench,  the  hatter  sing¬ 
ing  as  he  stands, 

The  woodcutter’s  song,  the  plowboy’s  on  his  way  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,  or  at  noon  intermission,  or  at  sundown, 

The  delicious  singing  of  the  mother,  or  of  the  young  wife  at 
work,  or  of  the  girl  sewing  or  washing, 

Each  singing  what  belongs  to  him  or  her  and  to  none  else, 

The  day  what  belongs  to  the  day — at  night  the  party  of  young 
fellows,  robust,  friendly, 

Singing  with  open  mouths  their  strong,  melodious  songs. 

Notes  and  Questions 

Walt  Whitman  (1819-1892)  came  from  a  race  of  Long  Island  farm¬ 
ers  who  were  far  from  being  literary  people.  His  education  was  brief; 
he  left  school  at  the  age  of  twelve  to  become  office  boy  for  a  lawyer, 
and  from  that  time  on  he  drifted  from  one  job  to  another  until,  in 
1850,  he  found  himself  back  in  Brooklyn  living  with  his  family.  He 
had  done  “a  great  deal  of  reading,  starting  with  The  Arabian  Nights 
and  Sir  Walter  Scott  and  moving  on  through  the  classics.  Always, 
when  he  could,  he  read  alone  and  out  of  doors.” 

When  the  Civil  War  broke  out,  Whitman  found  that  thousands  of 
soldiers  needed  care  and  comfort;  and  he  became  a  volunteer  nurse.  It 
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is  said  that  he  served  all  alike  “whether  Northern  or  Southern,  high  or 
low,  deserving  or  undeserving.”  There  is  no  more  inspiring  story  of 
the  war  that  has  come  down  to  us  than  this  one  of  the  unselfish  charity 
and  devotion  of  Walt  Whitman  in  the  hospitals.  He  gave  himself  for 
others,  and  in  so  doing  his  own  health  broke  down  under  the  strain. 
It  was  several  months  before  he  fully  regained  his  usual  health  and 
vigor. 

Whitman’s  great  themes  in  his  poetry  were  “selfhood,  comradeship, 
love,  joy,  nature,  God,  immortality,  death,  and,  above  all,  democracy 
as  exemplified  in  the  American  states.”  Lincoln’s  estimate  of  him  was 
unmistakably  true,  “Well,  he  looks  like  a  man!” 

1.  Walt  Whitman  was  one  of  the  first  poets  who  saw  in  the  new 
democracy  of  America,  not  a  political  system,  but  a  great  country  built 
and  guided  by  the  brotherhood  of  man.  How  does  he  make  you  feel 
this  relationship  in  this  poem? 

2.  Where  did  Whitman  find  the  real  meaning  of  America?  How 
does  America  sing  through  her  work?  Are  there  any  reasons  why 
people  work  other  than  to  earn  a  living?  What  are  these  reasons? 
Should  you  like  to  look  forward  to  a  life  without  work?  Why? 

3.  Do  workers  actually  sing  at  their  work?  Give  examples  from 
your  own  observations.  Tell  how  these  same  workmen  may  be  “Makers 
of  the  Flag.” 

4.  Whitman  mentions  several  workmen  who  are  singing;  in  which 
one  were  you  most  interested?  Which  one  do  you  think  does  most  for 
America  ?  Why  ? 

5.  Do  you  recall  any  other  poem  or  story  or  scene  of  which  you  are 
reminded  by  this  poem?  Tell  the  class  about  it. 


THE  RIVERMAN 

Stewart  Edward  White 

Stewart  Edward  White  wrote  his  book,  The  Blazed  Trail ,  from  which 
this  story  is  taken,  while  he  was  living  in  a  lumber  camp  in  the  depth 
of  a  northern  winter.  The  author  wrote  from  four  o’clock  in  the 
morning  to  eight  and  then  went  out  on  snowshoes  for  the  day’s  lumber¬ 
ing.  When  the  book  was  finished,  White  gave  it  to  the  foreman,  who 
began  to  read  it  after  supper  and  read  all  night. 

I  first  met  him  one  Fourth  of  July  afternoon  in  the  middle 
eighties.  The  sawdust  streets  and  high  board  sidewalks  of  the 
lumber  town  were  filled  to  the  brim  with  people.  The  perma¬ 
nent  population,  dressed  in  the  stiffness  of  its  Sunday  best, 
escorted  gingham  wives  or  sweethearts ;  a  dozen  outsiders  like 
myself  tried  not  to  be  too  conspicuous  in  a  city  smartness; 
but  the  great  multitude  was  composed  of  the  men  of  the  woods. 
I  sat,  chair  tilted,  by  the  hotel,  watching  them  pass.  Their  heavy 
woolen  shirts  crossed  by  the  broad  suspenders,  the  red  of  their 
sashes  or  leather  shine  of  their  belts,  their  short  kersey  trousers 
“stagged”  off  to  leave  a  gap  between  the  knee  and  the  heavily 
spiked  “cork  boots” — all  these  were  distinctive  enough  of  their 
class,  but  most  interesting  to  me  were  the  eyes  that  peered  from 
beneath  their  little  round  hats  tilted  rakishly  askew.  They  were 
all  subtly  alike,  those  eyes.  Some  were  black,  some  were  brown, 
or  gray,  or  blue,  but  all  were  steady  and  unabashed,  all  looked 
straight  at  you  with  a  strange  humorous  blending  of  aggression 
and  respect  for  your  own  business,  and  all  without  exception 
wrinkled  at  the  corners  with  a  suggestion  of  dry  humor.  In 
my  half-conscious  scrutiny  I  probably  stared  harder  than  I 
knew,  for  all  at  once  a  laughing  pair  of  the  blue  eyes  suddenly 
met  mine  full,  and  an  ironical  voice  drawled : 
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“Say,  bub,  you  look  as  interested  as  a  man  killing  snakes. 
Am  I  your  long-lost  friend  ?” 

The  tone  of  the  voice  matched  accurately  the  attitude  of  the 
man,  and  that  was  quite  noncommittal.  He  stood  cheerfully 
ready  to  meet  the  emergency.  If  I  sought  trouble,  it  was  here  to 
my  hand;  or  if  I  needed  help,  he  was  willing  to  offer  it. 

“I  guess  you  are/’  I  replied,  “if  you  can  tell  me  what  all 
this  outfit’s  headed  for.” 

He  thrust  back  his  hat  and  ran  his  hand  through  a  mop  of 
closely-cropped  light  curls. 

“Birling  match,”  he  explained  briefly.  “Come  on.” 

I  joined  him,  and  together  we  followed  the  crowd  to  the 
river,  where  we  roosted  like  cormorants  on  adjacent  piles  over¬ 
looking  a  patch  of  clear  water  among  the  filled  booms. 

“Drive’s  just  over,”  my  new  friend  informed  me.  “Rear  come 
down  last  night.  Fourther  July  celebration.  This  little  town 
will  scratch  fer  th’  tall  timber  along  about  midnight  when  the 
boys  goes  in  to  take  her  apart.” 

A  half-dozen  men  with  peavies  rolled  a  white  pine  log  of 
about  a  foot  and  a  half  diameter  into  the  clear  water,  where  it 
lay  rocking  back  and  forth,  three  or  four  feet  from  the  boom 
piles.  Suddenly  a  man  ran  the  length  of  the  boom,  leaped 
easily  into  the  air,  and  landed  with  both  feet  square  on  one 
end  of  the  floating  log.  That  end  disappeared  in  an  ankle-deep 
swirl  of  white  foam,  the  other  rose  suddenly,  the  whole  timber, 
projected  forward  by  the  shock,  drove  headlong  to  the  middle 
of  the  little  pond.  And  the  man,  his  arms  folded,  his  knees 
just  bent  in  the  graceful  nervous  attitude  of  the  circus  rider, 
stood  upright  like  a  statue  of  bronze. 

A  roar  approved  this  feat. 

“That’s  Dicky  Darrell,”  said  my  informant,  “Roaring  Dick. 
Watch  him.” 

The  man  on  the  log  was  small,  with  clean,  beautiful  haunches 
and  shoulders,  but  with  hanging  baboon  arms.  Perhaps  his  most 
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striking  feature  was  a  mop  of  reddish-brown  hair  that  over¬ 
shadowed  a  little  triangular  white  face  accented  by  two  red¬ 
dish-brown  quadrilaterals  that  served  as  eyebrows  and  a  pair 
of  inscrutable  chipmunk  eyes. 

For  a  moment  he  poised  erect  in  the  great  calm  of  the  public 
performer.  Then  slowly  he  began  to  revolve  the  log  under  his 
feet.  The  lofty  gaze,  the  folded  arms,  the  straight  supple  waist 
budged  not  by  a  hair’s  breadth;  only  the  feet  stepped  forward, 
at  first  deliberately,  then  faster  and  faster,  until  the  rolling 
log  threw  a  blue  spray  a  foot  into  the  air.  Then  suddenly  slap! 
slap!  the  heavy  caulks  stamped  a  reversal.  The  log  came  instan¬ 
taneously  to  rest,  quivering  exactly  like  some  animal  that  had 
been  spurred  through  its  paces. 

“Magnificent !”  I  cried. 

“That’s  nothing !”  my  companion  repressed  me ;  “anybody  can 
birl  a  log.  Watch  this.” 

Roaring  Dick  for  the  first  time  unfolded  his  arms.  With 
some  appearance  of  caution  he  balanced  his  unstable  footing 
into  absolute  immobility.  Then  he  turned  a  somersault. 

This  was  the  real  thing.  My  friend  uttered  a  wild  yell  of 
applause  which  was  lost  in  a  general  roar. 

A  long  pike  pole  shot  out,  bit  the  end  of  the  timber,  and 
towed  it  to  the  boom  pile.  Another  man  stepped  on  the  log 
with  Darrell.  They  stood  facing  each  other,  bent-kneed,  alert. 
Suddenly  with  one  accord  they  commenced  to  birl  the  log  from 
left  to  right.  The  pace  grew  hot.  Like  squirrels  treading  a  cage 
their  feet  twinkled.  Then  it  became  apparent  that  Darrell’s 
opponent  was  gradually  being  forced  from  the  top  of  the  log. 
He  could  not  keep  up.  Little  by  little,  still  moving  desperately, 
he  dropped  back  to  the  slant,  then  at  last  to  the  edge,  and  so 
off  into  the  river  with  a  mighty  splash.  “Clean  birled!”  com¬ 
mented  my  friend. 

One  after  another  a  half-dozen  rivermen  tackled  Dick,  but 
none  of  them  possessed  the  agility  to  stay  on  top  in  the  pace 
he  set  them.  One  boy  of  eighteen  seemed  for  a  moment  to  hold 
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his  own,  and  managed  at  least  to  keep  out  of  the  water  even 
when  Darrell  had  apparently  reached  his  maximum  speed. 
But  that  expert  merely  threw  his  entire  weight  into  two  revers¬ 
ing  stamps  of  his  feet,  and  the  young  fellow  dove  forward  as 
abruptly  as  though  he  had  been  shied  over  a  horse’s  head. 

The  crowd  was  by  now  getting  uproarious  and  impatient  of 
volunteer  effort  to  humble  Darrell’s  challenge.  It  wanted  the 
best,  and  at  once.  It  began,  with  increasing  insistence,  to  shout 
a  name.  “Jimmy  Powers !”  it  vociferated,  “Jimmy  Powers !” 

And  then  by  shamefaced  bashfulness,  by  profane  protest, 
by  muttered  and  comprehensive  curses,  I  knew  that  my  com¬ 
panion  on  the  other  pile  was  indicated. 

A  dozen  men  near  at  hand  began  to  shout.  “Here  he  is !” 
they  cried.  “Come  on,  Jimmy.”  “Don’t  be  a  high  banker.” 
“Hang  his  hide  on  the  fence.” 

Jimmy,  still  red  and  swearing,  suffered  himself  to  be  pulled 
from  his  elevation  and  disappeared  in  the  throng.  A  moment 
later  I  caught  his  head  and  shoulders  pushing  toward  the  boom 
piles,  and  so  in  a  moment  he  stepped  warily  aboard  to  face  his 
antagonist. 

This  was  evidently  no  question  to  be  determined  by  the 
simplicity  of  force  or  the  simplicity  of  a  child’s  trick.  The  two 
men  stood  half-crouched,  face  to  face,  watching  each  other 
narrowly,  but  making  no  move.  To  me  they  seemed  like  two 
wrestlers  sparring  for  an  opening.  Slowly  the  log  revolved  one 
way;  then  slowly  the  other.  It  was  a  mere  courtesy  of  salute. 
All  at  once  Dick  birled  three  rapid  strokes  from  left  to  right 
as  though  about  to  roll  the  log,  leaped  into  the  air  and  landed 
square  with  both  feet  on  the  other  slant  of  the  timber.  Jimmy 
Powers  felt  the  jar,  and  acknowledged  it  by  the  spasmodic  jerk 
with  which  he  counter-balanced  Darrell’s  weight.  But  he  was 
not  thrown. 

As  though  this  daring  and  hazardous  maneuver  had  opened 
the  combat,  both  men  sprang  to  life.  Sometimes  the  log  rolled 
one  way,  sometimes  the  other,  sometimes  it  jerked  from  side  to 
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side  like  a  crazy  thing,  but  always  with  the  rapidity  of  light, 
always  in  a  smother  of  spray  and  foam.  The  decided  spat ,  spat , 
of  the  reversing  blows  from  the  caulked  boots  sounded  like  picket 
firing.  I  could  not  make  out  the  different  leads,  feints,  parries, 
and  counters  of  this  strange  method  of  boxing,  nor  could  I 
distinguish  to  whose  initiative  the  various  evolutions  of  that 
log  could  be  ascribed.  But  I  retain  still  a  vivid  mental  picture 
of  two  men  nearly  motionless  above  the  waist,  nearly  vibrant 
below  it,  dominating  the  insane  gyrations  of  a  stick  of  pine. 

The  crowd  was  appreciative  and  partisan — for  Jimmy  Pow¬ 
ers.  It  howled  wildly,  and  rose  thereby  to  ever  higher  excite¬ 
ment.  Then  it  forgot  its  manners  utterly  and  groaned  when 
it  made  out  that  a  sudden  splash  represented  its  favorite, 
while  the  indomitable  Darrell  still  trod  the  quarter-deck  as 
champion  birler  for  the  year. 

I  must  confess  I  was  as  sorry  as  anybody.  I  climbed  down 
from  my  cormorant  roost,  and  picked  my  way  between  the 
alleys  of  piled  lumber  in  order  to  avoid  the  press,  and  cursed 
the  little  gods  heartily  for  undue  partiality  in  the  wrong  direc¬ 
tion.  In  this  manner  I  happened  on  Jimmy  Powers  himself 
seated  dripping  on  a  board  and  examining  his  bared  foot. 

“I’m  sorry,”  said  I  behind  him.  “How  did  he  do  it?” 

He  whirled,  and  I  could  see  that  his  laughing,  boyish  face 
had  become  suddenly  grim  and  stern  and  that  his  eyes  were 
shot  with  blood. 

“Oh,  it’s  you,  is  it?”  he  growled.  “Well,  that’s  how  he  did  it.” 

He  held  out  his  foot.  Across  the  instep  and  at  the  base  of 
the  toes  ran  two  rows  of  tiny  round  punctures  from  which  the 
blood  was  oozing.  I  looked  very  inquiring. 

“He  corked  me!”  Jimmy  Powers  explained.  “Jammed  his 
spikes  into  me !  Stepped  on  my  foot  and  tripped  me,  the — ” 
Jimmy  Powers  certainly  could  swear. 

“Why  didn’t  you  make  a  kick?”  I  cried. 

“That  isn’t  how  I  do  it,”  he  muttered,  pulling  on  his  heavy 
woolen  sock. 
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“But,  no,”  I  insisted,  my  indignation  mounting.  “It’s  an 
outrage !  That  crowd  was  with  you.  All  you  had  to  do  was  to 
say  something — ” 

He  cut  me  short.  “And  give  myself  away  as  a  fool — sure 
Mike.  I  ought  to  know  Dicky  Darrell  by  this  time,  and  I  ought 
to  be  big  enough  to  take  care  of  myself.”  He  stamped  his  foot 
into  his  driver’s  shoe  and  took  me  by  the  arm,  his  good  humor 
apparently  restored.  “No,  don’t  you  lose  any  hair,  bub ;  I’ll 
get  even  with  Roaring  Dick.” 

That  night,  having  by  the  advice  of  the  proprietor  moved 
my  bureau  and  trunk  against  the  bedroom  door,  I  lay  wide 
awake  listening  to  the  taking  of  the  town  apart.  At  each  espe¬ 
cially  vicious  crash  I  wondered  if  that  might  be  Jimmy  Powers 
getting  even  with  Roaring  Dick. 

The  following  year,  but  earlier  in  the  season,  I  again  visited 
my  little  lumber  town.  In  striking  contrast  to  the  life  of  that 
other  midsummer  day  were  the  deserted  streets.  The  landlord 
knew  me,  and  after  I  had  washed  and  eaten,  approached  me 
with  a  suggestion. 

“You  got  all  day  in  front  of  you,”  said  he ;  “why  don’t  you  take 
a  horse  and  buggy  and  make  a  visit  to  the  big  jam?  Every¬ 
body’s  up  there  more  or  less.” 

In  response  to  my  inquiry,  he  replied: 

“They’ve  jammed  at  the  upper  bend,  jammed  bad.  The 
crew’s  been  picking  at  her  for  near  a  week  now,  and  last  night 
Darrell  was  down  to  see  about  some  more  dynamite.  It’s  worth 
seein’.  The  breast  of  her  is  near  thirty  foot  high,  and  lots  of 
water  in  the  river.” 

“Darrell?”  said  I,  catching  at  the  name. 

“Yes.  He’s  rear  boss  this  year.  Do  you  think  you’d  like  to 
take  a  look  at  her?” 

“I  think  I  should,”  I  assented. 

The  horse  and  I  jogged  slowly  along  a  deep  sand  road, 
through  wastes  of  pine  stumps  and  belts  of  hardwood  beautiful 
with  the  early  spring,  until  finally  we  arrived  at  a  clearing  in 
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which  stood  two  huge  tents,  a  mammoth  kettle  slung  over  a 
fire  of  logs,  and  drying  racks  about  the  timbers  of  another  fire. 
A  fat  cook  in  the  inevitable  battered  derby  hatr  two  bare-armed 
cookees,  and  a  chore  “boy”  of  seventy-odd  summers  were  the 
only  human  beings  in  sight.  One  of  the  cookees  agreed  to  keep 
an  eye  on  my  horse.  I  picked  my  way  down  a  well-worn  trail 
toward  the  regular  clank ,  clank ,  clink  of  the  peavies. 

I  emerged  finally  on  a  plateau  elevated  some  fifty  or  sixty 
feet  above  the  river.  A  half-dozen  spectators  were  already 
gathered.  Among  them  I  could  not  but  notice  a  tall,  spare, 
broad-shouldered  young  fellow  dressed  in  a  quiet  business  suit, 
somewhat  wrinkled,  whose  square,  strong,  clean-cut  face  and 
muscular  hands  were  tanned  by  the  weather  to  a  dark  umber- 
brown.  In  another  moment  I  looked  down  on  the  jam. 

The  breast,  as  my  landlord  had  told  me,  rose  sheer  from  the 
water  to  the  height  of  at  least  twenty-five  feet,  bristling  and 
formidable.  Back  of  it  pressed  the  volume  of  logs  packed 
closely  in  an  apparently  inextricable  tangle  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  reach.  A  man  near  informed  me  that  the  tail  was  a  good 
three  miles  upstream. 

A  crew  of  forty  or  fifty  men  were  at  work.  They  clamped 
their  peavies  to  the  reluctant  timbers,  heaved,  pushed,  slid,  and 
rolled  them  one  by  one  into  the  current,  where  they  were  caught 
and  borne  away.  They  had  been  doing  this  for  a  week.  As 
yet  their  efforts  had  made  but  slight  impression  on  the  bulk  of 
the  jam,  but  sometimes,  with  patience,  they  would  reach  the 
key-logs.  Then  the  tangle  would  melt  like  sugar  in  a  freshet, 
and  these  workers  would  have  to  escape  suddenly  over  the 
plunging  logs  to  shore. 

My  eye  ranged  over  the  men,  and  finally  rested  on  Dicky 
Darrell.  He  was  standing  on  the  slanting  end  of  an  upheaved 
log,  dominating  the  scene.  His  little  triangular  face  with  the 
accents  of  the  quadrilateral  eyebrows  was  pale  with  the  blaze 
of  his  energy,  and  his  chipmunk  eyes  seemed  to  flame  with  a 
dynamic  vehemence  that  caused  those  on  whom  their  glance 
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fell  to  jump  as  though  they  had  been  touched  with  a  hot  poker. 
I  had  heard  more  of  Dicky  Darrell  since  my  last  visit,  and  was 
glad  of  the  chance  to  observe  Morrison  and  Daly’s  best  “driver” 
at  work. 

The  jam  seemed  on  the  very  edge  of  breaking.  After  half  an 
hour’s  strained  expectation  it  seemed  still  on  the  very  edge 
of  breaking.  So  I  sat  down  on  a  stump.  Then  for  the  first 
time  I  noticed  another  acquaintance,  handling  his  peavey  near 
the  very  person  of  the  rear  boss. 

“Hullo,”  said  I  to  myself,  “that’s  funny.  I  wonder  if  Jimmy 
Powers  got  even;  and  if  so,  why  he  is  working  so  amicably 
and  so  near  Roaring  Dick.” 

At  noon  the  men  came  ashore  for  dinner.  I  paid  a  quarter 
into  the  cook’s  private  exchequer,  and  so  was  fed.  After  the 
meal  I  approached  my  acquaintance  of  the  year  before. 

“Hello,  Powers,”  I  greeted  him,  “I  suppose  you  don’t  remem¬ 
ber  me?” 

“Sure,”  he  responded  heartily.  “Ain’t  you  a  little  early  this 
year?” 

“No,”  I  disclaimed,  “this  is  a  better  sight  than  a  birling 
match.” 

I  offered  him  a  cigar,  which  he  substituted  for  his  corncob 
pipe.  We  sat  at  the  root  of  a  tree.  “It’ll  be  a  great  sight  when 
that  jam  pulls,”  said  I. 

“You  bet,”  he  replied,  “but  she’s  a  teaser.  Even  old  Tim 
Shearer  would  have  a  picnic  to  make  out  just  where  the  key- 
logs  are.  We’ve  started  her  three  times,  but  she’s  plugged  tight 
every  trip.  Likely  to  pull  any  time.” 

We  discussed  various  topics.  Finally  I  ventured:  “I  see  your 
old  friend  Darrell  is  rear  boss.” 

“Yes,”  said  Jimmy  Powers,  dryly. 

“By  the  way,  did  you  fellows  ever  square  up  on  the  birling 
match  ?” 

“No,”  said  Jimmy  Powers;  then  after  an  instant,  “Not  yet.” 

I  glanced  at  him  to  recognize  the  square  set  to  the  jaw  that 
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had  impressed  me  so  formidably  the  year  before.  And  again 
his  face  relaxed  quizzically  as  he  caught  sight  of  mine. 

“Bub,”  said  he,  getting  to  his  feet,  “those  little  marks  are 
on  my  foot  yet.  And  just  you  tie  into  one  idea :  Dicky  Darrell’s 
got  it  coming.”  His  face  darkened  with  a  swift  anger,  and  in 
its  very  deliberation  I  glimpsed  the  flare  of  an  undying  hatred. 

About  three  o’clock  that  afternoon  Jimmy’s  prediction  .was 
fulfilled.  Without  the  slightest  warning  the  jam  “pulled.” 
Usually  certain  premonitory  cracks ,  certain  sinkings  down, 
groanings  forward,  grumblings,  shruggings,  and  sullen,  reluc¬ 
tant  shiftings  of  the  logs  give  opportunity  for  the  men  to  assure 
their  safety.  This  jam,  after  hanging  fire  for  a  week,  started 
like  a  sprinter  almost  into  its  full  gait.  The  first  few  tiers 
toppled  smash  into  the  current,  raising  a  water  spout  like  that 
made  by  a  dynamite  explosion;  the  mass  behind  plunged  for¬ 
ward  blindly,  rising  and  falling  as  the  logs  were  up-ended, 
turned  over,  thrust  one  side,  or  forced  into  the  air  by  the 
mighty  power  playing  jackstraws  with  them. 

The  rivermen,  though  caught  unaware,  reached  either  bank. 
They  held  their  peavies  across  their  bodies  as  balancing-poles, 
and  zigzagged  ashore  with  a  calmness  and  lack  of  haste  that 
were  in  reality  only  an  indication  of  the  keenness  with  which 
they  fore-estimated  each  chance.  Long  experience  with  the 
ways  of  saw  logs  brought  them  out.  They  knew  the  correlation 
of  these  many  forces  just  as  the  expert  billiard-player  knows 
instinctively  the  various  angles  of  incidence  and  reflection 
between  his  cue-ball  and  its  mark.  Consequently  they  avoided 
the  centers  of  eruption,  paused  on  the  spots  steadied  for  the 
moment,  dodged  moving  logs,  trod  those  not  yet  under  way, 
and  so  arrived  on  solid  ground.  The  jam  itself  started  with 
every  indication  of  meaning  business,  gained  momentum  for  a 
hundred  feet,  and  then  plugged  to  a  standstill.  The  “break” 
was  abortive. 

Now  we  all  had  leisure  to  notice  two  things.  First,  the  move¬ 
ment  had  not  been  of  the  whole  jam,  as  we  had  at  first  sup- 
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posed,  but  only  of  a  block  or  section  of  its  twenty  rods  or  so  in 
extent.  Thus  between  the  part  that  had  moved  and  the  greater 
bulk  that  had  not  stirred  lay  a  hundred  feet  of  open  water  in 
which  floated  a  number  of  loose  logs.  The  second  fact  was  that 
Dicky  Darrell  had  fallen  into  that  open  stretch  of  water  and 
was  in  the  act  of  swimming  toward  one  of  the  floating  logs. 
That  much  we  were  given  just  time  to  appreciate  thoroughly. 
Then  the  other  section  of  the  jam  rumbled  and  began  to  break. 
Roaring  Dick  was  caught  between  two  gigantic  millstones  mov¬ 
ing  to  crush  him  out  of  sight. 

An  active  figure  darted  down  the  tail  of  the  first  section, 
out  over  the  floating  logs,  seized  Darrell  by  the  coat-collar,  and 
so  burdened  began  desperately  to  scale  the  very  face  of  the 
breaking  jam. 

Never  was  a  more  magnificent  rescue.  The  logs  were  rolling, 
falling,  diving  against  the  laden  man.  He  climbed  as  over  a 
treadmill,  a  treadmill  whose  speed  was  constantly  increasing. 
And  when  he  finally  gained  the  top,  it  was  as  the  gap  closed 
splinteringly  beneath  him  and  the  man  he  had  saved. 

It  is  not  in  the  woodsman  to  be  demonstrative  at  any  time, 
but  here  was  work  demanding  attention.  Without  a  pause 
for  breath  or  congratulation  they  turned  to  the  necessity  of 
the  moment.  The  jam,  the  whole  jam,  was  moving  at  last. 
Jimmy  Powers  ran  ashore  for  his  peavey.  Roaring  Dick,  like 
a  demon  incarnate,  threw  himself  into  the  work.  Forty  men 
attacked  the  jam  at  a  dozen  places,  encouraging  the  movement, 
twisting  aside  the  timbers  that  threatened  to  lock  anew,  direct¬ 
ing,  pigmy-like,  the  titanic  forces  into  the  channel  of  their 
efficiency.  Roaring  like  wild  cattle  the  logs  swept  by,  at  first 
slowly,  then  with  the  railroad  rush  of  the  curbed  freshet. 
Men  were  everywhere,  taking  chances,  like  cowboys  before  the 
stampeded  herd.  And  so,  out  of  sight  around  the  lower  bend 
swept  the  front  of  the  jam  in  a  swirl  of  glory,  the  rivermen 
riding  the  great  boom  back  of  the  creature  they  had  subdued, 
until  at  last,  with  a  slackening  current,  the  logs  floated  by,  free, 
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cannoning  with  hollow  sonnd  one  against  the  other.  A  half- 
dozen  watchers,  leaning  statuesquely  on  the  shafts  of  their 
peavies,  watched  the  ordered  ranks  pass  by. 

One  by  one  the  spectators  departed.  At  last  only  myself  and 
the  brown-faced  young  man  remained.  He  sat  on  a  stump, 
staring  with  sightless  eyes  into  vacancy.  I  did  not  disturb  him. 

The  sun  dipped.  A  cool  breeze  of  evening  sucked  up  the 
river.  Over  near  the  cook-camp  a  big  fire  commenced  to  crackle 
by  the  drying-frames.  At  dusk  the  rivermen  straggled  in  from 
the  down-river  trail. 

The  brown-faced  young  man  arose  and  went  to  meet  them. 
I  saw  him  return  in  close  conversation  with  Jimmy  Powers. 
Before  they  reached  us,  he  had  turned  away  with  a  gesture 
of  farewell. 

Jimmy  Powers  stood  looking  after  him  long  after  his  form 
had  disappeared,  and  indeed  even  after  the  sound  of  his  wheels 
had  died  toward  town.  As  I  approached,  the  riverman  turned 
to  me  a  face  from  which  the  reckless,  contained  self-reliance  of 
the  woods-worker  had  faded.  It  was  wide-eyed  with  an  almost 
awe-stricken  wonder  and  adoration. 

“Do  you  know  who  that  is?”  he  asked  me  in  a  hushed  voice. 
“That’s  Thorpe,  Harry  Thorpe.  And  do  you  know  what  he  said 
to  me  just  now,  me?  He  told  me  he  wanted  me  to  work  in 
Camp  One  next  winter,  Thorpe’s  One.  And  he  told  me  I  was 
the  first  man  he  ever  hired  straight  into  One.” 

His  breath  caught  with  something  like  a  sob. 

I  had  heard  of  the  man  and  of  his  methods.  I  knew  he  had 
made  it  a  practice  of  recruiting  for  his  prize  camp  only  from 
the  employees  of  his  other  camps,  that,  as  Jimmy  said,  he  never 
“hired  straight  into  One.”  I  had  heard,  too,  of  his  reputation 
among  his  own  and  other  woodsmen.  But  this  was  the  first 
time  I  had  ever  come  into  personal  contact  with  his  influence. 
It  impressed  me  the  more  in  that  I  had  come  to  know  Jimmy 
Powers  and  his  kind. 

“You  deserve  it,  every  bit,”  said  I.  “I’m  not  going  to  call 
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you  a  hero,  because  that  would  make  you  tired.  What  you  did 
this  afternoon  showed  nerve.  It  was  a  brave  act.  But  it  was 
a  better  act,  because  you  rescued  your  enemy,  because  you  for¬ 
got  everything  but  your  common  humanity  when  danger” — I 
broke  off.  Jimmy  was  again  looking  at  me  with  his  ironically 
quizzical  grin. 

“Bub,”  said  he,  “if  you’re  going  to  hang  any  stars  of  Bethle¬ 
hem  on  my  Christmas  tree,  just  call  a  halt  right  here.  I  didn’t 
rescue  that  scalawag  because  I  had  any  Christian  sentiments, 
nary  bit.  I  was  just  naturally  savin’  him  for  the  birling  match 
next  Fourther  July.” 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Did  Dicky  make  a  good  “boss  driver”?  Why?  Read  aloud  the 
lines  that  tell  you  that  the  rivermen  are  skillful  workmen. 

2.  Which  man  do  you  think  is  the  greater  hero,  Dicky  or  Jimmy? 
Give  reasons  for  your  answer.  Which  do  you  believe  was  the  more 
skillful  workman?  Read  lines  to  support  your  answer. 

3.  Read  aloud  lines  that : 

(a)  Describe  the  scene  on  the  river  when  the  jam  “pulled.” 

(5)  Describe  the  birling  contest. 

4.  Explain  Jimmy’s  remark,  “I  ought  to  know  Dicky  Darrell  by  this 
time,  and  I  ought  to  be  big  enough  to  take  care  of  myself.” 

5.  Why  was  Dicky  Darrell  nicknamed  “Roaring  Dick”?  Which  do 
you  think  was  the  more  skillful  birler,  Dicky  Darrell  or  Jimmy  Powers? 

6.  What  did  it  mean  to  be  “hired  straight  into  One”  ?  Do  you  believe 
Jimmy’s  last  statement?  Why?  Why  was  Jimmy’s  rescue  of  Dicky 
particularly  commendable  ? 

7.  What  do  you  think  happened  on  the  “next  Fourther  July”? 

8.  Use  your  Glossary  to  help  you  find  the  meanings  of  those  words 
that  are  new  to  you :  birling,  peavies,  immobility ,  vociferated,  dominat¬ 
ing,  formidable,  inextricable,  vehemence,  abortive,  incarnate. 

Other  stories  about  forests  and  lumbering  camps  that  you  may  find 
interesting  are:  Blazed  Trail  Stories,  White;  The  Blazed  Trail,  White; 
Scott  Burtin,  Forester ,  Cheyney;  Boy  Scouts  in  a  Lumber  Camp,  Otis. 


THE  EEAL  THEILL 

Berton  Braley 


Oh,  a  dynamo’s  impressive,  as  efficiently  it  hums, 

With  its  brushes  making  sparks  of  vivid  blue, 

And  a  battery  of  turbines  shows  a  quiet  strength  that  comes 
From  the  thrust  of  headed  waters  churning  through; 

A  reciprocating  engine  far  down  within  a  ship 
Has  a  magic  that  is  pretty  rugged  stuff, 

But  I  get  a  thrill  that’s  greater  and  that  makes  my  pulses  skip 
When  a  big  black  locomotive  starts  its  “Hough !  Hough !  Hough !” 


From  the  drone  of  airplane  motors  I  can  get  a  mighty  kick, 
And  a  racing  car  can  make  me  yell,  “Hooray!” 

And  my  fibers  all  are  dancing  to  a  tempo  that  is  quick 
When  a  hydroplane  goes  tearing  down  the  bay. 

But  a  duo-coupled  Baldwin  makes  me  tingle  in  my  breast, 

And  a  chill  goes  down  my  spine  at  every  puff, 

For  its  bass  voice  seems  to  rumble  from  the  bottom  of  its  chest 
When  a  big  black  locomotive  does  its  “Hough !  Hough !  Hough !” 


Such  a  big,  black,  bulky  giant  with  a  single  blazing  eye, 

Like  a  Cyclops  with  his  muscles  made  of  steel — 

Such  a  roaring,  ripping  monster  when  he  thunders  grandly  by — 
Gee,  I  can’t  express  the  way  he  makes  me  feel! 

But  the  spell  of  it  is  greatest  when  the  engine  gives  a  snort 
That  is  full  of  scornful  power — that’s  enough 
To  send  fifty  quivers  through  me  of  a  highly-varied  sort 
When  a  big  black  locomotive  gives  a  “Hough !  Hough !  Hough !” 
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Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Which  do  you  think  has  more  magic,  the  “engine  far  down  within 
a  ship”  or  “the  big  black  locomotive”  ?  Tell  the  class  about  some  experi¬ 
ence  you  have  had  with  an  engine  that  made  your  “pulses  skip.” 

2.  List  the  different  uses  of  engines  mentioned  in  this  poem,  adding 
any  you  know  about  that  are  not  referred  to  by  the  poet. 

3.  What  is  the  significance  of  the  reference  made  to  Cyclops?  Look 
up  in  Compton’s  Pictured  Encyclopedia,  “How  Odysseus  and  His  Men 
Outwitted  the  Cyclops,”  the  story  of  this  one-eyed  monster,  and  be 
prepared  to  tell  the  class  about  it.  Do  you  think  this  is  an  apt  com¬ 
parison?  Why? 


BUILDING  A  SUBWAY 

Howard  F.  Peckworth 

This  is  a  true  story  told  by  one  of  the  men  who  assisted  in  the  con¬ 
struction  of  a  gigantic  tunnel  in  New  York  City. 

THE  day’s  WORK 

The  whistle  blows,  and  we  climb  heavily  up  the  stairway 
from  the  subway  cut  into  the  afternoon  light  on  Eighth  Ave¬ 
nue.  Down  Forty-second  Street  we  can  see  the  sun  getting  low 
in  the  wrest  as  the  hundreds  of  workers  in  brown  overalls  take 
their  way  homeward.  We  are  building  a  subway  here  on  Eighth 
Avenue,  and  when  the  whistle  blows  and  the  day’s  work  is 
done,  it  is  well  to  take  things  easily,  look  around  at  the  work 
accomplished  today,  plan  out  the  work  to  be  done  tomorrow, 
and  swap  a  story  or  two  with  some  of  the  men. 

The  day’s  work  started  at  seven  with  a  bang,  jack  hammers 
and  riveting  machines  roaring  forth  their  morning  greetings 
and  being  answered  by  the  quick,  staccato  breathing  of  the 
compressed-air  shovels.  As  we  go  down  the  ladder,  the  pusher 
of  the  ironworkers  hails  us.  He  wants  to  know  why  a  certain 
steel  beam  does  not  fit  into  its  place.  All  the  beams  and  columns 
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are  fabricated  at  the  steel  plant;  they  should  fit  together  like 
the  works  in  a  clock.  Of  the  thousands  of  pieces  of  steel  deliv¬ 
ered  to  the  subway  the  percentage  of  error  is  remarkably  small. 

As  we  climb  the  steel  columns  in  a  “monkey  on  a  stick” 
fashion,  then  across  six-inch  beams  to  reach  the  spot  where  the 
error  is,  we  see  the  “elephant’s  snout”  of  the  concrete  gang 
being  lowered  through  a  hole  in  the  temporary  wooden  street. 
When  this  steel  “elephant’s  snout”  is  at  last  adjusted,  there  is 
a  huge  roar  as  concrete  is  dumped  in  at  the  top  and  flows  out 
at  the  bottom  to  find  its  permanent  place  in  track  floor,  walls, 
roof,  or  station  platform. 

A  word  or  two  with  the  concrete  foreman  shows  us  that  he 
is  a  cockney  Englishman  who  knows  his  business  and  will  not 
put  in  concrete  where  it  is  not  wanted.  Occasionally  we  trust 
him  too  far  and  find  that  we  have  to  take  out  some  concrete. 
Then  the  blame  falls  on  us,  and  we  wish  we  had  eyes  in  the 
back  of  our  heads  in  order  to  notice  every  little  detail  as  the 
subway  grows. 

The  next  man  along  the  line  is  the  waterproofer.  His  gang 
is  on  the  roof  of  the  finished  subway  and  below  the  temporary 
street.  He  has  a  habit  of  trying  to  make  a  record,  and  in  order 
to  get  ahead  he  will  sometimes  put  waterproofing  on  a  wet 
roof.  He  bears  watching  and  reproving,  sometimes  in  strong 
language. 

As  we  are  on  top  of  the  finished  subway  and  just  below  the 
temporary  street,  it  is  a  good  time  to  look  over  the  sewers  which 
are  being  constructed  along  both  sides  of  the  subway  between 
the  subway  proper  and  the  rock  wall.  These  concrete  sewers 
are  curved  in  places,  and  for  this  reason  the  form  work  is  very 
difficult  and  the  plans  have  to  be  looked  over  very  carefully 
in  order  to  have  the  work  done  correctly.  “Sergeant”  Bill, 
the  carpenter  boss,  must  tell  his  funny  story  before  we  can 
get  his  mind  on  the  plans,  but  that  is  of  small  consequence ; 
for  a  blue  print  to  him  is  an  open  page  in  a  book,  and  he  will 
look  at  it  carefully  once  and  remember  it  always. 
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The  next  foreman  we  meet  is  putting  in  duct  lines  and  man¬ 
holes,  and  we  find  that  it  is  already  noontime. 

THE  AMATEUR  IS  STRONG  MAN  IN  LEISURE  HOURS 

Lunch  is  a  hurried  affair  in  a  near-by  hostelry,  where  a  sten¬ 
torian  voice  is  forever  yelling,  “Make  it  two.”  Strange  though 
it  may  seem,  corned  beef  and  cabbage  taste  remarkably  good; 
and  feeling  vastly  better,  we  walk  toward  the  front  of  the  job, 
where  the  drillers  and  blasters  are  at  work.  Here  the  com¬ 
pressed-air  shovels  are  loading  rock  and  muck  into  ships.  By 
means  of  two  huge  traveling  cranes  the  ships  are  carried  to 
the  street  and  dumped  into  trucks.  Here  we  find  “Louis,”  the 
timber  boss,  and  we  meet  “Big  Jack,”  the  pusher  of  the  tem¬ 
porary  steel  gang. 

Big  Jack  is  worthy  of  his  name,  having  been  known  in  a 
fit  of  wrath  to  throw  a  piano  out  of  the  fourth-story  window 
of  a  house  on  Thirty-ninth  Street  near  Eleventh  Avenue.  If 
you  have  ever  seen  him  raise  an  anvil  over  his  head,  you  will 
believe  this  story. 

The  heading  at  present  is  just  at  Forty-second  Street  and 
Ninth  Avenue.  Louis  and  Big  Jack  are  supporting  a  48-inch 
water  pipe  which  crosses  Eighth  Avenue  just  under  the  street 
and  above  the  subway  to  come.  This  pipe  full  of  drinking 
water  weighs  two  thousand  pounds  per  foot,  and  it  requires 
some  careful  bracing  to  keep  it  in  place  while  the  solid  rock 
is  taken  from  beneath  it. 

Later  on  we  will  give  lines  and  levels  to  the  blasters,  make 
a  progress  report  of  the  day’s  work,  order  some  drainpipe, 
lumber,  or  a  new  boatload  of  steel,  and  call  it  a  day. 

At  present  we  will  talk  with  Big  Jack  about  some  of  the 
interesting  problems  the  job  presents.  The  48-inch  water  pipe 
is  being  held  up  by  steel  girders.  While  we  talk,  the  jack 
hammers  and  shovels  stop.  It  is  unnaturally  quiet.  The  halo 
of  rock  dust  around  the  electric  lights  slowly  drifts  down  the 
cut.  The  powder  monkey  and  the  blaster  are  fixing  the  wires, 
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while  the  drillers  disperse  in  all  directions  yelling  “Fire”  at 
the  top  of  their  lungs.  From  a  little  distance  away  they  remind 
one  of  a  pack  of  hounds  in  full  cry.  We  place  ourselves  behind 
a  stout  wooden  post  and  wait  for  the  blast  with  bated  breath. 
Suddenly  the  whole  atmosphere  seems  to  shift  a  couple  of  feet 
in  one  direction,  then  rapidly  back  again.  There  is  a  dull, 
muffled  sound  as  of  a  terrific  blow  being  struck  somewhere.  A 
few  seconds  later  we  hear  the  fall  of  the  flying  rock.  The  Fourth 
of  July  powder  smell  makes  us  sneeze,  and  as  the  smoke  clears 
away,  we  see  a  huge  pile  of  broken  rock  where  a  minute  before 
was  a  clean  rock  wall.  Most  of  the  rock  is  a  granite  schist  of 
remarkable  hardness.  The  special  steel  drills  seem  to  do  nothing 
but  get  dull,  and  the  blasts  are  low,  dull  shocks  that  shake  the 
neighborhood. 

At  two  places  along  the  way  the  rock  was  like  cheese.  Here 
the  blasts  sounded  like  cannon  shots.  There  was  no  dull  shock 
at  all,  and  the  rock,  instead  of  blasting  out  clean,  would  shatter 
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in  all  directions.  Here  we  had  to  pnt  in  special  braces  and  extra 
reinforcing  in  the  concrete  side  walls. 

At  another  place  we  ran  into  an  underground  creek,  where 
we  put  in  steel  sheet  piling  to  try  to  keep  the  bank  in  place. 
The  next  morning  it  was  found  that  the  steel  sheet  piling  and 
bank  of  earth  had  moved  over  into  the  subway  cut  several  feet ; 
the  steel  sheet  piling  was  still  in  the  vertical  position  in  which 
it  was  originally  placed.  These  underground  creeks  present 
no  end  of  interesting  problems,  because  the  subway  must  be 
built  no  matter  what  the  difficulty. 

At  Forty-first  Street  the  Eighth  Avenue  subway  has  to  be 
constructed  over  the  Queensboro  subway.  At  this  place  a  bridge 
has  to  be  built  to  carry  one  subway  above  another  subway. 

At  Columbus  Circle  the  opposite  problem  presents  itself. 
Here  the  Eighth  Avenue  subway  dips  and  goes  below  the  Sev¬ 
enth  Avenue  subway.  At  this  place  the  rumble  of  the  subway 
car  wheels  can  be  heard  overhead,  and  the  jack  hammers  roar 
at  night  just  the  same  as  in  the  daytime,  the  drillers  wearing 
gas  masks  to  protect  themselves  from  the  fog  of  rock  dust. 
Under  here  the  night  is  the  same  as  the  day,  one  shift  replacing 
the  next,  and  when  it  rains,  the  ground  water  does  not  even 
penetrate  through  the  seams  in  the  granite  rock. 

AN  engineer’s  WORK  IS  FASCINATING 

It  is  a  fascinating  life,  this  life  as  an  engineer  on  the  con¬ 
struction  of  one  of  these  underground  railways  costing  some 
two  hundred  million  dollars.  We  are  given  a  street  such  as 
Eighth  Avenue,  New  York,  having  on  its  surface  uptown  and 
downtown  car  tracks,  which  are  crowded  all  day  long  and  most 
of  the  night  with  lines  of  heavy  traffic.  The  problem  is  to 
start  at  one  corner  and  dig  under  the  street,  put  a  temporary 
wooden  street  over  our  head;  and  with  this  as  a  start,  work 
uptown,  removing  the  street  and  the  substructure  of  the  street 
and  replacing  it  with  a  temporary  street  supported  from  the 
subway  floor  below  by  means  of  suitable  pillars  and  braces. 
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Meanwhile  the  street-cars  must  run  just  as  though  no  subway 
were  being  built  beneath  them,  and  the  heavy  lines  of  traffic 
must  be  allowed  to  pass  unobstructed.  The  buildings  along  the 
side  have  to  be  shored  up,  so  that  they  will  not  slide  into  the 
subway  cut.  The  water  mains  and  sewers  all  have  to  be  replaced 
by  temporary  mains  until  the  subway  is  completed ;  then  they 
are  changed  again  to  their  permanent  positions.  The  electric 
light  ducts,  the  telephone  cables,  the  mail  tubes,  and  police 
cables,  as  well  as  the  gas  mains  and  manholes,  all  have  to  be 
moved  to  temporary  positions  and  replaced  when  the  subway 
is  completed;  when  this  is  all  done,  backfill  has  to  be  placed 
upon  the  top  of  the  subway,  a  new  street  surface  replaces  the 
temporary  decking,  and  the  subway  is  ready  for  ballast,  rails, 
electrical  equipment,  cars,  and  straphangers. 

“everlasting  teamwork”  unfolds  magic  carpet 

The  most  vital  thing  of  all  in  this  kind  of  heavy  construc¬ 
tion  “is  not  the  individual,  nor  the  army  as  a  whole,  but  the 
everlasting  teamwork  of  every  blooming  soul.”  There  must  be 
a  complete  and  efficient  organization  drilling,  blasting,  and  car¬ 
rying  away  rock  and  earth,  and  with  them  must  be  working  a 
similar  organization  of  cablemen  replacing  ducts,  cables,  mains, 
and  sewers.  The  paymaster  has  an  organization  of  his  own  to 
pay  the  bills,  keep  the  time  of  the  men,  and  pay  the  men  off. 
This  is  one  of  the  most  important  parts  of  the  job,  as  it  is  no 
small  task  to  get  the  correct  amount  of  money  in  some  thou¬ 
sands  of  envelopes  each  week.  The  paymaster  also  takes  charge 
of  compensations  for  the  killed  and  injured.  Every  precau¬ 
tion  is  taken  to  protect  the  men,  but  accidents  will  happen  on 
this  very  dangerous  work.  A  doctor,  a  private  ambulance,  and 
a  nurse  are  always  at  hand,  and  still  we  have  had  to  administer 
first  aid  under  the  most  harrowing  conditions. 

The  engineering  force  lays  the  work  out  and  devises  the  best 
way  to  do  it.  Thus  the  engineers  have  to  do  with  all  the  dif¬ 
ferent  organizations,  except  the  paymaster’s.  If  all  the  differ- 


470 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


ent  groups  are  working  together  smoothly,  the  subway  will 
grow  rapidly  and  travel  up  the  street  like  a  magic  carpet 
unfolding  itself.  The  greatest  thrill  and  fascination  in  an  engi¬ 
neer’s  life  comes  in  watching  the  project  grow  almost  under 
his  eyes.  Even  above  the  changing  scenes,  the  excitement,  fun, 
hard  work,  and  high  adventure,  even  above  all  these,  the  fas¬ 
cination  is  brought  about  by  seeing  the  effect  that  his  own  hard 
work  has  had  upon  the  growth  of  the  project  at  hand.  That 
is  why  some  men  become  engineers. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  This  story  is  divided  into  four  parts.  Each  part  has  a  title.  List 
these  titles  and  write  a  three-  or  four-sentence  paragraph  containing 
the  most  important  items  of  information  in  each  part.  When  you  have 
completed  this  exercise,  you  should  have  a  clear  and  concise  synopsis 
of  the  facts  the  author  wished  to  teach  you. 

2.  Complete  the  sentence  about  each  of  the  following  men,  telling 
why  he  is  a  valuable  workman  in  the  building  of  a  subway: 

Example:  “Sergeant”  Bill,  the  carpenter  boss,  looks  at  a  blue  print 
carefully  once  and  remembers  it  always. 

(a)  Big  Jack,  the  pusher  of  the  temporary  steel  gang 

( b )  The  concrete  foreman 

( c )  The  waterproof er 

( d )  The  paymaster 

3.  Explain  the  meaning  of  the  following  quotation: 

“It  is  not  the  individual,  nor  the  army  as  a  whole,  but  the  everlasting 
teamwork  of  every  blooming  soul.” 

How  may  this  rule  he  applied  to  your  work  and  play? 

4.  In  this  article  the  author  shows  a  typical  day’s  work  in  the 
building  of  a  subway;  do  you  like  his  method  of  describing  situations 
by  relating  personal  conversations  with  the  bosses? 

5.  Prepare  a  special  report  on  one  of  the  following  topics: 

(a)  Why  I  should  like  to  be  a  subway  engineer 

( b )  Why  subways  are  built  in  large  cities 

(c)  The  value  of  co-operation  in  work  and  play 


THE  FLAG  GOES  BY 

Henry  H.  Bennett 


Hats  off! 

Along  the  street  there  comes 
A  blare  of  bugles,  a  ruffle  of  drums, 

A  flash  of  color  beneath  the  sky. 

Hats  off! 

The  flag  is  passing  by ! 

Blue  and  crimson  and  white  it  shines, 
Over  the  steel-tipped,  ordered  lines. 

Hats  off! 

The  colors  before  us  fly; 

But  more  than  the  flag  is  passing  by. 

Sea  fights  and  land  fights,  grim  and  great, 
Fought  to  make  and  to  save  the  State; 
Weary  marches  and  sinking  ships; 

Cheers  of  victory  on  dying  lips ; 

Days  of  plenty  and  years  of  peace ; 
March  of  a  strong  land’s  swift  increase; 
Equal  justice,  right,  and  law, 

Stately  honor  and  reverend  awe; 

Sign  of  a  nation  great  and  strong  ,;: 

To  ward  her  people  from  foreign  wrong'; 
Pride  and  glory  and  honor — all 
Live  in  the  colors  to  stand  or  fall. 
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Hats  off! 

Along  the  street  there  comes 

A  blare  of  bugles,  a  ruffle  of  drums; 

And  loyal  hearts  are  beating  high. 

Hats  off! 

The  flag  is  passing  by ! 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  What  feeling  inspires  the  cry  “Hats  off!”  Show  the  class  how 
you  salute  the  flag  when  it  is  passing  by.  What  does  the  poet  mean  by 
“more  than  a  flag  is  passing  by”? 

2.  Bring  to  class  pictures  in  which  the  flag  is  displayed,  and  explain 
their  significance  to  the  class. 

3.  The  National  Geographic  Magazine,  October,  1917,  was  devoted 
to  flags.  You  will  enjoy  reading  this  number,  which  gives  pictures  of 
the  flags  of  the  world. 

4.  The  following  topics  may  provide  an  interesting  composition  les¬ 
son  for  you.  You  will  find  Compton’s  Pictured  Encyclopedia  helpful 
in  gathering  facts  for  your  report. 

(a)  The  meaning  of  the  flag 

( b )  How  to  treat  the  flag 

(c)  History  of  the  flag 

(d)  Flags  of  many  lands 

( e )  What  the  flag  means  to  me 

5.  Arrange  a  program  by  dividing  the  class  into  groups.  One  group 
may  give  quotations  about  the  flag;  another  group,  sing  songs  of  the 
flag;  a  third,  tell  anecdotes  about  the  flag;  and  a  fourth,  recite  poems 
and  display  pictures  of  the  flag. 

6.  The  following  flag  rules  should  be  known  by  everyone : 

ETIQUETTE  OF  THE  FLAG 

Do  not  dip  the  flag  of  the  United  States  to  any  person  or  thing. 
The  regimental  color,  state  flag,  organization,  or  institutional  flag  will 
render  this  honor. 

Do  not  display  the  flag  with  the  union  down  except  as  a  signal  of 
distress. 
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Do  not  place  any  other  flag  or  pennant  above  or,  if  on  the  same  level, 
to  the  right  of  the  flag  of  the  United  States  of  America. 

Do  not  use  the  flag  as  a  drapery  in  any  form  whatsoever.  It  should 
never  be  used  to  cover  the  speakers’  desk  or  to  drape  over  the  front  of 
a  platform.  Use  bunting  of  red,  white,  and  blue. 

Do  not  drape  the  flag  over  the  hood,  top,  sides,  or  back  of  a  vehicle 
or  railroad  train  or  boat.  When  the  flag  is  displayed  on  a  motor-ear, 
the  staff  should  be  affixed  to  the  chassis  or  clamped  to  the  radiator  cap. 

Do  not  display  the  flag  on  a  float  in  a  parade  except  from  a  staff. 

Do  not  use  the  flag  as  a  covering  for  a  ceiling. 

Do  not  carry  the  flag  flat  or  horizontally,  but  always  aloft  and  free. 

Do  not  use  the  flag  as  a  portion  of  a  costume,  nor  put  lettering  or 
advertising  upon  it. 

Learn  the  proper  respect  for  and  the  way  to  display  the  flag. 

Other  poems  and  stories  of  the  flag  are :  The  Little  Book  of  the  Flag , 
Tappan;  “The  Lone  Star,”  Henry  van  Dyke  (in  Child-Library  Leaders, 
Book  Seven) ;  Under  Six  Flags,  Davis. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Carl  Sandburg 

Carl  Sandburg’s  work,  Abraham  Lincoln:  the  Prairie  Years  (1926), 
from  which  this  selection  is  taken,  is  thought  by  many  critics  to  be 
the  greatest  biography  of  the  age. 

The  farm  boys  in  their  evenings  at  Jones’s  store  in  Gentry- 
ville  talked  about  how  Abe  Lincoln  was  always  reading,  digging 
into  books,  stretching  out  flat  on  his  stomach  in  front  of  the 
fireplace,  studying  till  midnight  and  past  midnight,  picking  a 
piece  of  charcoal  to  write  on  the  fire  shovel,  shaving  off  what 
he  wrote,  and  then  writing  more — till  midnight  and  past  mid¬ 
night.  The  next  thing,  Abe  would  be  reading  books  between 
the  plow  handles,  it  seemed  to  them.  And  once  trying  to  speak 
a  last  word,  Dennis  Hanks  said,  “There’s  suthin’  peculiarsome 
about  Abe.” 

He  wanted  to  learn,  to  know,  to  live,  to  reach  out ;  he  wanted 
to  satisfy  hungers  and  thirsts  he  couldn’t  tell  about,  this  big 
boy  of  the  backwoods.  And  some  of  what  he  wanted  so  much, 
so  deep  down,  seemed  to  be  in  the  books.  Maybe  in  books  he 
would  find  the  answers  to  dark  questions  pushing  around  in 
the  pools  of  his  thoughts  and  the  drifts  of  his  mind.  He  told 
Dennis  and  other  people,  “The  things  I  want  to  know  are  in 
books;  my  best  friend  is  the  man  who’ll  git  me  a  book  I  ain’t 
read.”  And  sometimes  friends  answered,  “Well,  books  ain’t  as 
plenty  as  wildcats  in  these  parts  o’  Indianny.” 

This  was  one  thing  meant  by  Dennis  when  he  said  there  was 
“suthin’  peculiarsome”  about  Abe.  It  seemed  that  Abe  made 
books  tell  him  more  than  they  told  other  people.  All  the  other 
farm  boys  had  gone  to  school  and  read  The  Kentucky  Pre¬ 
ceptor,  but  Abe  picked  out  questions  from  it  such  as  “Who 
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has  the  most  right  to  complain,  the  Indian  or  the  Negro?”  and 
Abe  would  talk  about  it,  up  one  way  and  down  the  other,  while 
they  were  in  the  cornfield  pulling  fodder  for  the  winter.  When 
Abe  got  hold  of  a  story-book  and  read  about  a  boat  that  came 
near  a  magnetic  rock,  and  how  the  magnets  in  the  rock  pulled 
all  the  nails  out  of  the  boat  so  it  went  to  pieces  and  the  people 
in  the  boat  found  themselves  floundering  in  the  water,  Abe 
thought  it  was  funny  and  told  it  to  other  people.  After  Abe 
read  poetry,  especially  Bobby  Burns’s  poems,  he  began  writing 
rimes  himself.  When  Abe  sat  with  a  girl,  with  their  bare  feet 
in  the  creek  water,  and  she  spoke  of  the  moon  rising,  he 
explained  to  her  it  was  the  earth  moving  and  not  the  moon — 
the  moon  only  seemed  to  rise. 

John  Hanks,  who  worked  in  the  fields  barefooted  with  Abe, 
grubbing  stumps,  plowing,  mowing,  said:  “When  Abe  and  I 
came  back  to  the  house  from  work,  he  used  to  go  to  the  cup¬ 
board,  snatch  a  piece  of  corn  bread,  sit  down,  take  a  book, 
cock  his  legs  up  high  as  his  head,  and  read.  Whenever  Abe 
had  a  chance  in  the  field  while  at  work,  or  at  the  house,  he 
would  stop  and  read.”  He  liked  to  explain  to  other  people  what 
he  was  getting  from  books;  explaining  an  idea  to  someone  else 
made  it  clearer  to  him.  The  habit  was  growing  on  him  of 
reading  out  loud;  words  became  more  real  if  picked  from  the 
silent  page  of  the  book  and  pronounced  on  the  tongue ;  new 
balances  and  values  of  words  stood  out  if  spoken  aloud.  When 
writing  letters  for  his  father  or  the  neighbors,  he  read  the 
words  out  loud  as  they  got  written.  Before  writing  a  letter, 
he  asked  questions  such  as:  “What  do  you  want  to  say  in  the 
letter?  How  do  3rou  want  to  say  it?  Are  you  sure  that’s  the 
best  way  to  say  it?  Or  do  you  think  we  can  fix  up  a  better 
way  to  say  it?” 

As  he  studied  his  books,  his  lower  lip  stuck  out;  Josiah  Craw¬ 
ford  noticed  it  was  a  habit  and  joked  Abe  about  the  “stuck-out 
lip.”  This  habit,  too,  stayed  with  him. 

He  wrote  in  his  Sum  Book,  or  arithmetic,  that  compound 
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division  was  “When  several  numbers  of  divers  denominations 
are  given  to  be  divided  by  1  common  divisor/’  and  worked  on 
the  exercise  in  multiplication :  “If  1  foot  contain  12  inches, 
I  demand  how  many  there  are  in  126  feet.”  Thus  the  school¬ 
boy. 

What  he  got  in  the  schools  didn’t  satisfy  him.  He  went  to 
three  different  schools  in  Indiana,  besides  two  in  Kentucky — 
altogether  about  four  months  of  school.  He  learned  his  ABC, 
how  to  spell,  read,  write.  And  he  had  been  with  the  other 
barefoot  boys  in  butternut  jeans  learning  “manners”  under 
the  school  teacher,  Andrew  Crawford,  who  had  them  open  a 
door,  walk  in,  and  say,  “Howdy  do?”  Yet  what  he  tasted  of 
books  in  school  was  only  a  beginning,  only  made  him  hungry 
and  thirsty,  shook  him  with  a  wanting  and  a  wanting  of  more 
and  more  of  what  was  hidden  between  the  covers  of  books. 

He  kept  on  saying,  “The  things  I  want  to  know  are  in  books ; 
my  best  friend  is  the  man  who’ll  git  me  a  book  I  ain’t  read.” 
He  said  that  to  Pitcher,  the  lawyer  over  at  Rockport,  nearly 
twenty  miles  away,  one  fall  afternoon,  when  he  walked  from 
Pigeon  Creek  to  Rockport  and  borrowed  a  book  from  Pitcher. 
Then  when  fodder-pulling  time  came  a  few  days  later,  he 
shucked  corn  from  early  daylight  till  sundown  along  with  his 
father  and  Dennis  Hanks  and  John  Hanks,  but  after  supper 
he  read  the  book  till  midnight,  and  at  noon  he  hardly  knew 
the  taste  of  his  corn  bread  because  he  had  the  book  in  front 
of  him.  It  was  a  hundred  little  things  like  these  which  made 
Dennis  Hanks  say  there  was  “suthin’  peculiarsome”  about 
Abe. 

Besides  reading  the  family  Bible  and  figuring  his  way  all 
through  the  old  arithmetic  they  had  at  home,  he  got  hold  of 
TEsop’s  Fables ,  Pilgrim’s  Progress ,  Robinson  Crusoe,  and 
Weems’s  The  Life  of  Francis  Marion.  The  book  of  fables,  writ¬ 
ten  or  collected  thousands  of  years  ago  by  the  Greek  slave 
known  as  JEsop,  sank  deep  in  his  mind.  As  he  read  through  the 
book  a  second  and  third  time,  he  had  a  feeling  there  were  fables 
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all  around  him,  that  everything  he  touched  and  handled,  every¬ 
thing  he  saw  and  learned,  had  a  fable  wrapped  in  it  some¬ 
where.  One  fable  was  about  a  bundle  of  sticks  and  a  farmer 
whose  sons  were  quarreling  .and  fighting. 

There  was  a  fable  in  two  sentences,  which  read,  “A  coach¬ 
man,  hearing  one  of  the  wheels  of  his  coach  make  a  great  noise, 
and  perceiving  that  it  was  the  worst  one  of  the  four,  asked  how 
it  came  to  take  such  a  liberty.  The  wheel  answered  that  from 
the  beginning  of  time,  creaking  had  always  been  the  privilege 
of  the  weak.”  And  there  were  shrewd,  brief  incidents  of  fool¬ 
ery  such  as  this:  “A  waggish,  idle  fellow  in  a  country  town, 
being  desirous  of  playing  a  trick  on  the  simplicity  of  his  neigh¬ 
bors  and  at  the  same  time  putting  a  little  money  in  his  pocket 
at  their  cost,  advertised  that  he  would  on  a  certain  day  show 
a  wheel  carriage  that  should  be  so  contrived  as  to  go  without 
horses.  By  silly  curiosity  the  rustics  were  taken  in,  and  each 
succeeding  group  who  came  out  from  the  show  were  ashamed 
to  confess  to  their  neighbors  that  they  had  seen  nothing  but 
a  wheelbarrow.” 

The  style  of  the  Bible,  of  JEsop’s  Fables ,  the  hearts  and 
minds  back  of  those  books,  were  much  in  his  thoughts.  His 
favorite  pages  in  them  he  read  over  and  over.  Behind  such 
proverbs  as  “Muzzle  not  the  ox  that  treadeth  out  the  corn,” 
and  “He  that  ruleth  his  own  spirit  is  greater  than  he  that 
taketh  a  city,”  there  was  music  of  simple  wisdom  and  a  mystery 
of  common  everyday  life  that  touched  deep  spots  in  him,  while 
out  of  the  fables  of  the  ancient  Greek  slave  he  came  to  see  that 
cats,  rats,  dogs,  horses,  plows,  hammers,  fingers,  toes,  people, 
all  had  fables  connected  with  their  lives,  characters,  places. 
There  was,  perhaps,  an  outside  for  each  thing  as  it  stood  alone, 
while  inside  of  it  was  its  fable. 

One  book  came,  titled,  The  Life  of  George  Washington ,  with 
Curious  Anecdotes ,  Equally  Honorable  to  Himself  and  Exem¬ 
plary  to  His  Young  Countrymen.  Embellished  with  Six  Steel 
Engravings ,  by  M.  L.  Weems,  formerly  Rector  of  Mount  Yer- 
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non  Parish.  It  pictured  men  of  passion  and  proud  ignorance 
in  the  government  of  England  driving  their  country  into  war 
on  the  American  colonies.  It  quoted  the  far-visioned  warning 
of  Chatham  to  the  British  Parliament,  “For  God’s  sake,  then, 
my  lords,  let  the  way  be  instantly  opened  for  reconciliation.  I 
say  instantly;  or  it  will  be  too  late  forever.’’ 

The  book  told  of  war,  as  at  Saratoga.  “Hoarse  as  a  mastiff 
of  true  British  breed,  Lord  Balcarras  was  heard  from  rank  to 
rank,  loud-animating  his  troops ;  while  on  the  other  hand,  fierce 
as  a  hungry  Bengal  tiger,  the  impetuous  Arnold  precipitated 
heroes  on  the  stubborn  foe.  Shrill  and  terrible,  from  rank  to 
rank,  resounds  the  clash  of  bayonets — frequent  and  sad  the 
groans  of  the  dying.  Pairs  on  pairs,  Britons  and  Americans 
with  each  his  bayonet  at  his  brother’s  breast,  fall  forward 
together  faint-shrieking  in  death,  and  mingle  their  smoking 
blood.”  Washington,  the  man,  stood  out,  as  when  he  wrote, 
“These  things  so  harassed  my  heart  with  grief  that  I  solemnly 
declared  to  God,  if  I  know  myself,  I  would  gladly  offer  myself 
a  sacrifice  to  the  butchering  enemy,  if  I  could  thereby  insure 
the  safety  of  these  my  poor  distressed  countrymen.” 

The  Weems  book  reached  some  deep  spots  in  the  boy.  He 
asked  himself  what  it  meant  that  men  should  march,  fight, 
bleed,  go  cold  and  hungry  for  the  sake  of  what  they  called 
“freedom.” 

“Few  great  men  are  great  in  everything,”  said  the  book. 
And  there  was  a  cool  sap  in  the  passage :  “His  delight  was  in 
that  of  the  manliest  sort,  which,  by  stringing  the  limbs  and 
swelling  the  muscles,  promotes  the  kindliest  flow  of  blood  and 
spirits.  At  jumping  with  a  long  pole,  or  heaving  heavy  weights, 
for  his  years  he  hardly  had  an  equal.” 

Such  book  talk  was  a  comfort  against  the  same  thing  over 
again,  day  after  day,  so  many  mornings  the  same  kind  of  water 
from  the  same  spring,  the  same  fried  pork  and  cornmeal  to 
eat,  the  same  drizzles  of  rain,  spring  plowing,  summer  weeds, 
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fall  fodder-pulling,  each  coming  every  year,  with  the  same  tired 
feeling  at  the  end  of  the  day,  so  many  days  alone  in  the  woods 
or  the  fields  or  else  the  same  people  to  talk  with,  people  from 
whom  he  had  learned  all  they  could  teach  him.  Yet  there  ran 
through  his  head  the  stories  and  sayings  of  other  people,  the* 
stories  and  sayings  of  books,  the  learning  his  eyes  had  caught 
from  books;  they  were  a  comfort;  they  were  good  to  have, 
because  they  were  good  by  themselves;  and  they  were  still 
better  to  have,  because  they  broke  the  chill  of  the  lonesome 
feeling. 

He  was  thankful  to  the  writer  of  Msoy’s  Fables  because  that 
writer  stood  by  him  and  walked  with  him,  an  invisible  com¬ 
panion,  when  he  pulled  fodder  or  chopped  wood.  Books  lighted 
lamps  in  the  dark  rooms  of  his  gloomy  hours.  .  .  .  Well — he 
would  live  on ;  maybe  the  time  would  come  when  he  would  be 
free  from  work  for  a  few  weeks,  or  a  few  months,  with  books, 
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and  then  he  would  read  .  .  .  God,  then  he  would  read.  .  .  . 
Then  he  would  go  and  get  at  the  proud  secrets  of  his  books. 

His  father — would  he  be  like  his  father  when  he  grew  up? 
He  hoped  not.  Why  should  his  father  knock  him  off  a  fence 
rail  when  he  was  asking  a  neighbor,  passing  by,  a  question? 
Even  if  it  was  a  smart  question,  too  pert  and  too  quick,  it  was 
no  way  to  handle  a  boy  in  front  of  a  neighbor.  No,  he  was 
going  to  be  a  man  different  from  his  father.  The  books — his 
father  hated  the  books.  His  father  talked  about  “too  much 
eddication”  after  readin’,  writin’,  Arithmetic;  that  was  enough, 
his  father  said.  He,  Abe  Lincoln,  the  boy,  wanted  to  know 
more  than  the  father,  Tom  Lincoln,  wanted  to  know.  Already 
Abe  knew  more  than  his  father;  he  was  writing  letters  for  the 
neighbors ;  they  hunted  out  the  Lincoln  farm  to  get  young  Abe 
to  find  his  bottle  of  ink  with  blackberry-brier  root  and  cop¬ 
peras  in  it,  and  his  pen  made  from  a  turkey  buzzard  feather, 
and  write  letters.  Abe  had  a  suspicion  sometimes  his  father 
was  a  little  proud  to  have  a  boy  that  could  write  letters,  and 
tell  about  things  in  books,  and  outrun  and  outwrestle  and 
rough-and-tumble  any  boy  or  man  in  Spencer  County.  Yes,  he 
would  be  different  from  his  father;  he  was  already  so;  it 
couldn’t  be  helped. 

In  growing  up  from  boyhood  to  young  manhood,  he  had 
survived  against  lonesome,  gnawing  monotony  and  against 
floods,  forest  and  prairie  fires,  snake-bites,  horse-kicks,  ague, 
chills,  fever,  malaria,  “milk-sick.” 

'  A  comic  outline  against  the  sky  he  was,  hiking  along  the 
roads  of  Spencer  and  other  counties  in  southern  Indiana  in 
those  years  when  he  read  all  the  books  within  a  fifty-mile  cir¬ 
cuit  of  his  home.  Stretching  up  on  the  long  legs  that  ran  from 
his  moccasins  to  the  body  frame  with  its  long,  gangling  arms, 
covered  with  linsey-woolsey,  then  the  lean  neck  that  carried  the 
head  with  its  surmounting  coonskin  cap  or  straw  hat — it  was, 
again,  a  comic  outline — yet  with  a  portent  in  its  shadow.  His 
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laughing  “Howdy,”  his  yarns  and  drollery,  opened  the  doors 
of  men’s  hearts. 

Starting  along  in  his  eleventh  year  came  spells  of  abstraction. 
When  he  was  spoken  to,  no  answer  came  from  him.  “He  might 
be  a  thousand  miles  away.”  The  roaming,  fathoming,  searching, 
questioning  operations  of  the  minds  and  hearts  of  poets,  inven¬ 
tors,  beginners  who  take  facts  stark,  these  were  at  work  in 
him.  This  was  one  sort  of  abstraction  he  knew;  there  was 
another ;  the  “blues”  took  him ;  coils  of  multiplied  melancholies 
wrapped  their  blue  frustrations  inside  him,  all  that  Hamlet, 
Koheleth,  Schopenhauer  have  uttered,  in  a  mesh  of  foiled  hopes. 
“There  was  absolutely  nothing  to  excite  ambition  for  educa¬ 
tion,”  he  wrote  later  of  that  Indiana  region.  Against  these 
“blues,”  he  found  the  best  warfare  was  to  find  people  and  trade 
with  them  his  yarns  and  drolleries.  John  Baldwin,  the  black¬ 
smith,  with  many  stories  and  odd  talk  and  eye-slants,  was  a 
help  and  a  light. 

Days  came  when  he  sank  deep  in  the  stream  of  human  life 
and  felt  himself  kin  to  all  that  swam  in  it,  whether  the  waters 
were  crystal  or  mud. 

He  learned  how  suddenly  life  can  spring  a  surprise.  One 
day  in  the  woods,  as  he  was  sharpening  a  wedge  on  a  log,  the 
ax  glanced,  nearly  took  his  thumb  off,  and  left  a  white  scar 
after  healing. 

“You  never  cuss  a  good  ax,”  was  a  saying  in  those  timbers. 

Notes  and  Questions 

1.  Select  five  statements  which  show  that  Abe  was  different  from 
the  other  boys  of  the  neighborhood;  that  there  was  “suthin’  peculiar- 
some  about  Abe.”  For  example : 

(a)  “Whenever  Abe  had  a  chance  in  the  field  while  at  work,  or  at 
the  house,  he  would  stop  and  read.” 

2.  “It  seemed  that  Abe  made  books  tell  him  more  than  they  told 
other  people”;  how  do  you  explain  this  statement? 
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3.  Abraham  Lincoln  remembered  and  made  use  of  what  he  read 
Find  four  instances  in  this  article  which  show  that  this  statement  is 
true.  For  example : 

(a)  “He  liked  to  explain  to  other  people  what  he  was  getting  from 
books ;  explaining  an  idea  to  someone  else  made  it  clearer 
to  him.” 

4.  How  did  reading  aloud  seem  to  help  Abe?  Do  you  think  that 
oral  reading  helps  you  ?  In  what  way  ?  Read  aloud  the  author’s  descrip¬ 
tion  of  Abe  “hiking  along  the  roads.” 

5.  Compare  Lincoln’s  brief  schooling  with  that  of  present-day  boys 
and  girls.  How  do  you  account  for  his  greatness? 

6.  What  patriotic  question  relating  to  freedom  was  raised  in  Abe’s 
mind  by  his  reading  of  Weems’s  book  The  Life  of  George  Washington. 
Name  five  other  books  that  were  helpful  to  Lincoln. 

0  CAPTAIN!  MY  CAPTAIN! 

Walt  Whitman 

0  Captain !  my  Captain !  our  fearful  trip  is  done, 

The  ship  has  weathered  every  rack,  the  prize  we  sought  is  won, 
The  port  is  near,  the  bells  I  hear,  the  people  all  exulting, 

While  follow  eyes  the  steady  keel,  the  vessel  grim  and  daring; 
But  0  heart !  heart !  heart ! 

0  the  bleeding  drops  of  red, 

Where  on  the  deck  my  Captain  lies, 

Fallen  cold  and  dead. 

0  Captain !  my  Captain !  rise  up  and  hear  the  bells ; 

Rise  up — for  you  the  flag  is  flung — for  you  the  bugle  trills. 

For  you  bouquets  and  ribboned  wreaths — for  you  the  shores 
a-crowding, 

For  you  they  call,  the  swaying  mass,  their  eager  faces  turning; 
Here,  Captain !  dear  father ! 

This  arm  beneath  your  head! 

It  is  some  dream  that  on  the  deck 
You’ve  fallen  cold  and  dead. 


0  CAPTAIN!  MY  CAPTAIN! 
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My  Captain  does  not  answer,  his  lips  are  pale  and  still, 

My  father  does  not  feel  my  arm,  he  has  no  pnlse  nor  will, 

The  ship  is  anchored  safe  and  sound,  its  voyage  closed  and  done, 
From  fearful  trip  the  victor  ship  comes  in  with  object  won; 

Exult,  0  shores!  and  ring,  0  bells! 

But  I  with  mournful  tread 

Walk  the  deck  my  Captain  lies, 

Fallen  cold  and  dead. 

Notes  and  Questions 

Just  after  the  close  of  the  Civil  War,  Whitman  published  a  volume 
of  poems  called  Drum-Taps.  As  a  supplement,  when  the  volume  was 
going  through  the  press,  he  added  four  poems  which  he  called  “Memo¬ 
rials  for  President  Lincoln.”  Of  these  four  two  have  become  famous, 
“0  Captain!  My  Captain!”  and  “When  Lilacs  Last  in  the  Doorvard 
Bloomed.”  Whitman  was  at  home  with  his  mother  when  the  news  of 
the  assassination  of  President  Lincoln  reached  him.  He  records  the 
experience  as  follows:  “Mother  prepared  breakfast — and  other  meals 
afterwards — as  usual;  but  not  a  mouthful  was  eaten  all  day  by  either 
of  us.  We  each  drank  half  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  that  was  all.  Little  was 
said.  We  got  every  newspaper,  morning  and  evening,  and  frequent 
extras,  and  passed  them  silently  to  each  other.”  The  lilacs  were  in 
bloom  in  Brooklyn,  and  the  odor  of  this  flower  was  naturally  associated 
in  the  poet’s  mind  with  the  death  of  the  great  President  whom  he  had 
so  much  admired.  These  two  poems  by  Whitman  were  undoubtedly  the 
finest  poetical  tributes  paid  to  the  martyred  President. 

1.  Tell  what  you  know  about  Whitman  that  fitted  him  to  write  of 
Lincoln’s  character  and  achievements.  (See  pages  448-449.)  The  Union 
is  compared  to  a  ship  in  this  poem;  who  is  the  captain? 

2.  What  fate  befalls  the  captain?  What  port  was  the  ship  headed 
for?  The  poet  says  “the  prize  we  sought  is  won”;  what  was  this 
prize  ? 

3.  Account  for  the  fact  that  the  poet  expresses  both  sorrow  and  joy 
in  the  last  stanza.  Read  aloud  lines  which  express  the  deep  personal 
grief  of  the  poet.  What  do  you  believe  accounts  for  the  wide  popularity 
of  this  poem? 


A  BACKWARD  LOOK 


hat  picture  does  the  word  “America”  bring  to  your 


W  mind?  To  most  of  us  it  probably  brings  a  picture 
of  cities  and  towns,  of  great  tracts  of  land,  of  mountains 
and  rivers,  of  millions  of  people,  young  and  old,  carrying 
on  their  share  of  the  world’s  work.  Historical  incidents 
help  to  fill  in  the  background,  and  the  ideals  that  have  in¬ 
spired  the  men  and  women  add  glory  and  color  to  the  pic¬ 
ture.  Which  selections  describe  scenes  ?  People  ?  Legends  ? 
Ideals  ? 

Write  at  least  two  interesting  facts  about  these  American 
authors:  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow,  Nathaniel  Haw¬ 
thorne,  Sidney  Lanier,  Washington  Irving,  Walt  Whitman. 
How  do  descriptions  of  American  scenes  by  these  authors 
differ  from  those  found  in  your  geography? 

Humor  is  often  called  an  American  characteristic.  Name 
three  well-known  American  humorists.  Find  examples  of 
their  humor.  Point  out  passages  which  show  that  their 
humor  is  delicate  and  subtle,  rather  than  coarse  and  ob¬ 
vious.  Irving  began  his  literary  career  by  writing  humor¬ 
ous  squibs  for  a  New  York  newspaper.  Do  you  know  the 
name  of  the  man  who  edits  the  joke  column  in  your  news¬ 
paper  ? 

Now  that  you  have  come  to  the  end  of  your  book,  you  may 
well  ask  yourself  what  benefits  you  have  gained  from  your 
reading.  It  is  the  hope  of  the  authors  that  you  have  gained 
in  power  to  appreciate  and  enjoy  the  world  of  nature  and 
to  interest  yourself  actively  in  conserving  life  and  beauty 
everywhere;  to  share  in  the  joys  of  adventure  that  inspire 
noble  deeds;  to  value  the  good  citizen  who  renders  service 
to  his  fellows  and  to  his  country ;  to  delight  in  outdoor  life ; 
to  enjoy  wholesome  fun  and  clean  sport ;  to  catch  the  spirit 
of  industry  and  to  share  in  the  glory  of  work. 
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a  as  in  ate 
a  as  in  bat 
a  as  in  care 
a  as  in  ask 
a  as  in  arm 
a  as  in  senate 


e  as  in  eve 
e  as  in  met 
e  as  in  maker 
£  as  in  event 
I  as  in  kind 
1  as  in  pin 


o  as  in  note 
o  as  in  not 
6  as  in  or 
6  as  in  obey 
6  as  in  dog 
u  as  in  use 


u  as  in  cut 
u  as  in  turn 
u  as  in  unite 
oo  as  in  food 
do  as  in  foot 
ou  as  in  out 


A 

abandoning  their  post,  leaving 
their  position 

a-base'ment  (a-bas'ment),  hu¬ 
miliation;  shame 
a-bashed'  (a-b&sht'),  confused; 
shamed 

a-bor'tive  (a-bor'tiv),  imperfect 
ab-strac'tion  (Sb-strSk'shim), 
deep  thought 

a-byss'  (a-bis'),  bottomless  pit 
ac'cess  (&k'ses;  &k-ses');  admis¬ 
sion 

ac-cord'ed  (a-kord'ed),  given 
a-chieve'ment  (a-chev'ment), 
deed  accomplished 
A-chil'les  (a-kil'ez),  a  hero  of 
Greek  mythology 
ad-a-man'tine  (ad-a-m&n'tm), 
incapable  of  being  broken 
a-dapt'ed  (a-d&pt'ed),  fitted; 
suited 

ad'e-quate  (&d'e-kwat),  sufiicient 
ad-ja'cent  (&-j  a/sent),  near  by 
ad-min'is-ter  (ad-mln'is-ter),  ap¬ 
ply;  serve  out 

administered  justice  with  dis- 
crim-i-na'tion  (dis-krim-i-na/- 
shun),  in  punishment  he  was 
just  and  fair 


ad'ver-sa-ry  (ad'ver-sa-ri),  foe; 
opponent 

ad-ver'si-ty  (ad-vfir'si-ti),  mis¬ 
fortune 

af-front'ed  (a-frun'ted),  pro¬ 
voked 

ag'gra-vat-ed  (&g'ra-vat-ed),  en¬ 
larged;  annoyed 

ag-gres'sion  (a-gresh'un),  defi¬ 
ance;  hostility 

a-gil'i-ty  (a-jil'i-ti),  nimbleness 
ag'i-tat-ed  (aj'i-tat-ed),  dis¬ 
turbed;  excited 
al-be'it  (ol-be'it),  although 
Al-giers'  (al-jerz'),  a  seaport  in 
northern  Africa 
al-lay'  (a-la/),  quiet 
al-lege'  (a-lej'),  declare;  assert 
all-hor'rent  (ol-hSr'ent),  bristling 
al-lot'ment  (8,-lot 'ment),  share  by 
chance 

al-loy'  (a-loi'),  disaster 
al-lu'sions  (a-lu'zhunz),  refer¬ 
ences 

a-lum'nus  (a-lum'nus),  a  grad¬ 
uate  of  a  school  or  college 
am'o-rous  o'glings  (am'6-rus  o'- 
glmgz),  loving  looks;  “making 
eyes” 

am 'pie  (am'p’l),  large;  full 


485 


486 


ELSON  JUNIOR  LITERATURE— BOOK  ONE 


Amsterdam,  a  city  in  Holland, 
the  only  place  at  that  time 
where  printing  of  religious 
books  could  be  done 
angel  of  be-nefl-cence  (be-nef'- 
i-sens),  one  who  scatters  kind¬ 
ness  and  charity 
angles  of  in'ci-dence  (m'si-dens), 
a  term  of  measurement  used 
in  physics 

an  1-mate  (anl-mat),  enliven;  in¬ 
spire 

an'kus  (ang'kus),  elephant  goad 
with  a  sharp  spike  and  hook 
resembling  a  short-handled 
boat  hook 

an-ni'hi-late  (a-nl'hi-lat),  destroy 
a-non'  (a-non'),  soon;  immedi¬ 
ately 

an 'them  (an'them),  a  song  of 
praise 

an- tic  1-pate  (an-tisl-pat),  fore¬ 
see 

an'ti-quat-ed  (an'ti-kwat-ed), 
old-fashioned 

a-poc-a-lyp'ti-cal  splendors  (a- 

pok-a-lip'ti-kal),  splendors  re¬ 
vealing  all  of  its  beauty 
ap-palled'  (a-pold'),  filled  with 
fear 

ap-par'ent  (a-par'ent),  easily 
seen;  seeming 

ap-pa-ri'tion  (ap-a-nsh'un),  ghost 
ap-pend'  (a-pend'),  add 
ap-pre-hend'  (ap-re-hend'),  fear; 
seize 

ap-pr  e-hen  'sive  (ap-r  e-hen  'siv) , 
quick  to  learn  or  grasp 
ap-pr o'pri-ate  (a-pro'pri-at),  suit¬ 
able 

ar-ca-bu-ce'ro  (ar-ka-boo-tha'- 
ro),  a  soldier  armed  with  a 
musket 


ar'chi-tect  (ar'ki-tekt),  master- 
builder;  designer 
ar  'chi-tec-tur  e  (ar  'ki-tek-tur ) , 

structure 

archly  (arch'll),  rougishly 
ar'dor  (ar'der),  eagerness 
ar'gent  (ar'jent),  silver 
A-ri'ca  (a-re'ka),  a  seaport  in 
northern  Chile 

ar'rack  (ar'ak),  a  drink  made 
from  rice,  molasses,  or  the 
cocoa-palm 

ar'rant  jock'ey  (ar'ant  jok'i), 
poor  horseman 

ar'ro-gant  (ar'6-gant),  overbear¬ 
ing 

ar'se-nal  (ar'se-nal),  a  public 
establishment  for  the  storage 
or  manufacture  of  arms  and 
military  equipment 
ar-tif'i-cer  (ar-tif'i-ser),  skilled 
worker 

as'pect  (as'pekt),  appearance 
Aspinet,  etc.,  Indian  chiefs 
Asla-roth  (as'ta-roth),  Phoeni¬ 
cian  goddess  of  love 
as-tute'  (as-tut'),  shrewd,  cun¬ 
ning 

a-sun'der  (a-sun'der),  separate; 
apart 

Atlas  load  (atlas),  a  burden  as 
heavy  as  that  borne  by  the 
giant  Atlas,  who  was  repre¬ 
sented  in  Greek  mythology  as 
holding  the  sky  on  his  shoul¬ 
ders 

a-tonlng  (a-ton'mg),  making 
amends 

at'tri-bute  (at'ri-but),  quality 
at-trib 'ut-ed  (a-trib'u-ted),  di¬ 
rectly  due 

au-da'cious-ly  (o-da'shus-li),  dar¬ 
ingly;  boldly 
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au 'di-tor  (o'di-ter),  hearer;  list¬ 
ener 

aus-tere'  (os-ter'),  stern;  severe 
au-then'tic  (o-then'tik),  genuine 
au-thor 'i-ta-tive  (6-thor 'l-ta-tiv) , 
commanding;  positive 
au'to-crat  (o'to-kr&t),  ruler  who 
has  complete  power 
avail  themselves  of  their  num¬ 
ber,  make  use  of  their  greater 
force 

a-vert'  (a-vurt'),  turn  aside 
av-o-ca'tion  (av-6-ka'shun),  oc¬ 
cupation  which  one  has  for 
pleasure 

B 

Ba'al  (ba'al),  Phoenician  god  of 
love 

back-tracked,  followed  the  bear’s 
tracks  back 

badge  of  his  authority,  sign  of 
his  power 

baf'fled  (baf'fid),  defeated; 
thwarted 

bandied,  exchanged 
bard  (bard),  a  poet  or  singer 
ba-rouche'  (ba-roosh'),  open  car¬ 
riage 

base,  vile;  mean 

bas'tion  (bas'chun),  a  part  of  a 
w*all 

bat'ter-ies  (bat'er-iz),  divisions 
of  foot-soldiery 

be  your  man,  work  in  your  serv¬ 
ice 

Beau 'mains  (bd'manz) 
be-deck'  (be-dek'),  ornament 
profusely 
bee,  bracelet 

be-fits'  the  scene  (be-fits'),  fits 
the  spring  day 
be-guiled'  (be-gild'),  lured 


be-hoove'  (be-hdov'),  is  proper 
for;  suits 

bel-lig'er-ent  (be-lij'er-ent), 
quarrelsome 

ben-e-dic'tion  (ben-e-dik'shun), 
blessing 

ben-e-fac'tor  (ben-e-fak'ter),  one 
who  does  great  good 
be-nef'i-cent  (be-nef'i-sent),  ac¬ 
tively  kind 

ben'e-fits  forgot  (ben'e-fits), 
kindness  to  others  not  appre¬ 
ciated  by  them 

be-nign'  as'pect  (be-nln'  as'pekt), 
kindly  appearance 
be-nig'nant  (be-nig'nant),  kind; 
gracious 

ber'serk  (bur'surk),  one  of  the 
wild  warriors  of  heathen  times 
in  Scandinavia 

b  e-troth 'al  (b  e-troth 'al),  mar¬ 
riage  ceremony;  the  wrnrd  us¬ 
ually  means  engagement 
be'zoar  (be'zor),  a  mineral  once 
considered  useful  in  counter¬ 
acting  the  effects  of  poison 
bir'ling,  bir'ling  match  (bur 'li ng), 
a  contest  in  wdiich  two  men 
try  to  unbalance  each  other 
from  a  floating  log 
Bismarck,  in  North  Dakota 
bite  so  nigh  (nl),  hurt  so  much 
biv'ouac  (biv'wak),  encampment 
of  soldiers  in  the  open  air 
blared,  bellowed;  roared 
blast'ed  (blas'ted),  withered  or 
blighted 

bla'zon  (bla'z’n),  a  coat  of  arms 
block  the  wheels,  place  a  stop  or 
hindrance  so  as  to  prevent 
movement 

blossom  into  melody,  break  into 
song 
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blythe  (bllth)  (old  spelling  of 
blithe),  happy;  joyous 
bog'gy  (bog'i),  marshy;  having 
swamps 

botanical  explorers,  those  who 
study  the  flowers 
bountiful,  liberal,  generous 
Bra-banff  (bra-b&nt')  (here  ac¬ 
cented  on  first  syllable  for 
meter),  a  Belgian  province 
brack 'ish  (brack 'ish),  salty;  dis¬ 
tasteful 
bravely,  gayly 
brawl 'ing  (brol'ing),  noisy 
bristling  steel  (bris'ling),  spears 
pointed  in  the  air 
Brittany,  a  province  in  northwest 
France 

bunter,  one  who  bats  or  taps  the 
ball  slowly  within  the  infield 
buoy'an-cy  (boi'an-si),  joy; 
cheerfulness 

burden  of  the  commonwealth, 

responsibilities  of  the  whole 
country 

Burgundy,  a  former  powerful  in¬ 
dependent  province  of  France; 
now  a  part  of  the  country 
bur'nish  (bur'nish),  make  bright; 
polish 

bur 'row  (bhr'o),  dig  a  hole  in 
which  to  hide 

butte  (but),  a  hill  or  small  moun¬ 
tain  standing  by  itself 
bux'om  (buk'sum),  plump  and 
rosy 

C 

cache  (kash),  a  storing  place  for 
goods  or  treasure 
Cae'sar  (se'zar),  Julius  (100  b.c.- 
44  b.c.),  a  famous  Roman  gen¬ 
eral  and  statesman 


cairn  (karn),  a  heap  of  stones  for 
a  memorial  or  mark 
Cal'i-ban  (kal'i-ban) 

Cam 'e-lot  (kam 'e-lot),  a  legend¬ 
ary  spot  in  southern  England 
where  Arthur  was  said  to  have 
had  his  court  and  palace 
ca-pa'cious  (ka-pa'shus),  broad; 
large 

Cape  Norman,  the  northwest  tip 
of  Newfoundland 
ca-pri'cious  (ka-prish'us),  fitful; 
whimsical 

card  of  prudent  lore  (lor),  wise 
advice 

carried  away  the  palm,  took  all 
the  honor 

caste  (kast),  class;  in  India  so¬ 
ciety  is  divided  into  many 
classes,  based  upon  wealth  and 
occupation 

cas'u-al-ly  (kazh'u-&l-li),  in  an 
off-hand  manner;  indifferently 
caulk  (kok),  a  metal  point  on  the 
shoe,  worn  to  prevent  slipping 
cav-al-cade'  (kav-21-kad'),  pro¬ 
cession 

cav-a-lier'  (kav-a-ler'),  knight; 
gallant 

cav'al-ry  (kav'al-ri),  horsemen 
cav'ern-ous  (kav'er-nus),  hollow; 

dark,  like  a  cave 
ca-vort'ing  (ka-vort'mg),  pranc¬ 
ing 

ce-les'tial  (se-les'chal),  heavenly 
cen'sure  (sen'shur),  blame;  sharp 
criticism 

chaf 'fer  (chaffer),  bargain;  haggle 
chaf'ing  (chaffing),  rubbing  so 
as  to  wear  away 

cha-grin'  (sha-grin'),  humiliation 
chan'ti-cleer  (chan'ti-kler),  cock 
cha-ot'ic  (ka-ot'ik),  disordered 
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chap'fall-en  (chop'fol-’n),  deject¬ 
ed;  depressed 

charging  him,  forcing  him  to  run 
charm’s  complete,  enchantment 
is  perfect 

chas'tise-ment  (chas'tiz-ment), 
punishment 

chiding  (chid 'mg),  scolding 
chiv'al-rous  (shiv'al-rus),  gallant 
chiv'al-ry  (shiv'al-ri),  system  of 
knighthood 

chokecherries,  wild  cherries 
chol'er-ic  (kol'er-ik),  hot-temp¬ 
ered 

chosen  for  large  designs,  selected 
to  manage  great  affairs 
Chris  'ten-dom  (kris'’n-dtmi), 
parts  of  the  world  where  Chris¬ 
tianity  is  practiced 
chron'i-cle  (kron'i-k’l),  record; 
history 

chrys'o-lite  (kns'6-llt),  a  semi¬ 
precious  stone,  commonly  yel¬ 
low  or  green 

civil  wars,  wars  between  different 
parties  of  the  same  country 
classic,  of  outstanding  excellence 
close-reefed  vessels,  boats  with 
their  sail-area  very  much  re¬ 
duced 

cloud-ves'ture  (ves'tur),  dress  of 
clouds 

Clyde,  a  river  in  Scotland,  which 
has  shipbuilding  yards  on  its 
banks 

cockle-shells  (k6k”l-shelz),  heart- 
shaped  shells  with  ridges  on 
them 

cock'ney  (kSk'ni),  a  native  of, 
or  the  name  applied  to  the 
speech  of  one  born  in,  a  certain 
section  of  London 
cog-no 'men  (k6g-no'men),  name 


col-lat'ing  (k6-lat'ing),  compar¬ 
ing 

combed  and  wattled  gules,  red 

comb  and  wattles 
com-mis'sioned  (k5-mish'hnd), 
appointed;  ordered 
com-mod'i-ty  (k5-m6d'I-ti), 
goods;  wares;  articles 
com-mo'tion  (k5-m5'shun),  dis¬ 
turbance 

com-muned'  (ko-mund'),  thought 
over  things 

companion  meet,  a  suitable  friend 
com-pas'sion  (kom-pash'un),  pity 
com'pe-ten-cy  (kom'pe-ten-si), 
supply 

com-pet'i-tor  (kSm-pet'i-ter), 
rival 

com-pli'ance  with  the  request, 

in  (kom-pll'ans),  doing  as  my 
friend  had  asked  me  to  do 
corn-ports'  (kom-ports'),  agrees 
com-pr e-hen 'sive  (kbm-pr e-hen '- 
siv),  numerous 

compressed  air,  air  under  pres¬ 
sure  greater  than  the  atmos¬ 
phere 

com-prised'  (kbm-prizd'),  in¬ 
cluded 

con,  pore;  study 

con-cede'  (kSn-sed'),  grant;  al¬ 
low 

con'cen-trate  (kSn'sen-trat),  col¬ 
lect 

con-cep 'tion  (kSn-sep'shtin),  idea; 
understanding 

conch-shell  (kongk),  sea-shell 
con-clu'sive-ly  (k5n-kloo'siv-li), 
without  doubt 

con-gen 'ial  gloom  (kon-jen'yal), 
gloom  of  the  forest  in  sym¬ 
pathy  with  his  spirit 
con'ger  (kong'ger),  a  large  eel 
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con-jec'tured  (kbn-jek'turd), 
guessed;  imagined 
con'se-crat-ed  (kon'se-krat-ed), 
made  sacred  or  holy 
con'se-quence,in  (kon'se-kwens), 
as  a  result 

con-serv  'a-to-ry  (kon-sur '  va-to- 
n),  greenhouse  where  plants 
are  grown 

con-sid'er-ate  (kon-sid'er-at), 
thoughtful;  careful 
con-signed'  (kon-slnd'),  in¬ 
trusted;  given 

con-sol  'a-to-ry  (kon-sol'a-to-ri) , 
comforting 

con'stan-cy  (kon'stan-si),  loy¬ 
alty;  firmness  under  suffering 
con-stel-la  'tion  (k5n-ste-l  a  'shun) , 
a  number  of  fixed  stars;  an 
assemblage  of  splendor 
con-ster-na'tion  (kon-ster-na'- 
shun),  alarm 

con-strain'  (kon-stran'),  force 
con-sul-ta  'tion  (kon-shl-ta  'shun) , 
a  council  to  consider  a  special 
case 

con-ta'gious  (kon-ta'jus),  catch¬ 
ing 

con-tem-pla'tion  (k5n-tem~pla'- 
shun),  thought 

con-temp*'tu-ous  (kon-temp 'tu- 
us),  scornful;  haughty 
con-tend'  (kon-tend'),  oppose; 
compete 

Continental  Divide,  the  ridge  of 
the  Rocky  Mountains  which 
separates  the  streams  tributary 
to  the  Pacific  from  those  trib¬ 
utary  to  the  Atlantic 
con-tor 'tion  (kon-tor'shun),  twist¬ 
ing 


con'tra-band  (k6n-tra-band), 
smuggled 

con-tri'tion  (kbn-trish'tm),  deep 
sorrow 

con-trive'  (kbn-trlv'),  plan;  in¬ 
vent 

con-ver'sant  with  (kon-vur'sant), 
familiar  with;  acquainted  with 
con-vert 'ed  (kon-vurt'ed),  won 
over  to  a  belief,  often  of  a 
religious  nature 

con-vey'anc-es  (kon-va'ans-ez), 
automobiles,  busses,  etc. 
con-voy'  (kon-voi'),  escort  for 
protection 

co-op  'er-a-tive  (ko-5p  'er-a-tiv) , 
agreeable;  each  working  for 
the  good  of  the  whole 
cope  (kop),  enter  into  a  hostile 
contest;  struggle 
co-quette'  (ko-ket'),  a  flirt 
cord 'age  (kor'daj),  ropes  in  the 
riggings  of  a  ship 
Cor'do-van  (kor'do-v&n),  from 
Cordova,  a  city  in  Spain, 
famous  for  its  leather 
cor 'mo-rant  (kor 'mo-rant),  a 
large  fish-eating  sea  bird  or 
duck 

cor-r  e-la 'tion  (kor-e-la'shiin),  re¬ 
lation  to  each  other 
cor-re-spond'  (kor-e-spond'), 
may  be  likened  to 
cor-rup'tion  (ko-rhp'shun),  the 
change  from  good  to  bad; 
wickedness 

cor'sair  (kor'sar),  pirate-ship 
Cotton  Mather,  early  American 
clergyman  and  author,  who 
took  an  active  interest  in 
witchcraft 
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coun'ci-lor  (koun'si-ler),  states¬ 
man 

coun'sel  (koun'sel),  advice 
coun'ter-part  (koun'ter-part), 
likeness 

courted  peril,  sought  danger 
cour'te-sy  (kur'te-si),  courtliness; 
politeness 

cov'erts  (kuv'erts),  shelters 
cra'ni-um  (kra'ni-um),  head 
cred'i-ble  (kred'i-b’l),  believable 
cre-du'li-ty  (kre-du'li-ti),  belief 
or  readiness  of  belief 
cropped  (kropt),  bitten  off 
cubs  (kubz),  cubs  usually  stay 
with  their  mother  for  two  years 
cudg'el  (kuj'el),  a  short  thick 
stick;  beat 

culi-na-ry  abundance  (ku'li-na- 
ri),  food  in  abundance 
cull'ing  (kiil'ing),  choosing 
curbed  freshet,  checked  stream; 

restrained  flow  of  a  stream 
curlew  (kur'lu),  long-legged  bird 
belonging  to  the  snipe  family 
cutlass  (kut'las),  a  short,  heavy 
curving  sword 

Cy 'clops  (sl'klops),  a  mythologi¬ 
cal  giant  with  only  one  eye, 
which  was  in  the  center  of  his 
forehead 

cyn'i-cal  (sin'i-kal),  sneering;  dis¬ 
believing  in  the  sincerity  of 
human  motives 

D 

Da-mas'cus  (da-mas 'kfis),  an  an¬ 
cient  city  of  Syria,  renowned 
for  its  silks  and  steel 
daunt  (dant),  frighten 

David’s  transgression,  David’s 


sin.  Because  he  loved  Bath- 
sheba,  David  sent  her  husband 
to  the  front  of  the  battle 
(II  Samuel  xi) 
debating,  discussing 
de-cease'  (de-ses'),  death 
de-cep 'tion  (de-sep 'shhn),  fraud 
de-cep 'tive  (de-sep 'tiv),  false 
de-cis'ive  (de-sis  Iv),  positive 
de-co 'rum  (de-ko'rum),  fitness; 
modesty 

de-coy'  (de-koi'),  lure  to  bring 
the  mother  back 
ded'i-cate  (dedl-kat),  devote; 
give  up 

deem  more  sacredly,  be  more 
reverent  toward  or  hold  in 
greater  reverence 
de-fi'ance  (de-fl'ans),  challenge 
degree,  graduating  title  given  by 
a  college  on  the  completion  of 
certain  work 

deign  (dan),  be  kind  enough 
de-lec'ta-ble  (de-lek'ta-b’l),  de¬ 
lightful;  delicious 
de-lib 'er-ate  (de-lib 'er-at),  slow; 
painstaking 

de-lu'sions  (de-lu'zhunz),  false 
beliefs 

de-lu'sive  phan'tom  of  hope  (de- 
lu'siv  fan'ttnn),  false  expecta¬ 
tion 

delved,  dug 

Dem-a-ra'tus  (dem-a-ra'tus) 
de-mean'or  (de-men'er),  man¬ 
ner;  conduct 

dem'i-god  (dem'i-god),  an  in¬ 
ferior  god;  half-god 
de-mon'stra-tive  (de-mon 'stra¬ 
ti  v),  given  to  a  display  of 
feelings  or  emotions 
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de-mor'al-ized  (de-mor'al-izd), 
cast  into  disorder 
de-nom'i-nat-ed  (de-nom'i-nat- 
ed),  called;  named 
de-pose'  (de-poz'),  dethrone;  de¬ 
prive  of  office 

dep-re-da'tions  (dep-re-da'- 

shunz),  destructive  acts 
des'per-ate  (des'per-at),  frantic 
de-spond'ent  (de-spon'dent),  dis¬ 
couraged 

des'pot  (des'pot),  tyrant 
des'tined  (des'tind),  intended; 
fated 

des'ti-ny  (des'ti-ni),  doom;  fate 
dev'as-tat-ing  (dev'as-tat-ing), 
destroying;  terrible 
de-vice'  (de-vis'),  trap;  trick 
de'vi-ous  (de'vi-tis),  out  of  a 
straight  line;  winding;  ram¬ 
bling 

dex'ter-ous  (deks'ter-us),  skillful 
dictates,  advises 
dif-fuse'  (di-fuz'),  spread 
di-lap  'i-dat-ed  (di-lap  'i-dat-ed) , 
tumble-down 

di-late'  (di-lat';  dl-lat'),  grow 
large 

dilating  powers  of  an  an-a-con'da 

(3,n-a-k6n'da),  ability  to  stretch 
like  the  big  snake  that  can  eat 
things  twice  its  size 
dil'i-gence  (dil'i-jens),  care;  in¬ 
dustry 

dil'i-gent  (dil'i-jent),  careful;  in¬ 
dustrious 
direful,  terrible 

disadvantage  of  situation,  weak¬ 
ness  of  position 

dis-card'ed  (dis-kard'ed),  refused 
dis-cern'  (di-zurn'),  see 


dis'ci-pline  (dis'i-plin),  training 
dis-con-cert'ing  (dis-kon-surt'- 
ing),  confusing;  disturbing 
dis-creet'ly  (dis-kret'li),  carefully 
disorderly  rab'ble  (ra'bT),  crowd 
of  men  in  confusion 
dis-per'sion  (dis-pur'shun),  scat¬ 
tering;  disorganization 
dis-sem'bled  (di-sem'bTd),  pas¬ 
sed  as  if  unnoticed;  ignored 
dis'si-pat-ed  (dis'i-pat-ed),  liked 
to  drink  intoxicating  liquors 
dis-tem'per  (dis-tem'per),  illness 
dis-tract'ed  (dis-tr&kt'ed),  almost 
crazy  with  worry 
divers,  numerous;  different 
di-ver'si-fy  his  crops  (di-vffr'si- 
fl),  raise  more  than  one  kind 
of  crop  to  get  better  results 
from  the  soil 

di-vert'  (di-vurt'),  turn  aside 
di-vine'  (di-vln'),  godlike 
di-vined'  (di-vlnd'),  foretold 
dom'i-ciled  (dom'i-sild),  housed 
dom'i-nant  (dom'i-nant),  power¬ 
ful;  chief;  proud 

dom'i-nat-ing  (dbm'i-nat-ing), 
controlling 

do-min'ion  (do-mm'yhn),  power; 
control 

Dom-re-my'  (don-re-me') 

Don  Cos 'sacks  (kos'&ks),  war¬ 
like  Russian  horsemen 
Dons,  Spanish  gentlemen 
dou-bloons'  (dhb-lobnz'),  Span¬ 
ish  coins  no  longer  used 
draft,  draw  up 

drafts  that  led  nowhere,  little 
drinks  that  did  not  satisfy  him 
drain  our  dearest  veins,  exhaust 
our  full  strength 
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drapery,  loose  clothes 
dressed  their  shields,  prepared 
for  action 

drew  the  Spanish  prow,  lead  the 
ships  of  the  Spanish  gold- 
seekers 

drifters,  another  name  for  the 
fishing  boats.  Many  of  these 
were  used  by  the  English  in 
coast  defense  against  the  sub¬ 
marines 

droll 'er-y  (drol'er-i),  humor; 

funny  gestures  and  manner 
drumming,  the  noise  made  by"  a 
male  grouse  when  he  beats  his 
wings  against  his  sides 
dulse  (duls),  coarse,  red  seaweed 
dun'nage  bag  (dfin'aj),  storage 
bag 

dy-nam'ic  (dl-nam'ik),  forceful 
dy'na-mo  (di'na-mo),  machine 
to  change  mechanical  to  elec¬ 
tric  power 

E 

each  unto  himself  was  he,  every 
man  thought  that  he  would  be 
the  one 

eagle  of  the  sea,  warship 
e-co-nom'ic  (e-ko-nom'ik),  finan¬ 
cial 

e'dict  (e'dikt),  order 
ed'i-fice  (ed'i-fis),  building;  house 
ef-fec'tu-al  (e-fek'tu-al),  real; 
actual;  powerful 

ef-fi'cient-ly  (e-fish'ent-li),  capa- 
bty;  competently 
ef'fi-gy  (ef'i-ji),  an  image  made 
to  represent  some  person 
ef-ful'gence  (e-ful'jens),  bril¬ 
liance 


ego  that  blasts  judgment,  self- 
conceit  which  makes  people 
selfish  and  narrow 
El  Do-ra'do  (el  do-ra'do),  vast 
riches 

e-late'  (e-lat'),  joyous 
election,  choice 

electioneer,  work  for  a  person  or 
party  in  an  election 
el'e-ments  (el'e-ments),  condi¬ 
tions  of  Nature 

e-man-ci-pa'tion  (e-man-si-pa'- 
shun),  freedom 

em'bas-sies  (em'ba-siz),  mis¬ 
sions;  errands 

em-beriish  (em-bel'ish),  beauti¬ 
fy;  decorate 

em-bos'omed  (em-bdoz'umd), 
sheltered 

em'i-grat-ing  (em'i-grat-ing), 
leaving  one  home  for  another 
e-mit'  (e-mit'),  give  out 
em-u-la'tion  (em-u-la'shfin),  imi¬ 
tation 

en-com'pass  (en-kum'pas),  sur¬ 
round 

en-cum'bered  (en-kfim'berd), 
obstructed 

en-dow'ment  (en-dou'ment),  gift 
en-rap'tured  (en-r^p'turd),  de¬ 
lighted 

en'sign  (en'sln),  standard;  flag 
en- thralled'  (en-throld'),  spell¬ 
bound 

entreated  admittance,  begged  to 
enter 

e-nu'mer-ate  (e-nu'mer-at),  list; 
mention 

e-pis 'tie  (e-pis  "1),  letter 
e-ro'sion  (e-ro'zhun),  wearing 
away  of  soil  or  rock 
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er-rat'ic  (e-rat Ik),  uneven;  not 
to  be  trusted 

er-u-di'tion  (er-do-dish'un), 
learning 

e-rup'tion  (e-rup'shun),  violent 
breaking-forth  or  explosion 
Esh'col  (esh'kbl),  a  valley  in 
north-central  Palestine 
es-pous'al  (es-pouz'al),  marriage 
es-sayed'  (e-sad'),  tried 
es-thet'ic  (es-thetlk),  pertaining 
to  appreciation  of  the  beautiful 
e-the  'r  e-al-ize  (e-the  're-al-Iz) , 
changed 

every  freeman  was  a  host,  each 
citizen  had  the  strength  of 
many  soldiers 
ev'i-dence  (evl-dens),  sign 
ev-o-lu  lions  (ev-6-lu'shunz), 
turnings 

e-volved'  (e-volvd'),  developed; 
unfolded 

Ex-caPi-bur  (eks-kal  1-bur) 
ex-cheq'uer  (eks-chek'er),  treas¬ 
ury 

ex-ec'u-tor  of  his  estate  (eg-zek'- 
u-ter),  guardian  of  his  belong¬ 
ings 

ex-ha-la  lion  (eks-ha-la'shun),  a 
forcing  out  of  the  breath 
ex-hort'  (eg-zort'),  encourage; 
urge  strongly 

ex'ile  (ek'sll),  one  who  may  not 
or  does  not  wish  to  live  in  his 
own  country;  banishment 
ex-ten 'u-ate  (eks-ten'u-at),  treat 
as  of  small  importance 
ex-ter-mi-na'tion  (eks-tur-mi- 
na'shun),  total  destruction 
ex-tinc'tion  (eks-tingk'shun),  de¬ 
struction 


F 

fab  'ri-cat-ed  (fab'ri-kat-ed), 
built;  constructed 
facts  stark,  bare  facts 
fag-end,  the  unprofitable  end  of 
anything 

fair  conquest,  territory  which 
had  been  honorably  won 
fan-tas'tic  (f&n-tas'tik),  queer¬ 
shaped 

fath'om  (fath'um),  a  measure  of 
length  containing  six  feet,  used 
chiefly  in  measuring  cables  and 
depth  of  water;  search 
feints  (fants),  pretenses 
fen,  marsh 

fer'vor  (fur'ver),  earnestness 
fetch  the  year  about,  let  (me) 
know  what  season  it  is 
feud  (fud),  quarrel 
fickle  (fik'l),  changeful 
fi-dell-ty  (fi-dell-ti),  faith;  loy¬ 
alty 

Field  of  the  First  Encounter,  the 

place  where  the  Pilgrims  had 
their  first  encounter  with  the 
Indians 

field  trials,  contests  of  sporting 
dogs  in  actual  performance  on 
the  hunting  field 
fiend  (fend),  wicked  spirit;  demon 
fi-nesse'  (fi-nes'),  cleverness 
flail,  a  tool  for  threshing  grain 
Flanders,  an  ancient  European 
country,  now  part  of  France, 
Belgium,  and  Holland 
flaunting  (flantlng),  waving 
flaw,  gust  of  wind 
Flemish,  of  Flanders 
flo'ra  (flo'ra),  all  of  the  plants 
native  to  a  region 
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flout'ed  (flout'ed),  mocked 
fluke,  an  accidentally  successful 
stroke 

flume  (floom),  an  inclined  chan¬ 
nel,  usually  of  wood,  conveying 
water  from  a  distance  to  be 
utilized  for  power 
flush,  pale  pinks  and  lavenders; 

well  supplied  with  money 
fo’'cas-tle  (fok's’l),  forecastle,  a 
short  upper  deck  forward 
foiled,  defeated;  baffled 
for 'age  (for'aj),  food  for  animals 
for-bear'  (for-bar'),  stop;  with¬ 
hold 

fore 'cast  (for'kast),  foresaw 
f  or  e-es  'ti-mat-ed  (f  or-es  'ti-mat- 
ed),  guessed  beforehand 
for'feit-ed  (for'fit-ed),  lost 
for'mi-da-ble  (for'mi-da-b’l),  ter¬ 
rible;  strong 

for'ti-tude  (for'ti-tud),  strength 
foul,  a  play  which  does  not  con¬ 
form  to  the  rules  of  a  game 
foun'der  (foun'der),  become  filled 
with  water  and  sink 
frays  out,  thins  out 
freeman  was  a  host,  every,  each 
citizen  had  the  strength  of 
many  soldiers 

friendship  is  feign 'ing  (fan 'mg), 
friends  only  pretend  to  be 
friends 

frig'ate  (frig'at),  a  light  vessel 
propelled  by  sails  and  by  oars 
frus-tra'tion  (frus-tra'shun),  de¬ 
feat;  disappointment 

fugitive  sovereign,  ruler  who  was 
fleeing 

fun'gi  (fun'ji),  spongy  growths 


fur'bish-ing  (fur'bish-ing),  clean¬ 
ing;  freshening 

fu-sil-lade'  (fu-zi-lad'),  rapid  dis¬ 
charge 

G 

Ga'her-is  (ga'her-is) 
gain-say'  (gan-sa'),  speak  against; 
contradict 

Gal'a-had  (gal'a-had) 
gale  (gal),  strong  wind 
gal'lant-ry  (gal'ant-ri),  courtesy; 

polite  attention  to  ladies 
Gar'eth  (gar'eth) 
gar'ish  (gar'ish),  showy 
gar'ru-lous  (gar'oo-lus),  talkative 
gather  cherries.  Miles  Standish 
means  that  he  was  too  old  to 
win  Priscilla’s  love, 
gaud  (god),  an  ornament 
Ga'wain  (go 'wan) 
gear  (ger),  treasure 
gee-pole  (je),  steering-pole 
gen'ius  of  famine  (jen'yus),  out¬ 
standing  example  of  starvation 
and  destitution 

gen'try  (jen'tri),  people  of  educa¬ 
tion  and  culture 

gi-gan'tic  vis 'age  (jl-gan'tik  viz'- 
aj),  face  like  a  giant 
glam 'our  of  romance  (glam'er), 
a  spell  or  charm 

glaz'ing  (glaz'mg),  covering  with 
icy  breath 
glebe  (gleb),  soil 
glib'ly  (glib 'll),  smoothly;  easily 
glinted,  darted 

golden  cui-rassed'  (kw§-rast'; 
kwe'  for  meter),  having  a  yel¬ 
low  body  like  a  breastplate 
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Go-li'ath  of  Gath  (go-li'ath),  the 
giant  slain  by  David  (I  Samuel 
xvii) 

go'pher-like  (go'fer),  like  a  small 
striped  ground  squirrel  that 
burrows  underground 
gor'y  (gor'i),  bloody 
gran'u-lar  (gran'u-lar),  grains  or 
fine  particles 
grave,  cut 

Great  Divide,  same  as  Continen¬ 
tal  Divide 

greening  tree,  green-skinned  ap¬ 
ple  tree 

green'sward  (gren'sword),  turf 
green  with  grass 
grot'toes  (grot'oz),  caves 
grounder,  a  batted  ball  that  skips 
or  rolls  over  the  ground 
grounding  his  musket,  forcing  his 
musket  to  the  ground  firmly 
grubbing,  digging  out  by  the 
roots 

gru'el-ing  (groo'el-mg),  wearing; 
nerve  racking 

Guay-a-quil'  (gwl-a-kel'),  a  city 
in  Ecuador 

Guin'e-vere  (gwm'e-ver) 
guise  (giz),  manner 
gun 'wale  (gun 'el),  the  upper 
edge  of  a  vessel’s  side 
Gur'net  (gur'net),  a  point  north 
of  Plymouth  Bay 
gut'tur-al  (gut'ur-al),  hoarse 
gy-ra'tions  (jl-ra'shunz),  turn¬ 
ings 

gyr'fal-con  (jur'fo-k’n),  a  large 
falcon  of  Europe 

H 

hab-i-ta'tion  (hab-i-ta'shun), 

home 


ha-bit'u-at-ed  (ha-bit 'u-at-ed), 

accustomed  to 

Hai-nault'  (e-no')  (here  accented 
on  first  syllable  for  meter),  a 
Belgian  province 
Hamlet,  a  melancholy  character 
in  Shakespeare’s  play,  Hamlet 
hand-gre-nade'  (hand-gre-nad'), 
an  explosive  to  be  thrown  by 
hand 

hand'i-cap  (han'di-kap),  disad¬ 
vantage 

har'ass  (har 'as),  annoy;  worry 
har'bin-ger  (har'bin-jer),  one  who 
goes  before;  forerunner 
har'di-hood  (har 'di-hood),  brav¬ 
ery 

har'dy  (har'di),  robust 
har 'pies  of  the  shore  (har'piz), 
men  who  care  only  for  gain; 
in  mythology  the  harpy  is  pic¬ 
tured  as  a  thieving  monster 
with  a  woman’s  head  and  up¬ 
per  body,  and  the  wings,  tail, 
and  claws  of  a  bird 
har'row-ing  (har'o-ing),  dis¬ 
tressing 

haz'ard  their  lives  (haz'ard), 
risk  their  lives  in  battle 
haz'ard-ous  en'ter-prise  (haz'ar- 
dus  en'ter-prlz),  dangerous  un¬ 
dertaking 

head'ed  wa'ters  (hed'ed  wo'- 
terz),  the  source  and  upper 
part  of  a  stream 

Hec'la  (hek'la),  a  volcano  in 
Iceland 

heir'loom  (ar'loom),  any  piece  of 
personal  property  owned  by  a 
family  for  many  generations 
Hel-ve'ti-a  (hel-ve'shi-a),  the 
former  name  of  Switzerland 
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Henrick  Hudson,  the  discoverer 
of  the  Hudson  River  in  1609 
her-cu'le-an  (her-ku'le-an),  pow¬ 
erful,  like  Hercules,  a  mighty 
hero  of  Greek  mythology 
he-ret'i-cal  (he-ret'i-kal),  posi¬ 
tive 

her 'on  (her'un),  wading  bird,  re¬ 
sembling  a  crane 
Hessian  trooper,  a  soldier  from 
Hesse,  Germany,  who  was 
hired  by  England  to  fight 
against  the  colonists  in  the 
Revolutionary  War 
hi'ber-nate  (hi'ber-nat),  sleep 
(through  the  winter) 
high-hearted  buc-ca-neers'  (buk- 
a-nerz'),  joyous  pirates 
Hil 'de-brand  (hil'de-brand) 
hom'age  (hom'aj),  respect 
hordes  (hordz),  great  numbers 
hos'tel-ry  (h5s'tel-n),  lodging 
house;  inn 

how'itz-er  (hou'it-ser),  cannon 

humdrum  crone,  dull  old  man 
humiliating,  disgraceful 
hus'band-ry  (huz'band-ri),  farm¬ 
ing 

hus'tle  (hus”l),  push;  crowd 

I 

I-be'ri-an  (i-be'n-an),  Spanish- 
ig-no-ble  (ig-no'b’l),  shameful 
ignoble  yoke,  slavery  which  had 
bound  them  down  as  a  yoke 
weighs  down  the  neck  of  an  ox 
I-graine'  (e-gran') 
ill-assorted,  not  team-mates 
il-lu'sion  (l-lu'zhun),  dream;  im¬ 
agination 

il-lus'trat-ed  (i-lus'trat-ed),  pic¬ 
tured  with  magic-lantern  slides 


im-bibed'  (im-blbd'),  taken  in; 
drunk 

im-bue'  (im-bu'),  tinge  deeply 
im-mo-bil'i-ty  (im-6-bil'i-ti),  lack 
of  motion 

immortal  date,  date  in  history 
which  will  never  be  forgotten 
im-ped'i-ment  (lm-ped'i-ment), 
hindrance 

im-p  er-c  ep  'ti-ble  (im-per-sep  'ti- 
b'l),  very  slight 
im-pe'ri-al  (lm-pe'n-al),  ruling 
im-pet'u-ous  speak 'er  (im-pet'- 
u-us  spek'er),  eager  and  ardent 
speaker 

im'pi-ous  (im'pi-us),  profane;  un¬ 
godly 

im-por'tu-nate  (lm-por'tu-nat), 
urgent 

im-preg'na-ble  (im-preg'na-b'1), 
unconquerable 

im-pressed'  (im-prest'),  stamped; 

affected  favorably 
im-pu'ni-ty  (Im-pu'm-ti),  with- 
fear  of  harm  or  punishment 

in-ap  'pli-ca-ble  (in-ap  'li-ka-b’l) , 
unsuitable 

In'ca  (mg'ka),  a  South  American 
tribe  that  attained  unusual 
wealth  and  culture 
in-can-ta'tion  so  serene  (in-kan- 
ta'shun),  magic  song  sung  so 
clearly  and  calmly 
in-car  'nate,  like  a  demon  in-car '- 
nate  (in-kar'nat),  like  a  devil 
or  fiend 

In-ces'sant  (in-ses'ant),  unceas¬ 
ing 

incidental  to,  of  less  importance 
than 

in-com'pa-ra-ble  (in-kom'pa-ra- 

b’l),  matchless 
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in-cred'i-ble  (in-kred'i-bT),  un¬ 
believable 

in-cur 'sion  (in-ktir'shun),  raid 
in-dis-crim'i-nate-ly  (m-dis- 
krim'I-nat-li),  without  judg¬ 
ment 

in-dom  'i-ta-ble  (in-dom 'i-ta-bT) , 
unconquerable 

in-dul'gence  (in-diil'jens),  indif¬ 
ference 

in-ef-fi  'cien-cy  (in-e-fish  'en-si) , 
weakness 

in-  es  'ti-ma-ble  (in-es  'ti-ma-bT) , 
very  valuable;  priceless 
in-ev 'i-ta-ble  (in-ev'i-ta-bT),  un¬ 
avoidable 

in-ex-press  'i-ble  (in-eks-pres  'i- 

bT),  more  than  can  be  said  or 
expressed 

in-ex'tri-ca-ble,  an  apparently 
in-ex'tri-ca-ble  tangle  (in-eks'- 
tri-ka-bT),  seemingly  impossi¬ 
ble  to  get  free 

in'fa-mous  (in'fa-mus),  base; 
horrible 

in-fer'nal  rem-i-nis'cence  (in- 

fur 'nal  rem-i-nis'ens),  tiresome 
story 

in-fer'no  (in-fur 'no),  a  place  lik¬ 
ened  to  hell 

infielder,  a  player  on  the  diamond 
in'fi-nite  (in'fi-nit),  endless;  all- 
embracing 

in-fin-i-tes  'i-mal  (in-fin-i-tes  'i- 

mal),  very  small 

in-flex 'i-ble  (m-flek'si-bT),  stub¬ 
born 

in-form 'ant  (m-for'mant),  one 
giving  information 
in-fuse'  “wallop”  (in-fuz'),  in¬ 
spire  more  power 


in-fus'ing  (in-fuz'mg),  inspiring; 
pouring 

in-gen 'ious-ly  (m-jen'yhs-li), 
cleverly 

in-gra'ti-at-ing  (in-gra'shi-at- 
ing),  pleasing 

in-i'tial  (in-ish'&l),  beginning; 
first 

inning,  one  of  the  turns  of  a  side 
or  player  to  bat 

in-no-va'tion  (in-o- va 'shim), 
change 

in-scru'ta-ble  faculty  (in-skrbo'- 
ta-b'l),  talent  which  is  not 
understood 

in-sec 'ti-cide  (in-sek'ti-sid),  sub¬ 
stance  to  destroy  insects 
in-sid  'i-ous  (m-sid'i-us),  deceit¬ 
ful 

in-sin  'u-at-ing  (in-sin  'u-at-ing) , 
suggestive;  indirect 
in-sip 'id  (in-sip 'id),  weak 
in-stan-ta'ne-ous  (in-stan-ta'ne- 
us),  at  the  exact  moment  of 
in-stinc'tive  (in-stingk'tiv),  nat¬ 
ural;  inherent 

in-stru-men'tal  (in-str  bo-men '- 
tal),  helpful;  serviceable 
in-teg 'ri-ty  (in-teg 'ri-ti),  upright¬ 
ness;  honesty 

intercourse,  hold  intercourse, 

talk  to;  communicate  with 

in-ter'mi-na-ble  (in-tur'mi-na- 
bT),  endless 

in-ter-po-si'tion  (in-ter-po-zish'- 
un),  act  of  interceding  or  help¬ 
ing 

in-ter'pret  (in-tur'pret),  tell  the 
meaning  of 

in'ti-mate  (in'ti-mat),  familiar; 
confidential 
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in'ti-mate  (m'ti-mat),  suggest; 
hint 

in-trep'id  (m-trep'id),  brave 
in'tri-ca-cy  (in'tn-ka-si),  confus¬ 
ing  winding 

in-ured'  (m-urd'),  accustomed 
in-vet 'er-ate  enemy  (m-vet'er- 
at),  habitual  enemy;  enemy  of 
long  standing 

in-vet  'er-ate  pro-pen 'si- ty  (Ri¬ 
vet 'er-at  pro-pen 'si- ti),  strong 
disposition 

in-vig'or-ate  (m-vig'or-at),  stim¬ 
ulate 

in-vin'ci-ble  (m-vin'si-b'l),  un¬ 
conquerable 

in-vi'o-late  (m-vi'6-lat),  unin¬ 
jured 

in-vis'i-ble  (m-viz'i-b’l),  unseen; 

incapable  of  being  seen 
in-vol  'un-ta-ry  (in-vol  'un-ta-ri) , 
without  control  of  will;  unwill¬ 
ing 

i-ron'i-cal  (i-ron'i-k&l),  gently 
sarcastic;  making  fun  of; 
teasing 

ir-r  e-sist  'i-ble  (ir-e-zis  'ti-b  fl) , 

overpowering 

ir-r es-o-lu 'tion  (i-rez-6-lu  'shun) , 
doubt;  uncertainty 
ir-rev'er-ent  (l-rev'er-ent),  dis¬ 
respectful 

issue  proc-la-ma'tions  (prok-la- 
ma'shunz),  send  or  give  out 
notices 

i-tin'er-ant  (I-tin'er-^nt),  wan¬ 
dering 

J 

j  as 'per  (j  as 'per),  a  kind  of  quartz 
jave'lin  (jav'lin),  light  spear 


jes'sa-mine  (jes'a-mm),  a  frag¬ 
rant  flower 

joc'und  (jok'und),  joyful;  glad 
just,  a  combat  on  horseback  with 
lances 

K 

keep,  stronghold 
ker'sey  (kur'zi),  a  kind  of  coarse 
ribbed  woolen  cloth 
kin-ni-kin-nick'  berries  (km-i-ki- 
nik'),  red  bearberries 
knave  (nav),  rascal 
knight- er 'rant  of  yore  (er'ant; 
yor),  knight  who  used  to  go 
about  seeking  adventures 
Ko-hel'eth  (ko-hel'eth),  the 
“Preacher,”  the  name  given 
to  Solomon  in  the  book  of 
Ecclesiastes 

L 

lab'y-rinth  of  whims  (lab'i-rinth; 

hwimz),  many  queer  notions 
lagoon,  pond 

lam'en-ta-bly  (lam'en-ta-bli), 
pitifully 

lam-en-ta  'tion  (lam-en-ta  'shun) , 
wailing 

Lan'ce-lot  (lan'se-lot) 
lar'gess  (lar'jes),  gift 
lat'er-al  (lat'er-al),  sidewise 
laud'a-ble  (lod'a-bfl),  praisewor¬ 
thy 

lau'rel  (lo'rel),  a  shrub  or  tree, 
with  fragrant  leaves;  in  olden 
times  the  leaves  of  the  laurel 
were  used  as  a  sign  of  honor 
la'ver  (la'ver),  vessel  used  by 
priests  for  washing  hands  and 
feet 

lay,  song 
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laz-a-reet'  (laz-a-ret'),  for  la¬ 
zaretto ,  in  sailors’  language,  a 
place  near  the  stern  of  a  mer¬ 
chant  vessel,  used  as  a  store¬ 
house 

lee 'ward  (le'werd;  naut.,  lu'erd), 
the  part  or  side  of  a  ship  oppo¬ 
site  to  the  direction  from  which 
the  wind  blows;  sheltered 
le-git'i-mate-ly  descended  (le- 
jit'i-mat-li),  actually  came  from 
Lem 'hi  Pass  (lem'hl),  in  Mon¬ 
tana 

Le-od'o-gran  (la-od 'o-gran) 
lesser  forest,  branching  horns 
let  be,  stop 

let  not,  see  St.  Luke  ix,  62 
Li  'ma  (ll'ma),  the  capital  of  Peru 
lin 'e-age  (lm'e-aj),  descent;  fam- 

iiy 

lines,  sleeping  rows 
Li-net'  fli-net') 

lin 'net  (lin'et),  a  small  bird  called 
a  finch 

linsey-woolsey,  coarse  cloth  of 
linen  and  wool 

lists,  an  arena,  a  place  of  con¬ 
test;  tournament  field 
lithe  (llth),  nimble 
living  pages  of  God’s  book,  won¬ 
ders  of  life  and  nature  we  see 
about  us 

living  sunbeam,  as  quick,  as 
shining,  and  as  beautifully 
colored  as  a  ray  of  sun 
loadstone,  magnetic  rock 
look  of  ven-er-a'tion  (ven-er-a'- 
shun),  look  of  reverence 
looms  (loomz),  appears 
Lorraine,  a  division  of  France, 
which,  at  that  time,  included 
Domremy 


lou-is  d’ors'  (loo-i  dorz'),  French 
coins 

luckless  starred,  born  under  an 
unlucky  star;  unfortunate 
lu'di-crous  (lu'di-krus),  ridicu¬ 
lous;  comical 
lured  (lurd),  attracted 
Luther,  German  translator  of  the 
Bible 

lux-u  'ri-ous-ly  (luks-u  'n-us-li) , 

extravagantly;  with  unre¬ 
strained  delight 

M 

mag-a-zine'  (mag-a-zen'),  a 
storehouse 
magic,  wireless 

mag-nan  'i-mous  (mag-nan'i- 
mus),  generous 

mag-net 'ic  (mag-net 'ik),  having 
the  property  of  attracting  other 
substances 

ma-hout'  (ma-hout'),  keeper  and 
driver  of  an  elephant 

main,  sea 

main'te-nance  (man'te-nans), 
support 

Major  An'dre  (an'dra),  a  British 
spy  in  the  Revolutionary  War 
mam'mal  (mam'al),  highest  or¬ 
der  of  animals  that  nourish 
their  young  with  milk 
man-i-f es-ta 'tion  (man-i-f  es-ta '- 
shun),  revelation;  disclosure 
man 'or  (man'er),  house  or  hall 
of  an  estate 

ma-raud'er  (ma-rod'er),  plun¬ 
derer 

masonry,  that  which  is  built 
by  a  mason 

matchlock,  kind  of  gun 
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mat'tock  (mat'uk),  tool  for  dig¬ 
ging  and  smoothing  the  ground 
mau'ger  (mo'ger),  in  spite  of; 
nevertheless 

max'i-mum  (mak'si-mum),  great¬ 
est 

mead  (med),  meadow 
me-an'der  (me-an'der),  wind 
meat,  food 

me-chan'ics  (me-k&nlks),  men 
who  work  with  machinery  or 
in  the  making  of  machinery 
meed  (med),  reward 
mem'oir  (mem'wor  or  -war),  an 
account  of  events  as  remem¬ 
bered  or  gathered  from  certain 
sources  by  the  writer 
Mercury,  the  messenger  of  Jupi¬ 
ter,  in  Roman  mythology 
mere'stead  (mer'sted),  farm 
meshes  of  steel,  used  to  entrap 
and  sink  the  submarine 
mess  of  pottage,  anything  of 
small  value 

meteor  of  the  ocean  air,  the  flag 
Meuse  (muz),  a  river  of  north¬ 
eastern  France,  on  which  is 
situated  Domremy,  the  birth¬ 
place  of  Joan  of  Arc 
Michael,  a  warrior  angel 
Mi 'das  (ml'das),  a  character  in 
Greek  mythology 
Mid'i-an-ites  and  Phi-lis 'tines 
(mid'i-an-Its;  fi-lis'tinz),  hea¬ 
then  people  who  frequently 
warred  against  the  Hebrews 
mighty  men  of  King  David,  Da¬ 
vid's  thirty  greatest  warriors 
(I  Chronicles  xn) 

Mi'lan  (ml 'lan),  a  city  and  prov¬ 
ince  in  Italy 
mim'ic  (mim'ik),  imitate 


min'is-try  (min'is-tri),  adminis¬ 
tration 

Min'i-ta-rees  (min'i-ta-rez),  an 
Indian  tribe 

mir'a-cle  (mir'a-kl),  wonderful 
thing;  marvel 
mire  (mir),  mud 

mis-cel-la'ne-ous  gew'gaws  (mi- 
se-la'ne-us  gu'goz),  many  kinds 
of  knickknacks 
mode,  manner 

moi'dores  (moi'dorz),  Portuguese 
coins 

mo-les-ta'tion  (m5-les-ta'shun), 
harm;  annoyance 
mo-men'tum  (mo-men 'turn),  the 
force  of  motion  in  a  moving 
body 

mon-te'ro  (mon-ta'ro),  hunting 
cap 

mo-raine'  (mo-ran'),  long  narrow 
mount  left  by  a  glacier 
mo-rass'  (mo-r&s'),  swamp  • 
mortal,  subject  to  death;  causing 
death 

mor-ti-fi-ca'tion  (mor-ti-fl-ka'- 
shun),  shame;  humiliation 
Mo'ti  Guj  (mo'ti  goozh) 
Muer'tos  (mwer'tos) 

Mu-la 'tas  (moo-la'tas) 
mul-ti-tu 'di-nous  (mhl-ti-tu'di- 
nus),  numerous;  many 
mus'ter  (mus'ter),  collect;  gather 
mu'ta-ble  (mu'ta-b’l),  change¬ 
able 

Myn-heer'  (mln-har'),  Dutch  for 
Mr. 

myr'i-ad-handed  (mir  1-ad), 
many-handed 

mystery  of  an  eelpot,  trap  easy 
to  get  into,  but  impossible  to 
get  out  of 
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mys'ti-cal  (mis'ti-kal),  having  a 
secret  meaning 

N 

natural  phe-nom'e-non  (fe-nom'- 
e-non),  fact  of  nature 
nav'i-ga-ble  (nav'i-ga-b’l),  able 
to  be  traveled  on 
nec'tar  (nek'tar),  the  sweet  liquid 
secreted  by  plants  from  which 
bees  make  honey 
Newcastle,  an  English  city  fa¬ 
mous  for  its  guns 
new-found  strength,  power  they 
had  never  before  realized 
non-com-mit'tal  (non-ko-mit'al), 
indicating  neither  consent  nor 
dissent 

Normandy,  the  northwestern  sec¬ 
tion  of  France 

nuz'zling  (nuz'lmg),  nestling 
against 

O 

ob-lique'ly  (ob-lek'li),  crosswise 
ob'sti-nate-ly  main-tained'  (ob'- 
sti-nat-li  man-tand'),  stub¬ 
bornly  kept  up 

obstinately  pacific  system,  meth¬ 
od  of  continuous  peace 
Ock-la-wa'ha  (ok-la-wo'ho),  a 
branch  of  the  St.  John’s  River, 
in  Florida 

ode,  a  poem  suitable  to  be  set  to 
music  or  sung 

Og,  king  of  Bashan  (og;  ba'- 
shan),  the  giant  defeated  by 
the  Hebrews  (Deuteronomy  hi) 
ol'y-koek  (ol'i-kdok),  kind  of 
doughnut 

om'i-nous  (om'i-nus),  forebod¬ 
ing;  threatening  evil 


on'er-ous  (on'er-us),  burdensome 
op-por-tune'  (op-or-tun'),  suita¬ 
ble 

op-posed'  (o-pozd'),  resisted 
op-pres'sion  (o-presh'un),  cruel¬ 
ty;  tyranny 

oppression’s  woe,  unhappiness  at 
not  being5  free 

oppressive  op'u-lence  (op'u-lens), 
great  riches 

or'gy  (or'ji),  carousal;  drinking 
period 

original  divinity  intact,  purity 
which  is  born  in  every  man 
revealed 

Ork'ney  (ork'm),  a  district  in 
Scotland,  including  the  Orkney 
Islands 

or'ner-y  (or'ner-i),  bad-tempered 
or-ni-thol'o-gy  (6r-m-thol'6-ji), 
the  study  of  birds 
or'ta-gues  (or'ta-guz),  Spanish 
coins 

or'tho-dox  (or'tho-doks),  sound 
of  belief 

outfielder,  a  player  in  the  field 
beyond  the  diamond 

P 

pal'frey  (pol'fn),  small  saddle 
horse 

pal'ing  (pal 'mg),  fence 
pal 'let  (pal'et),  small  mean  bed; 
bed  of  straw 

pan'to-mime  (pan'to-mlm), 

dumb  show 

parent-earth,  Mother  Earth; 
ground 

Pa'ri-an  (pa'ri-an),  from  Paros, 
an  island  in  the  Aegean  Sea, 
noted  in  ancient  times  for  its 
beautiful  white  marble 
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par'ley  (par'll),  speech;  talk 
par'ry  (pari),  a  warding  off  of 
a  thrust  or  blow 

par-tic  'i-pat-ed  (par-tis 1-pat-ed) , 
shared  in 

par'ti-san  (par'ti-zan),  prejudiced 
in  favor  of 

pas'sion-ate-ly  (pash'un-at-li), 
ardently;  enthusiastically 
pas'tor-al  (pas'ter-al),  pertaining 
to  the  time  when  there  were  no 
cities,  and  everyone  lived  a 
simple  life 

pat'ent  (pat'ent),  copyright  on 
an  invention 

pa-ter'nal  (pa-tur'nal),  pertain¬ 
ing  to  a  father 

peavies,  wooden  levers  used  in 
turning  over  heavy  logs 
peculiar  portion,  his;  all  his  own 
ped'a-gogue  (ped'a-gSg),  teacher 
ped'i-gree  (pedl-gre),  line  of 
ancestors 

peer  (per),  equal;  lord 
pellets,  bullets 
pelting  (pelting),  beating 
pel 'tries  (pel'triz),  skins 
pen'i-tence  was  sincere  (penl- 
tens),  really  sorry  for  what 
they  had  done 

pen'sion-er  (pen'shun-er),  one 
who  regularly  receives  pay¬ 
ment 

pen'sive  (pen'siv),  thoughtful; 
sad 

Pen'te-cost  (pen'te-kost),  fiftieth 
day  after  Easter 
pe'on  (pe'on),  common  laborer 

per-ad-ven'ture  (per-ad-ven'- 
tur),  perhaps 

per-am-bu-la'tion  (per-am-bu- 
la'shun),  walk 


per-ceive'  (per-sev'),  see;  note 
per-cep'ti-ble  (per-sep'ti-b’l), 
able  to  be  seen;  noticeable 
per'ma-nent  (pur  'ma-nent),  fixed; 
not  changing 

per-pet  'u-ate  (per-pet  'u-at) ,  cause 
to  continue 

per-se-ver  'ance  (pur-se-ver 'ans) , 
steadfastness;  constancy 
per-sist'ed  (per-sist'ed),  stood 
firm 

per 'son-age  (pur'sun-aj),  a  nota¬ 
ble  or  distinguished  person 
pert,  saucy 

pertains,  relates  to;  refers  to 

per-ti-na  'cious  (pur-ti-na  'shus) , 
constant 

per-vade'  (per-vad'),  spread 
through 

pes'ti-lence  (pes'ti-lens),  dread 
disease 

pe-ti'tion  (pe-tish'un),  request; 
entreaty 

phalanx  (fa'langks),  closely 
massed  lines  of  foot-soldiers 
phan'tom  (fan 'turn),  ghost;  fan¬ 
cied  vision 

phe-nom'e-na  (fe-nom'e-na), 
events;  marvels 

phi-lan  'thro-pist  (fi-lan'thro-pist) , 
one  who  spends  his  time  or 
money  for  others 

phy s-i-og  'no-my  (f iz-i-og 'no-mi) , 

face 

picketing,  tying 
pillage,  captured  treasure 
pillion  (pil'yun),  cushion  behind 
a  man’s  saddle  for  a  woman  to 
ride  on 

pine  martens,  a  small  European 
animal 

piqued  (pekd),  prided 
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pla'ca-ble  (pla'ka-bT),  willing  to 
forgive 

plac'id  (pl&s'id),  quiet 
plain 'tive  (plan'tiv),  sorrowful; 
melancholy 

pla-toons'  (pla-toonz'),  troops 
pledge  of  blithe 'some  May 
(bllth'sum),  sign  of  the  happy 
month  of  May 
plump,  drop  suddenly 
point  for  as-sault'  (a-solt'),  weak 
spot  to  attack 

pome-gran 'ate  (pom-gran 'at),  a 
fruit  like  an  orange  in  size, 
having  many  seeds  in  a  crim¬ 
son  pulp  of  agreeable  acid 
flavor 

pop'u-lous  (pop'u-lus),  thickly 
inhabited 

por'tent  (por'tent),  that  which 
foreshadows;  foretelling 
por-ten'tous  (pbr-ten'tus),  fore¬ 
shadowing 

por'ti-co  (por'ti-ko),  large  porch 
with  pillars 

pos 'tern-gate  (pos'tern),  small 
gate  at  the  rear;  back  door  or 
gate 

po'tent  (po'tent),  strong;  power¬ 
ful 

po'ten-tate  (po'ten-tat),  ruler 
with  great  power 
pow'wow  (pou'wou),  medicine¬ 
man 

prac'ti-ca-ble  (pr&k'ti-ka-bT), 
capable  of  being  put  into 
practice 

prairie  ships,  covered  wagons 
pre-ca'ri-ous  (pre-ka'n-us),  not 
to  be  depended  on;  dangerous 
pre-cau'tion  (pre-ko'shtin),  pre¬ 
vious  care 


pre-cep 'tor  (pre-sep 'ter),  ruler; 
master 

precious  in  their  sight,  dear  to 
them 

prec'i-pice  (pres'i-pis),  a  steep 
overhanging  cliff 
pre-cip'i-tous  (pre-sip 'i-tus), 
steep 

pre-cise'  (pre-sis'),  minutely  ex¬ 
act 

pre-ci'sion  (pre-sizh'un),  exact¬ 
ness 

pre-em'i-nent  (pre-em'i-nent), 
most  prominent 

pre-lim'i-na-ries  (pre-lim'i-na- 
nz),  introductory  remarks 
pre-mo-ni'tion  (pre-mo-nish'un), 
forewarning 

pre-mon  'i-to-ry  (pre-mon 'i-tb-ri ) , 
warning  beforehand 
pre-pos  'ter-ous  (pre-p6s 'ter-us) , 
ridiculous;  unheard  of 
press,  throng 

pressure  of  personal  life,  one's 
own  interests  and  duties  in 
contrast  with  those  of  the  com¬ 
munity  or  nation 
pre-ten'sion  (pre-ten 'shim),  claim 
prev'a-lence  (prev'a-lens),  gen¬ 
eral  existence 

pri-me'val  hush  (prl-me'v&l), 
stillness  of  a  place  where  man 
has  never  been 

prim'i-tive  nature  (prim'i-tiv), 
nature  in  its  original  form 
printer's  devil,  a  young  appren¬ 
tice  in  a  printing  office  who 
does  errands  and  gets  very 
black  from  the  ink,  hence  the 
name  devil 

pro  and  con  (pro;  con),  for  and 
against 
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proc-la-ma'tion  (prok-la-ma'- 
shun),  notice 

pro-fane'  (pro-fan'),  abusive 
proj'ect  (proj'ekt),  plan 
pro-mis 'cu-ous  (pro-mis 'ku-us), 
careless;  unreasoning 
proph'e-cy  (prof'e-si),  prediction 
of  what  is  to  happen 
proph'et  (prof'et),  one  who  fore¬ 
tells  future  events 
pro-por'tion  (pro-por'shun),  in 
relation  to 

pros'pec-tor  (pros'pek-ter),  one 
who  explores  a  region  for  min¬ 
erals 

pros'per-ous  gales  (pr5s'per-tts), 
favorable  winds 

proud  u-surp'ers  (u-zur'perz), 
those  who  seize  power  unlaw¬ 
fully 

prov'i-dence  (prov'i-dens),  the 
will  of  Heaven 

province,  office;  charge;  respon¬ 
sibility 

pru'dent  (proo'dent),  wise;  care¬ 
ful;  sensible 

Psalm 'ist  (sam'ist),  David 
psalm 'o-dy  (sam'6-di),  art  of 
singing  psalms 

pul-sa'tion  (pul-sa'shun),  beat¬ 
ing;  throbbing 

pur'pling  east  (pur'pling),  sun¬ 
rise  sky 

pur 'port  (pur 'port),  meaning 

Q 

quad-ri-lat'er-al  (kwod-ri-l&t'er- 
al),  having  four  sides 
quaffed  (kwaft),  drank 
quail  (kwal),  tremble 
quan'da-ry  (kwon'da-n),  state  of 
doubt 


quar'ry  (kwbr'i),  place  where 
marble  is  cut  from  the  earth; 
the  object  of  the  chase  or  hunt 
quer'u-lous  (kwer'do-lus),  com¬ 
plaining 

quiz'zi-cal-ly  (kwiz'i-k&l-i),  in  a 
humorously  questioning  way 

R 

radio  gen'er-a-tor  (jen'er-a-ter), 
a  machine  used  to  provide 
power  for  radio 

rak'ish-ly  a-skew'  (rak'ish-li 
a-sku'),  set  or  turned  to  one 
side  in  a  jaunty  fashion 
ramp 'ant  (r3,m'p&nt),  rough;  ex¬ 
cited 

ran'dom  (r&n'dum),  chance 
rang'ing  (ran'jing),  seeking  of 
game 

rant'i-pole  hero  (r&n'ti-pol),  wild 
young  hero 

ra'tion-al  (r&sh'un-&l),  sensible; 
intelligent 

rau'cous  (ro'kus),  hoarse 
rave  (rav),  move  or  speak  wildly 
or  furiously 

rav'en-ous  (rav"n-hs),  greedy; 
very  hungry 

rav'ish-ment  (rav'ish-ment),  rap¬ 
ture 

reared  (rerd),  raised 
re-ced'ing  (re-sed'ing),  moving 
back 

re-cip 'ro-cat-ing  engine  (re-sip '- 
ro-kat-ing),  any  engine  in 
which  the  piston  moves  to 
and  fro 

re-coiled'  (re-koild'),  drew  back 
rec'on-ciled,  be  (rek'on-slld),  be¬ 
come  friends  again 
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re-doubt  'a-ble  (re-dout'a-b’l), 

dread 

reel  (rel),  fall  from  side  to  side; 
fall;  holder 

re-ject'  (re-jekt'),  cast  off 
re-lent  'less-ly  (re-lent  'les-li) , 

without  pity 

re-lin'quish  (re-ling 'k wish),  give 
up 

re-luc'tance  (re-luk'tans),  un¬ 
willingness 

re-mon'strance  (re-mon'strans), 
protest 

re-morse'  (re-mors'),  sorrow 
re-nown'  (re-noun'),  note;  fame; 
great  reputation 

re-pent 'ance  (re-pen 'tans),  sor¬ 
row  for  sin 

re-pute'  (re-put'),  character 
resisted  mo-men'tum  (mo- 
men 'turn),  opposite  motion 
res'o-lute  (rez'6-lut),  determined; 

brave;  persevering 
re-source'  (re-sors'),  available 
means  of  supply 
re-splend'ent  (re-splen'dent), 
brilliant;  shining 
re-spon-si-bil'i-ty  (re-spon-si- 
bil'i-ti),  that  for  which  one  is 
held  accountable 
rest,  a  contrivance  for  steadying 
the  lance 

re-tards'  (re-tardz'),  keeps  back 
ret-ri-bu  'tion  (ret-ri-bu  'shun) , 

punishment 

re-trieved'  (re-trevd'),  found  and 
brought  in  the  game 
rev'el-ry  (rev'el-n),  merrymak¬ 
ing 

rev'e-nue  (rev'e-nu),^  rent;  in¬ 
come 


r  e-ver  'b  er-at-ing  (r  e-vur  'ber-at- 
ing),  re-echoing 
re-vere'  (re-ver'),  honor 
rev'er-ie  (rev'er-i),  state  of  deep 
thought 

re-ver 'sal  (re-vur'sal),  a  change 
re-vul'sion  (re-viil'shun),  strong 
reaction;  change 

Rheims  (remz),  a  city  eighty 
miles  northeast  of  Paris.  In 
this  famous  cathedral  the 
French  kings  were  crowned, 
rift,  opening;  break 
Ri'o  de  Ja-nei'ro  (re'5  da  zha- 
na'ro),  a  city  in  Brazil 
riv'en  (riv"n),  split 
ro-bust'  (ro-biist'),  healthy 
roist'er-ing  blade  (rois'ter-ing), 
conceited  fellow 

roun'de-lay  (roun'de-la),  a  kind 
of  poem  or  song  in  which  a 
word  or  phrase  constantly  re¬ 
curs;  a  round 

ru-mi-na'tion  (roo-mi-na'shun), 
meditation;  thought 
rushy  banks,  banks  covered  with 
marsh-growing  plants 
rus'tic  (rus'tik),  an  inhabitant 
of  the  country  naturally  sim¬ 
ple  in  character  and  manners; 
countrified 

Ruth  and  of  Boaz,  see  Ruth  iv 
S 

Saar 'dam  (zar'dam),  a  town  in 
North  Holland 

sa'ber  (sa'ber),  a  curved  sword 
sable,  black 

sa'chem  (sa'chem),  chief 
sa'ga  (sa'ga),  Scandinavian  leg¬ 
end 
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sa-gac'i-ty  (sa-gasl-ti),  keenness; 
wisdom 

sag'a-more  (sag'a-mor),  an  In¬ 
dian  chief  next  lower  in  rank 
to  sachem 
sage,  a  wise  man 
St.  Anthony,  on  the  northeast 
coast  of  Newfoundland 
Saint  Gregory,  a  Roman  monk 
(540-604).  He  made  the  re¬ 
mark  given  here  when  he  saw 
some  young  fair-haired  Anglo- 
Saxon  (now  English)  youths 
being  sold  as  slaves  in  Rome, 
sallows,  broad-leafed  willows 
saLvage  (sal'vaj),  save 
sa'mite  (sa'mlt),  heavy  silk  em¬ 
broidered  with  gold 
sanction  of  earth  (sangk'shun), 
permission  of  the  law 
sau'ri-an  (so'ri-an),  reptile 
scal'a-wag  (skal'a-wag),  scamp 
scald  (skold),  ancient  Scandina¬ 
vian  poet  who  sang  of  the 
heroic  deeds  of  his  people 
schist  (shist),  a  kind  of  rock 
readily  split  into  slabs  or 
sheets 

Scho'pen-hau-er  (sho'pen-hou- 
er),  a  German  philosopher, 
noted  for  his  gloomy  viewpoint 
scorch 'er  (skor'cher),  unusually 
fast  (ball) 

scourg'es  (skurj'ez),  whips 
scouring,  marching  over;  wild 
ride 

scribe,  writer 

scru'pu-lous  (skroo'pu-lus),  care¬ 
ful;  conscientious 
scruli-ny  (skrdo'ti-ni),  examina¬ 
tion 


seamed,  ridged 

seg-re-ga'tion  (seg-re-ga'shun), 
separation  from  others 
sem'blance  (sem'blans),  likeness; 
disguise 

send,  heavy  wave 
sen'ti-ment  (sen'ti-ment),  feel¬ 
ing;  opinion 

se-ques'tered  (se-kwes'terd),  se¬ 
cluded 

ser'ried  (serld),  crowded,  one 
after  another,  in  rapid  suc¬ 
cession 

ser'vile  chains  (sur'vil),  chains 
which  bind  them  to  an  unjust 
king 

set,  stopped  at  scent  of  game  and 
pointed  toward  it  with  the  nose 
shallows  (shal'oz),  shallow  water 
sham'ble  (sham'b’l),  walk  awk¬ 
wardly 

share,  sharp  part  of  plow  that 
turns  up  the  ground 
sheer,  absolute;  pure 
shifts,  changes 
shoals,  shallows;  sand  bars 
Sho-sho'ne  (sho-sho'ne),  an  In¬ 
dian  tribe  of  the  western  moun¬ 
tain  regions 

shrouds,  garments  (of  the  dead) 
sig-nif  1-cant  (sig-mfl-kant),  full 
of  meaning 

si-mil  1-tude  (si-mil  1-tud),  like¬ 
ness 

si-mul-ta  'ne-ous  (sl-mul-ta  'ne- 
us),  happening  at  the  same 
time 

sin'ew  (sin'u),  tendon 
sinls-ter  o'men  (sinls-ter  5'- 
men),  evil  sign;  foreboding 
sin'u-ous  (sin'u-us),  curving 
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siren,  one  of  a  group  of  sea 
nymphs  who  lured  sailors  to 
destruction  by  their  singing 
Skaw  (sko),  the  name  of  a  cape 
at  the  extremity  of  Jutland, 
Denmark 

skoal  (skol),  Scandinavian  word 
for  Hail 

slack'en  (slak"n),  slow  down 
sloop,  kind  of  sailing  vessel 
smallclothes,  tight-fitting  knee 
breeches 

so'journed  (so'jurnd),  dwelt 
Spanish  waters,  here,  probably, 
the  Caribbean  Sea  to  the  north 
of  South  America 
spas-mod'ic  (spaz-mod'ic),  ir¬ 
regular;  intermittent 
spawn  (spon),  bring  forth 
spe'cies,  of  the  (spe'shez),  of  that 
kind  of  animal  or  plant;  kinds 
spec'tral  (spek'tral),  ghostly; 
shadowy 

spec-u-la'tion  (spek-u-la'shiin), 
opinion;  wondering 
sped,  were  put  to  death;  suc¬ 
ceeded 

sprat,  a  little  fish 
sprightly,  lively;  brisk;  gay 
sprint 'er  (sprin'ter),  one  who 
runs  short  races  at  sharp  speed 
stac-ca'to  (sta-ka'to),  sharp  and 
disconnected 

stag'nant  (stag'nant),  foul 
stall,  a  bench  or  table,  on  the 
street,  from  which  books  are 
sold 

stanched  (stancht),  stopped  the 
flowing 

stat'ure  (stat'ur),  figure 
stat'ute  (stat'ut),  law 
stave  (stav),  measure 
sterling  (stur'ling),  genuine 


steth'o-scope  (steth'6-skop),  an 
instrument  used  to  hear  the 
sounds  in  the  human  body 
stom'ach-er  (stum'uk-er),  orna¬ 
mental  covering  for  the  front 
of  the  waist 

strad 'dle-bug  (str&d'l-bfig),  long- 
legged  beetle 

strat'a-gem  (strat'a-jem),  a  trick 
for  deceiving  the  enemy 
strip 'ling  (stripling),  youth;  boy 
stu-pen'dous  (stu-pen'dtis),  very 
great 

sub- ju-ga 'tion  (sub-j  oo-ga 'shun) , 
conquest 

sub-lim'i-ty  (sfib-lim'i-ti),  gran¬ 
deur 

sub-merged'  (sub-murjd'),  under 
water 

sub-or'di-nate  (sfib-or'di-nat), 
inferior 

sub'se-quent  (sub'se-kwent),  la¬ 
ter 

sub'sti-tute  (sub'sti-tut),  ex¬ 
change 

sub-ter-ra'ne-an  (sub-ter-a'ne- 
an),  underground 
sub 'tie  (sut'l),  clever 
sub'tly  alike  (sut'li),  not  alike  in 
appearance,  but  in  expression 
sue 'cor  (suk'er),  help 
sue'eors  .  .  .  thrown  into,  troops 
forcing  their  way 
suffering  worth,  one  who  has 
suffered  and  deserves  a  happier 
life 

sump'tu-ous  (sump'tu-tis),  luxu¬ 
rious;  splendid 

sun 'dry  (sun'dri),  several;  special 
su-per-hu'man  ob'sta-cles  (su- 
per-hu'man  6b'sta-klz),  diffi¬ 
culties  above  and  beyond  what 
is  human 
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su-per-nu'mer-a-ry  (su-per-nu'- 

mer-a-ri),  more  than  necessary 
su-per-sti 'tion  (su-per-stish  'un) , 
fear  of  the  unknown  or  mys¬ 
terious 

su-per-vi'sion  (su-per-vizh'un), 
instruction;  inspection 
su-pine'ly  (su-pln'li),  inactively; 
carelessly 

sup-plant 'ed  (su-plant'ed),  taken 
the  place  of 

sup-pli-ca'tion  (sup-li-ka'shun), 
pleading 

supply,  by  address,  make  up  for, 
by  skillful  management 
sup-po-si  'tions  (sup-6-zish  'uns) , 
surmises;  thoughts 
sur-cease'  (sur-ses'),  end 
surge,  a  rolling  swell  of  water 
sur-viv'al  of  the  species  (sur-vlv'- 
&1),  continued  living  of  an 
animal  or  a  plant 
sus'te-nance  (sus'te-nans),  food; 
living 

swain,  country  lover 
swerv'ing  (swurv'ing),  turning 
aside 

Syb'ar-is  (sib'a-ris),  ancient  city 
of  Italy,  famous  for  wealth 
and  luxury 
Syc'o-rax  (sik'o-r&ks) 

T 

tac'i-turn  (t&s'i-turn),  silent 
ta'per  (ta'per),  growing  smaller 
toward  the  end 

tap'es-try  (tap'es-tri),  ornamen¬ 
tal  hangings 

Tartar,  a  member  of  a  wild 
Asiatic  tribe  famous  for  skill 
in  horsemanship 

taunt  (tant;  tont),  mockery;  re¬ 
proach 


te'di-ous  (te'di-hs),  tiresome 
tem'po  (tem'po),  time;  rhythm 
tem'po-ral  concerns  (tem'po-rai), 
affairs  of  this  life 
temporal  salvation,  earthly  sal¬ 
vation 

ten'e-ment  (ten'e-ment),  home; 
dwelling 

ten'or  (ten'er),  tone;  character 
ter'mi-nat-ed  (tur'mi-nat-ed), 
ended;  bounded 

tete-a-tete'  (tat-a-tat'),  private 
talk 

Ther-mop'y-lae  (ther-mop'i-le) 
thinly  diffused  vapors,  thin  out¬ 
spread  mist 

threepence  (thrip'ens),  about  six 
cents  in  U.  S.  money 
thunderstick,  gun 
thwart  (thwort),  a  rower’s  seat 
thwart 'ed  (thwort 'ed),  opposed 
tim'ber-line  (tim'ber-lm),  the  ele¬ 
vation  above  sea  level  at  which 
trees  cease  to  grow 
Ti'tan  (tl'tan),  in  mythology,  a 
god  of  great  strength 
ti-tan'ic  (tl-tan'ik),  enormous 
tod'dy  (tod'i),  fresh  or  fermented 
sap  of  various  East  Indian 
palms 

tol'er-a-ble  (tol'er-a-b’l),  moder¬ 
ately  good;  agreeable 
to-pog'ra-phy  (to-pog'ra-fi),  sur¬ 
face  features,  i.e.,  the  hills, 
valleys,  etc.,  of  a  place 
tor'tu-ous  (tor'tu-us),  twisted 
tour'na-ment  (toor'na-ment; 

tur'-),  knightly  combat 
trac'ta-ble  (trak'ta-b’l),  easily 
controlled;  manageable 
tra-di'tion  (tra-dish'un),  customs 
and  ideals  handed  down  from 
past  generations 
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traitor  knave,  a  rogue  who  be¬ 
trays  a  trust 

tran-quil  'li-ty  (tran-kwil  'i-ti) , 

calmness 

tran-scend'ent  (tran-sen'dent), 
extraordinary 

transcends,  excels;  is  greater  than 
trans-fig 'ure  (trans-fig 'ur),  to 
change  to  something  exalted 
and  glorious 

trans-mu-ta'tion  (trans-mu-ta'- 
shun),  power  to  change  from 
one  form  to  another 
trawl 'er  (trol'er),  a  fishing  vessel, 
using  nets 

trea'cle  (tre'k’l),  molasses 
treason  (tre'z'n),  an  attempt  to 
overthrow  government 
trench 'ant  (tren 'chant),  sharp 
trib'u-ta-ry  (trib'u-ta-ri),  a  coun¬ 
try  that  pays  tribute  to  an¬ 
other;  a  stream  flowing  into  a 
larger  stream 

troop 'er  (troop 'er),  a  cavalryman 
troth  (troth;  troth),  betrothal- 
pledge 

truc'u-lent  (truk'u-lent),  savage 
trump,  call 

trump 'er-y  (trum'per-i),  goods 
of  no  value 

trussed  (trust),  tied  up  with 
wings  fastened  to  the  body 
tryst  'ing-place  (trist  'ing-plas) , 

place  of  meeting 
tu-mul  'tu-ous  (tu-mul  'tu-us), 

boisterous 

tu'nic  (tu'mk),  garment 
tur'bine  (tur'bm),  a  rotary  mo¬ 
tor  moved  by  the  action  of 
water  under  pressure 
turn  the  scale,  win  the  battle 


Twelfth  Legion,  the  bravest  and 
most  trustworthy  of  Caesar's 
troops 

typ'i-cal  (tip'i-k&l),  representa¬ 
tive;  regular 

typ'i-fied  by  (tip'i-fld),  compared 
to 

U 

umpire,  one  chosen  to  rule  on 
the  plays  of  a  game 
un-a-bashed'  (un-a-b&sht'),  self- 
possessed;  unembarrassed 
un-as-sum'ing  (un-a-sum'ing), 
humble 

unbroken  lines  of  lances,  rows 
of  spears  which  left  no  open¬ 
ing 

un-chid'den  (un-chid"n),  with¬ 
out  fear  of  blame 
un-daunt'ed  (un-dan 'ted),  bold; 
fearless;  brave 

under  native  rule,  under  Indian 
rule 

un-du-la'tion  (un-du-la'shtin), 
land  or  water  with  a  wavy 
appearance 

un-feigned'  (un-fand'),  sincere 
unfought  victories  won,  difficul¬ 
ties  of  poverty,  lack  of  educa¬ 
tion,  etc.,  overcome 
u-nique'  (u-nek'),  without  a  like 
or  equal 

u-ni-ver'sal-ly  acknowledged  (u- 

m-vur'sal-i),  generally  admit¬ 
ted 

unlocks  a  warmer  clime  (kllm), 
makes  me  feel  as  if  I  were  in  a 
warmer  climate 

un-ob-tru'sive  (un-ob-troo'siv), 
modest 
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unscorched  wind,  untouched  by 
fire 

un-tram'meled  (un-tram 'eld), 
unharmed 

U'ther  Pen-drag'on  (u'ther  pen- 
dr  &g 'tin) 

V 

vag'a-bond  (v&g'a-bdnd),  rascal; 
wanderer 

valiant  (val'yant),  brave 
van,  front;  first  comer 
van'dal-ism  (van'dal-iz’m),  will¬ 
ful  destruction  of  things  of 
beauty 

vanquished  (v&ng'kwisht),  de¬ 
feated 

va'ri-e-gat-ed  (va'ri-e-gat-ed), 
mixed 

var'let  (var'let),  a  cowardly  fel¬ 
low 

veered  (verd),  turned 
veg'e-tat-ing  (vej'e-tat-ing),  liv¬ 
ing  quietly  and  simply  like 
plants 

ve'he-mence  (ve'he-mens),  vio¬ 
lence;  fury 

ven'er-a-ble  (ven'er-a-b’l),  old; 

worthy  of  reference 
vi 'brant  (vl'brant),  shaking 
vi'cious-ness  (vish'us-nes),  bad 
temper 

vig'i-lant  (vij'i-lant),  watchful 
vir'gin  (vur'jin),  fresh;  new 
vir'tue,  good  qualities 

virtue  has  been  ac-quired'  (a- 

kwird'),  the  Greeks  had  to 
work  to  gain  their  good  quali¬ 
ties 

vir'tu-ous  (vur'tu-us),  good 

vi'sion-a-ry  pro-pen 'si-ty  (vizh'- 


un-a-ri  pro-pen 'si-ti),  disposi¬ 
tion  to  believe  impossible  stor¬ 
ies 

vision  of  John  the  Apostle,  see 

Revelation  xn,  2 
vis'ta  (vis'ta),  opening;  view 
vi-tal'i-ty  (vi-tal'i-ti),  strength 
vo-ca'tion  (vo-ka'shun),  occupa¬ 
tion;  work 

vo-cif  'er-at-ed  (vo-sif  'er-at-ed) , 
shouted 

vo-cif'er-ous  (vo-sif 'er-us),  noisy; 

unruly 
void,  useless 

voy-a-geurs'  (vwa-ya-zhurz'), 
men  who  traveled  by  water 
and  kept  up  communication 
between  different  stations 
vul  'ner-a-ble  (vul  'ner-a-b'l) ,  weak 

W 

waft'ed  (waft'ed),  carried;  blown 
wag'ger-y  (w&g'er-i),  pleasantry 
wag'gish  (wag'ish),  frolicsome; 
humorous 

wam'pum  (wdm'pum),  Indian 
money 

Wan'der-lust  (van 'der-1  dost), 

strong  desire  for  traveling  or 
wandering 

wane  (wan),  draw  to  a  close 
wan 'ton  (wdn'tun),  reckless 
warded  off  tyr'an-ny  (tir'a-ni), 
kept  away  an  unjust  ruler 
warrant,  security,  guaranty 
was 'sail-bout  (wos'il),  drinking 
revel 

waters  babble  as  they  run,  noise 
caused  by  moving  water 
waters  warp  (worp),  the  streams 
freeze 
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Wat  Tyler,  the  leader  of  a  peasant 
rebellion  in  England  in  1381 
ways  of  nativedom,  habits  of  the 
natives 

waxing,  growing 

were 'wolf  (wer'wdolf),  a  person 
changed  to  a  wolf 
whelm  him  o’er,  ruin  his  life 
whi'lom  (hwl'lum),  once 
whim'si-calper-se-cu'tion  (hwim'- 
zi-kal  pur-se-ku'shun),  mis¬ 
chievous  pranks 
whooping,  whistling 
wight  (wit),  person 
witch 'er-y  (wich'er-i),  charm;  en- 
}  chantment 

withe  (with;  with),  flexible,  slen¬ 
der  twig 

woods  are  greening,  trees  are 
budding 

wormed  his  long  body,  crawled 
slowly 


wrench’d  of  ev’ry  stay  (rencht), 
deprived  of  every  support 
writhe  (rlth),  twist 
wroth  (roth),  angry 
wrought  (rot),  worked 

X 

Xer'xes  (zurk'zez),  King  of  Persia 
(519-465  b.c.) 

Y 

yoke  of  ser'vi-tude  (sur'vi-tud), 
rule  of  a  conqueror 

Z 

zeal  (zel),  eagerness 

zeal'ous  ex-er'tion  (zel 'us  eg- 
zur'shun),  enthusiastic  effort 
or  struggle 


